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TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. 



PROLOGUE. 

In Troy, there lies the scene. From isles of Greece 

The princes orgulous,* their high blood chaf 'd. 

Have to the port of Athens sent their ships, 

Fraught with the ministers and instruments 

Of cruel war : Sixty and nine, that wore 

Their crownets regal, from the Athenian bay 

Put forth toward Phrygia : and their vow is made 

To ransack Troy ; within whose strong immures 

The ravish'd Helen, M( nelaus' queen. 

With wanton Paris sleeps ; And that's the quarreL 

To Tenedos they come ; 

And the deep-drawing barks do there disgorge 

Their warlike fraughtage : Now on Dardan plaint 

The fresh and yet unbmisjed Greeks do pitch 

Their brave pavilions. Priam's six-gjited city, 

Dardan, and Tymi)ria, ilias, Chetas, Trojan, 

And Antenorides, with massy staples. 

And corresponsive and fultiUing bolts,' 

Sperre* up the sons of 'i'roy. 

Now expectation, tickling skittish spirits. 

On one and other side, Trojan and Greek, 

Sets all on hazard : — And hither am I come 

A prologue arm'd,* — ^but not in contidence 

Of author's pen, or actor's voice ; but suited 

In like conditions as our argument, — 

To tell you, fair beholders, that our play 

Leaps o'er the vaunt and firstlings of those broils,* 

'Ginning in the middle ; starting thence away 

To what may be digested in a play. 

Like, or find fault ; do as your pleasures are ; 

Now good, or bad, 'tis but the chance of war. 



[1] I conceive this Prologfue to have been written, and the dialogue, in more than 
one place, interpolated bj some Kyd or Marloxoe of the time ^ who may have bcc;^- 
paid for eJtering and amending one of Shakespeard's plays*, a very extr»ordinai7 in- 
stance of our author^s negligence, and the managers' taste ! KITSON. 

[21 OrgtUous, that is, proud, disdainful. OrgueUteuxy Fr. STEE VENS. 

13] To fulfil^ in this place, means to fill till there be no room for more. 

^ ^ "^ "^ STKEVENS. 

To be i* fulfilled with grace and benediction" is still the language of nur liturgy mM 
'' "^ DLACKSTONlE. > • 

[41 To sperre, or spar, from the old Teutonic word speren, signifies to shut up, de^^ 
fend by bars, tsua. THEOBALD. %C 

[5] I come here to speak the pr;-lcgue, and come in armour*, not defying the audi- 
ence, in confidence of either the author's or actor's abilities, but merely in a chara(^ ^ 
ttr suited to the subject, iu a dress of war, before a warlike play. J Oil N SON ^ 

[6] The vnn^nrd. called, :a; our author's tlroe,voune-guani. PEKC V. "N<^ 
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OBSERVATIONS. 



Troilvs aiu> Cressida.I Before this play of Troilus and Crasidot 
printed in 1609, is a bookseller's prefacei shewinc; that first impression 
to have been before the play had been acted, and that it was pablished 
without Shakespeare's knowledgCi from a copy that had fallen into the 
bookseller's hands. Mr. Dryden thinks this one of the first of our au- 
thor's plays: but, on the contraryi it is to be judged, from the fore- 
mentioned preface, that it was one of his last ; and the great number 
of observations, both moral and politic (with which this piece is crowd- 
ed more than any other of his) seems to confirm my opmion. Pope. 
Shakespeare received the greatest part of hu materials for the rtruc- 
tare of this play from the Troye Soke of Lydeate. Lydgate was not 
much more than a translator of Groido oi ^lumpna, who was of 
Messina in Sicily, and wrote his History of Troy in Latin, after Dic- 
tjB Cretensis, and Dares Phrygius, in 1287. On these, as Mr. WaKOn 
observes, he engrafted many new romantic inventions, which the 
Caste of his age dictated, and which the connexion between Grecian 
«nd Gothie fiction easily admitted ; at the sime time corojprehendioe 
in his plan the Theban and Argonautic fltories from Ovid, statlus, ana 
Valerius Flaccus. It a^ipears to have been translated by Baoul le 
'Feure, at Cologne, into French, from whom Caxton rendered it into 
English in 1471. 

Chaucer had made the loves of Troilus and Cressida famous, which 
very probably might have been Shakespeare's inducement to try Uieir 
fortune on the stage. Stbbvehs. 

The Troye Boke was somewhat modernized, and reduced into re- 
gular stanzas, about the beginning of the last century, under the name 
of The life and Death of Hector — who fought a Hundred mayrte Battai' 
les in open Field againtt the Greeiant; wherein there utre dain on 
koth ndet Fourteene Hundred and Sixe Thousand, Fourscore and 
Sixe Men. Farmer. 

This play is more correctly written than most of Shakespeare's 
compositions, but it is not one of those in which either the extent of 
his views or elevation of his fancy is fully displayed. As the story 
abounded with materials, he has exerted little invention ; but he has 
diversified his characters with great variety, and preserved them with 
great exactness. His vicious characters sometimes disgust, but can- 
not corrupt, for both Cressida and Pandarus are detested and con- 
temned. The comic characters seem to have been the favourites of 
the writer; they are of the superficial kind, and exhibit more of man- 
ners than nature ; but they are copiously filled, and powerfully im- 
. pressed. Shakespeare has in his story followed, for the greater part, 
the old book of Caxton, which was then very popular ; but the char- 
acter of Thersites, of which it makes no mention, is a proof that this 
play was written after Chapman had published bis version of Homer. 

Johnson, 



PERSOJ^ REPRESENTED. 



Priam, king of Troy. 

Hector, 'j 

Troilus, 

Paris, > his sons, 

Deiphobus, I 

Helen us, J 

Calchas, a Trojan priest^ taking part mth the Greeks, 
Panoarus, vncle to Cressida, 
Margareloit, a bastarcl son of Priam. 

Agamemnon, the Grecian general : 

Menelaus, his brother. 

Achilles, ^ 

Ajax, 

Ulysses, 

Nestor, 

DiOMEDES, 

Patroclus, 

Thersitks, a deformed^ and scurrilous Grecian. 

Alexander, servant to Cressida. 

Servant to Troilus ; Servant to Paris ; Servant to Diomedes. 

Helen, wt/e to Menelaus. 

Andromache, wife to Hector. 

Cassandra, daughter to Priam; a prophetess. 

Cressida, daughter to Calchas. 

Trojan and Greek Soldiers^ and Attendants. 

SCENE, Troy, and the Grecian Camp before it. 



Grecian commanders. 



TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I. — Troy. Btfore Priam's Palace. Enter Troilus 

armed, and Pandarus. 
Troilus, 

OaLL here my varlet,* I'll unarm again : 
Why should I war without the walls of Troy, 
That find such cruel battle here within ? 
Each Trojan, that is master of his heart, 
L^t him to field ; Troilus, alas ! hath none. 

Pan. Will this gear ne'er be mended ? 

Tro. The Greeks are strong, and skilful to their strength. 
Fierce to their skill, and to their fierceness valiant ; 
But I am weaker than a woman's tear, 
Tamer than sleep, fonder than ignorance ;* 
Less valiant than the virgin in the night, 
And skill-less as unpractis'd infancy. 

Pan. Well, I have told you enough of this : for my 
part, I'll not meddle nor make no further. He, that will 
have a cake out of the wheat, must tarry the grindintj:. 

Tro. Have I not tarried ? 

Pan. Ay, the grinding'; but you must tarry Uio boltiu;^. 

Tro. Have .1 not tarried ? 

Pan. Ay, the boltinj;; but you must tarry the leaveriing. 

Tro. Still have I tarried. 

Pan. Ay, to the leavening : but here's yet in the 
word — hereafter, the kneading, the making of the cake, 
the heating of the oven, and the baking ; nay, you must 
stay the cooling too, or you may chance to bum your lips. 

Tro. Patience herself, what goddess ere she be, 
Doth lesser blench at sufferance than I do. 
At Priam's royal table do I sit ; 
And when fair Cressid comes into my thoughts, — 
So, traitor ! — when she comes ! — When is she thence ? 

Pan, Well, she looked yesternight fairer than ever I 
saw her look, or any woman else. 

[1] This word anciently signified a servant or footman to a Itniglit or warriar. 
STCICyENS. [2] More wealc, or fooli«ili. MALONC. 

Vol. IX. A 2 



10 TR0ILU8 AXD CRE88IDA. ACT f- 

Tro, I ffas about to tell thee, — When my hearty 
As wedged with a sigh, wonid rive in twain ; 
Lest Hector or my &ther should perceive me, 
I hare (as when the sun doth light a storm,) 
Bury'd this sigh in wrinkle of a smile : 
But sorrow, that is couchM in seeming gladness, 
Ts like that mirth fiite turns to sudden sadti^ss. 

Pan. An her hair were not somewhat darker than He- 
lenas, (well, go to,) there were no more comparison be- 
tween the women, — But, for my part, she is my kinswo- 
man ; I would not, as they term it, praise her, — But I 
would somebody had heard her talk yesterday, as I did. I 
will not dispraise your sister Cassandra's wit ; but 

Tro. O randarus ! I tell thee, Pandarus, — 
When I da tell thee. There my hopes lie drown'd, 
Reply not in how many fathoms deep 
They lie indrench'd. I tell thee, I am mad 
In Cressid's love : Thou answer'st, She is fair ; 
Pour'st in the open ulcer of my heart 
Her eyes, her hair, her cheek, her gait, her voice ; 
Handiest in thy discourse, O, that her hand, 
fn whose comparison all whites are ink. 
Writing their own reproach ; To whose soft seizure 
The cygnet's down is harsh, and spirit of sense 
Hard as the palm of ploughman !^ This thou tell'st me, 
As true thou tell'st me, when I say — I love her ; 
But, saying thus, instead of oil and balm, 
Thou lay'st in every gash that love hath given me 
The knife that made it. 

Pan. I speak no more than truth. 

Tro. Thou dost not speak so much. 

Pan. 'Faith, I'll not meddle in't. Let her be as she is : 
if she be fair, 'tis the better for her ; an she be not, she 
has the mends in her own hands. 

Tro. Good Pandarus ! How now, Pandarus ? 

Pan, I have had my labour for my travel ; ill-thought 
on of her, and ill-thought on of you : gone between and 
between; but small thanks for my labour. 

Tro. What, art thou angry, Pandarus ? what, with me ? 

Pan. Because she is kin to me, therefore, she's not 
so fair as Helen : an she were not kin to me, she would 

[3] In comparison with Cressida's hand, says he, the spirit of sense, the atroost de- 
gree, the most exquisite power (^ sensibility, which implies a soft hand, sines the 
seoie of touehine, as Scali^er says in his Exereitatioru, resides chiefly hi the fingers, 
is hard as the caUous and insensible palm of the ploughman. STEEVENS. 

[4] She may mend her complexion by the assistance of coimetics. JOHNSQN. 



ACT I. TROILCS AND CRESSIDA. 11 

be as fiiir on Friday, as Helen is on Sunday. But what 
care I ? I care not, an she were a black-a-moor ; 'tis all 
one to me. 

Tro, Say I, she is not fiiir ? 

Pan. I do not care whether you do or no. She's a 
fool to stay behind her father ; let her to the Greeks : 
und so ril tell her the next time I see her : For my part, 
V\\ meddle nor make no more in the matter. 

Tro. Pandarus, — 

Pan. Not I. 

Tro. Sweet Pandarus, — . 

Pan. Pray you, speak no more to me ; I will leave uU 
as I found it, and there an end. [Exit Pawoarus. 

[Jw alarum. 

Tro. Peace, you ungracious clamours ! peace, rude sounds! 
Fools on both sides !• Helen must needs be fair. 
When with your blood yon daily paint her thus. 
1 cannot fight upon this argument ; 
It is too starv'd a subject for my sword. 
But Pandarus — O gods, how do you plague me ! 
I cannot come to Cressid, but by Pandar ; 
And he's as tetchy to be woo'd to woo. 
As she is stubborn-chaste against all suit. 
Tell me, Apollo, for thy Daphne's love. 
What Cressid is, what Pandar, and what we .' 
Her bed is India ; there she lies, a pearl : 
Between our Ilium, and where she resides. 
Let it be call'd the wild and wandering flood ; 
Ourself, the merchant ; and this sailing Pandar, 
Our doubtful nope, our convoy, and our bark. 

Alarum. Enter JEneas. 

•^ne. How now, prince Troilns ? wherefore not afield ? 

Tro. Because not there ; This woman's answer sarts/ 
For womanish it is to be from thence. 
What news, iBneas, from the field to-Liy ? 

•^ne. That Paris is r^ 'umed \ome, and hurt. 

Tro. By whom, i&neos ? 

j^ne. Troilus, by Menelaus. 

Tro. Let Paris bleed : 'tis but a scar to scorn ; 
Paris is gor'd with Menelaus' horn. [Alarum. 

JEne. Hark ! what good sport is out of town to-daj ! 

Tro. Better at home, if would I mighty were 9fiay.— * 

p3 TbatSf,ilU*Mltf,lsooognioiu. 6TEEVENS. 



12 TROILUS AND CRESSIDl. ACT I. 

But, to the sport abroad ; — Arc you bound thither ? 
^ne. In all swifl haste. 
Tro. Come, go we then together. [ExeunL 

SCENE II. 
Tke same. A Street. Enter Cressida and Alexander. 

Cres. Who were those went by ? 

Alex. Queen Hecuba, and Helen. 

Cres. And whither go they ? 

Alex. Up to the eastern tower, 
Whose height commands as subject all the vale. 
To see the battle. Hector, whose patience 
Is, as a virtue, fix'd,^ to-day wiis mov'd : 
He chid Andromache, and struck his armourer ; 
And, like as there were husbandry in war,^ 
Before the sun rose, he was hamess'd light,® 
And to the field goes he ; where every flower 
Did, as a prophet, weep what it foresaw 
In Hector's wrath. 

Cres. What was his cause of anger ? 

Alex. The noise goes, this : There is among the Greeks 
\ lord of Trojan bloody nephew to Hector ; 
They call him, Ajax. 

Cres. Good ; and what of him ? 

Alex. They say he is a very man per se. 
And stands alone. 

Cres. So do all men ; -unless they are drunk, sick, or 
have no legs. • 

Alex. This man, lady, hath robbed many beasts of their 
particular additions ; he is as valiant as the lion, churlish 
as the bear, slow as the elephant ; a man into whom na- 
ture hath so crowded humours, that his valour is crushed 

[6] Hector'a patience was, as a virtue, not variable and accidental, but fixed and 
constant. JOHNSON. 

[7] Hushandry means economical (NTudence. Troilus alludes to Hector's earl^ ri- 
inne. M ALONE. 

[I] It is to be remembered, that the ancient heroes never fought on horseback ; nor 
does their manner of fighting in chariots seem to require less activity than on foot. 

.rOUNSON. It is true, that the heroes of Homer never fought on horsefaaek} 

yet such of them as make a second appearance in the £neid, appear to have had cav> 
ally among them, as well as their antagonists the Rutulians. Little can be inierreti 
from the manner in which Ascanius and the young nobility of Troy are introduced 
at the conclusion of the funereal games, as Virgil very probably at the expence of an 
anachronism, meant to |f>ay a compliment to the miutary exercises instituted bjy 
Jidius Caesar, and improved by Augustus. It appears from several passages in this 
|day, that Hector fights ou' horseback; and it should be remembered, tnat Shake- 
speare was indebted for many of his materials to a book which pronounces both th« 
propltet Efdras and Pythagoras to have been bastard children of king Priamui. 



ACT I. TROILUS AND CAESSIDA. 13 

into folly ,^ his folly sauced with discretion : there is no 
man hath a virtue, that he hath not a glimpse of; nor any 
man an attaint, but he carries some stain of it : he is me- 
lancholy without cause, and merry against the hair : He 
hath the joints of every thing ; but every thing so out of 
joint, that he is a gouty Briareus, many hands and no use ; 
or purblind Argus, all eyes and no sight. 

Cress. But how should this man, that makes me smile, 
make Hector angry ? 

Alex. They say, he yesterday coped Hector in the bat- 
tle, and struck him down ; the disdain and shame where- 
of hath ever since kept Hector fasting. and waking. 

Enter Pandarus. 

Cres. Who comes here ? 

Alex. Madam, your uncle Pandanis. 

Cres. Hector's a gallant man. 

Alex. As may be in the world, lady. 

Pan. What's that ? what's that ? 

Cres. Good morrow, uncle Pandarus. 

Pan. Good morrow, cousin Cressid : What do you talk 
of? — Good morrow, Alexander. — How do you, cousin ? 
When were you at Ilium ?' 

Cres, This morning, uncle. • 

Pan. What were you talking of, when I came ? 
Was Hector armed, and gone, ere ye came to Ilium ? 
H^len was not up, was she ? 

Cres. Hector was gone ; but Helen was not up. 

Pan. E'en so ; Hector was stirring early. 

Cres. That were we talking of, and of his anger. 

Pan. Was he angry ? 

Cres. So he says here. , 

Pan. True, he was so ; I know the cause too ; he'll lay 
about him to-day, I can tell them that : and there is Troi- 
lus will not come far behind him ; let them take heed of 
Troilus ; I can tell them that too. 

Cres. What, is he angry too ? 

Pan. Who, Troilus ? Troilus is the better man o'the two. 

Cres, O, Jupiter ! there's no comparison. 

Pan. Wliat, not between Troilus and Hector ? Do you 
know a man if you see him ? 

[9] To be cnuhed into folly, b to be confused and mingled with foUjr, m as that 
tttey make one mass togetlier. JOHNSON. 

[1] IHum or /Zion, (for it is spelt both ways,) was, according to Lydgmte, the name 
•f Priam^i palace, which is said by these writers to hare been boHt upon a hi|^ tvtk, 
Set a note u Act IV. sc v. on the words— '^ Yon towers," &c. MALONE. 



14 TROILCS AND CKF.SSIDA. ACT J. 

Cres. Av ; if ever I saw him before, and knew him. 

Pan, W ell, I say, Troilus is Troihis. [Hector. 

Cres, Then you say as I say ; for, 1 am sure, he is not 

Pan, No, nor Hector is not Troilus, in some degrees. 

Cre^, 'Tis just to each of them ; he is himself. 

Pan, Himself? Alas, poor Troilus ! I would, he were,-^ 

Cres, So he is. 

Pan, — 'Condition, I had gone bare-foot to India. 

Cres, He is not Hector. 

Pan, Himself? no, he's not himself. — 'Would 'a were 
himself! Well, the gods are above ; Time must friend, or 
end : Well, Troilus, well, — I would, my heart were in 
her body ! — No, Hector is not a better man than Troilus. 

Cres, Excuse me. 

Pan, He is elder. 

Cres Pardon me, pardon me. 

Pan The other's not come to't ; you shall tell me an- 
other tale, when the other's come to't. Hector shall not 
have his wit this year. 

Cres, He shall not need it, if he have his own. 

Pan. Nor his qualities ; — 

Cres, No matter. 

Pan, Nor his beautjf. 

Cres, 'T would not become him ; his own's better. 

Pan, You have no judgment, niece : Helen herself 
•wore the other day, that Troilus, for a' brown favour, 
(for so 'tis, I must confess,) — Not brown neither. 

Cres. No, but brow©. 

Pan, 'Faith, to say truth, brown and not brown. 

€res. To say the truth, true and not true. 

Pan, She prais'd his complexion above Paris. 

Cres, Why, Paris hath colour enou^. 

Pan, So he has. 

Cres, Then, Troilus should have too much : if she 
praised him above, his complexion is higher than his ; he 
kaving colour enough, and the other higher, is too flaming 
a praise fbr a good complexion. I had as lief, Helen's 
golden tongue had commended Troilus for a copper nose. 

Pan, I swear to you, I think, Helen loves him better than 

Cres, Then she's a merry Greek, indeed. [Paris. 

Pan, Nay, I am sure she does. She came to him the 
•ther day into a compassed window,' — and, you know, he 
has not past three or four hairs on his chin. 

[1 ] A compasud wladow is • cimdwr bow window. f TESVEVI. 



ACT I TIIOILUS AND CR£SSIDA. ' 15 

Cres. Indeed, a tapster's arithmetic may soon bring his 
particulars therein to a total. 

Pan. Why, he is very young : and yet will he, within 
three pound, lift as much as his brother Hector. 

Cres, Is he so young a man, and so old a lifter ?' 

Pan. But, to prove to you that Helen loves him ; — she 
came, and puts me her white hand to his cloven chin. — 

Cres. Juno have mercy ! — =How came it cloven ? 

Pan. Why, yoil know, 'tis dimpled : 1 think, his smi- 
ling becomes him better than any man in all Phrygiti. 

Cyes. O, he smiles valiantly. 

Pan. Does he not ? 

Cres. O yes, an 'twere a cloud in autumn. 

Pan. Why, go to then : But to prove to you that 

Helen loves Troilus, 

Cres. Troilus will stand to the proof, if you'll prove it so. 

Pan. Troilus ? why, he esteems her no more than I es- 
teem an addle egg. 

Cres. If you love an addle egg as well . as you love an 
idle head, you would eat chickens i'the shell. 

Pan. I cannot choose but hiugh, to tliihk how she tick- 
led his chin ; — Indeed, she has a marvellous white hand« 
1 must needs confess. 

Crest. Without the rack. 

Pan. And she takes upon her to spy a white hair Ob 
his chin. 

Cres. Alas, poor chin ! many a wart is richer. 

Pan. But, there was such laughing ; — Queen Hecuba 
laughed, that her eyes ran o'er. 

Cres. With mill-stones. 

Pan. And Cassandra laughed. 

Cres. But there was a more temperate lire under the 
pot of her eyes ; — Did her eyes run o'er too ? 

Pan. And Hector laughed. 

Cres. At what was all this laughing ? 

Pan. Marry at the white hair that Helen spied on Troi- 
lus' chin. 

Cres. An't had been, a green hair, 1 should have 
laughed too. 

Pan. They laughed not so much at the hair, as at his 
pretty answer. 

Cres. What was his answer ? 

[21 Tbe word lifter Is nted for« tkitf, by Greene in hU Art ofComycateking, IMI : 
•n tuistbehumQurofthepasae^ 0wy bempposedtotora. We Mill call • ptttfUL. 
wb9 plunders shops, a iA«/-/t/i«r. ST££Y££(8. 
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Pan. Qjaoth she, Here's but one and ffty hairs on youi 
<r/tM', and one of them is -jihite, 

Cres. This is her question. 

Pan, Thafs true ; m^kc no question of that One and 
fifty hairs, quoth he, and one white : nat white hair is my 
father, and all the rent are his suns, Jupiter! quoth she, 
which of Hiese hairs is Paris my husband ? The forked one^ 
quoth he ; pluck it out, and give it him,. But, there was 
fiuch laughing ! and Helen so blui^hed, and Paris so chafed, 
imd all the rest so laughed, that it passed. 

Cres, So let it now ; for it has been a great wliile go- 
ing by. 

Pan, Well, cousin, 1 told you a thing yesterday ; think 
on't. 

Cres, So I do. 

Pan, ril be sworn, 'tis true ; he will weep you, an 
'Iwere a man born in April. 

Cres, And I'll spring up in his tears, an 'twere a nettle 
Hgiiinst May. [A retreat sounded. 

Pan, Hark, they are coming from the field : shall wc 
stand up here, and see them, sa they pass towards Ilium? 
good niece, do ; sweet niece Cressida. 

Cres, At your pleasure. 

Pan, Here, here, here's an excellent place ; here we 
may see most bravely ; I'll tell you them all by their 
names, as they pass by ; but mark Troilus above the rest. 

Eneas' passes over the stage. 

Cres, Speak npt so loud. 

Pan, That's iEneas ; Is not that a brave man ? he's one 
of the flowers of Troy, I can teU you ; But mark Troi- 
lus ; you shall see anon. 

Creff, Who's that ? 

. Antenor passes over. 

Pan, That's Antenor ; he- has a shrewd wit, I can tell 
you ; and he's a man good enough : he's one o' the sound- 
est judgment in Troy, whosoever, and a proper man of 
person : — When comes Troilup ? — I'll show you Troilus 
uiion ; if he see me, you shall see him nod at me. 

Cres. ' Will he give you the nod ? 

Pan. You shall see. 

Cres. If he do, the rich shall have more.' 



[3] The allusio'u ig to the word noddy^ which, cus now, did, ia our author's time add 
long before, sigiUfy •'siUy fellow, and may, by its etymology, 8i8:nify-«full of aotts. < 
<;reisid means, that a noddy shall have more nods. JOXlNSON. 
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Hector passes oroer. 

Pan, That's Hector, that, that, look you, that ; There's 
a fellow I — Go thy way. Hector ; — There's a hrave man, 
niece. — O hrave Hector ! Look, how he looks ! there's a 
countenance : Is't not a hr^ve man ? 

Cres, O, a hrave man \ . 

Pan, Is 'a not ? It does a man's heart good — ^Look you 
what hacks are on his helmet ? look you yonder, do you^ 
see ? look you there ! There's no jesting : there's laying 
on ; take't off ^ho will, as they say : there he hacks ! 

Cres, Be those with swords ? 

. Paris passes over. 

Pan. Swords ? any thing, he cares- not : an the devil 
come to him, it's all one : By god's lid, it does one's heart 
good :— Yonder comes Paris, yonder comes Paris : look 
ye yonder, niece ; Is't not a g^lant man too, is't not ? — 
Why, this is brave now.-^Who said, he came hurt home 
to-day ? he's not hurt : why, this will do Helen's heart 
good now. Ha ! 'would ^ could see Troilus now ! — ^you . 
shall see Troilus anon. 

Cw. WJ&o'sthat? 

Helenvs passes over. 

Pan, That's Helenus,— -I marvel, where Troilus is : — 
That's Helenus ; — I think he went not forth to-day : — 
That's Helenus. 

"Cres. Can Helenus fight, uncle ? - 

Pan. Helenus ? no ; — ^yes, he'll fight indifferent well : 
— I marvel, where Troilus is ! — Hark ; do you not hear 
the people cry, T^roilus ? — Helenus is a priest, 

Cres, What sneaking fellow comes yonder ? , 

Troilus parses over. 

Pan; Where ? yonder ? that^s Deiphobus : 'Tis Troi- 
lus ! there's a man, niece ! — ^Hem !-^-Brave Troilus ! the 
prince of chivalry ! 

Cres. Peace, for shame, peace ! 

Pan. Mark him ; note him ; — O brave Troilus !— r-look 
well upon him, niece ; look you, how his 9word is bloodied, 
and his helm more hack'd^an Hector's ; And how he looks, 
how he goes ! — O admirable youth ! he ne'er saw three and 
twenty. Go thy way Troilus, go thy way ; had I a sister 
were a grace, or a daughter a^oddess, he should^Uikc his 
choice. O admirable man ! Pai^is ? — Paris is dir{ io him ; 
and, I warrant, Helen, to change, would give an eyeto boot^ 

9 VoT ix. 
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Forces pass aver the stage. 

Crcs. Here conic more. 

Pan, Asses, fools, dolts ! chaflf and bran, chaff and bran ! 
porridge afler meat ! I con Id' live and die i'the eyes, of 
Troilus. Ne'er look, nc^er look ; the eagles are gone ; 
crows and daws, crows and daws ! 1 had rather be such u 
Hian as Troilus, than Agamemnon and all Greece. 

Cres. There is among the Greeks, Achilles ; a better 
man than Troilus. 

Pan, Achilles ? a drayman, a porter, a very camel. 

Cres. Well, well. 

Pan. Well, well ? — Why, have you any discretion ? 
have you any eyes ? Do you know whjit a man is ? Is not 
birth, beauty, good shape, discourse, manhood, learning, 
gentleness, virtue, youth, liberality, and such hke, the 
spice and salt that season a man ? 

Cres, Ay, a minced man : and thea to be baked with no 
^te in the pye, — for then the man's date is out. 

Pan. You are such a woman ! one knows not at'what 
ward you lie.* 

Cres. Upon my back, to defend my belly ; upon my wit^ 
to defend my wiles ; upon my secrecy, to defend mine 
honesty ; my mask, to defend my beauty ; and you, to. de- 
fend all these : and at all these wards I lie, at a thousand 
watches. 

Pan. Say one of your watches. 

Cres, Nay, I'll watch you for that ; and thafs one of 
the chiefest of them too : if 1 cannot ward what I would 
not have hit, 1 can watch you for telhng how I took the 
blow ; unless jt swell past hiding,, and then it is past 
watching. 

Pan. You are such another ! 

Enter Troilus' Boy, 

Boy, Sir, my lord, would instantly speak with you. 

Pa7i. Where ? 

Boy, At your own house ; there he unarms him. 

Pan. Good boy^, tell him I come : [Exit Boy,] — I doubt, 
he be hurt. — Fare ye well, good niece. 

Cres. Adieu, uncle. 

Pan. I'll be with you, niece," by and by. 

CreSAff^o brin^, uncle. 



Pan. irfy, a token from Troilus. 
Cres. By the spjne token — vou a 



you are a bawd. [Ex. Piw. 



[i] A metaphor from t^te art of defence. 6TE£V£N6. 
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— ^Words, TOWS, griefs, tears, and loye's fbll sacrifice, 

He offers in another's enterprize : 

But more in Troilus thousand fold I see 

Than in the glass of Pandar's praise may be ; 

Yet hold I off. Women are angels, wooing : 

Things won are done, joy's soul lies in the doing : 

That she'beloy'd knows nought, that knows not thii; — 

Men prize the thing ungain'd more than it is : 

That she was never yet, that ever knew 

Xiove got so sweet, as when desire did sue r 

Therefore this maxim out of love I teach, — 

Achievement is command ; ungain'd, beseech : 

Then though my heart's content firm love doth bear, ^ 

Kothing of that shall from mine eyes appear. [Exit. 

SCENE III. 
71i€ Grecian Camp. Before Ac AUEWf ov^s -tent. Trumpets. 
£n^«r Agamemnon, Nestor^Ulysses, ^EjHRLAvSy and others, 

Agam. Princes, 
What grief hath set the ^undice on your cheeks ? 
The ample proposition, that hope makes 
?li all designs begun on earth belpw, 
Fails in the promis'd largeness : checks and disasters 
Grow in the veins of actions highest rear'd ; 
A? knots, by the conflfix of meeting sap, 
Infect the sound pine, and divert bis grain 
Tortive and errant from his course of growth. 
Nor, princes, is it matter new to us, 
That we come short of our suppose so for, 
That, after seven years' siege, jet Troy walls stand ; 
Sith every action that hath gone* before. 
Whereof we have record, trial did draw 
Bias and thwart, not answering the aim. 
And that unbodied figure of the thought 
That gave't surmised shape. Why then, you princes, 
Do you with cheeks abash'd behold our works ; 
And think them shames, which are, indeed, nought else 
But the pro tractive trials of great Jove, 
To find persistive constancy in men ? 
The fineness of which metal is not found 
In fortune's love : for then, the bold and coward. 
The wise and fool, the artist aiid unread. 
The hard and soft, seem all affin'd^ and kin : 
But in the wind and tempest of her frown, 

[6] Tbat she~.nM«iit Umt woman. J0BN80N. -*l 

[6] The tcqatewence of my heart [7^ Joined by tffisAVy . %'t^e.NT.'^^ 
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Distinction, with a broad and powerful fan, 
Puffing at all, winnows the light away ; 
And what hath mass, or matter, by itself 
Lies, rich in virtue, and unmingled. 

^est. With due observance of thy godlike seat/ 
Great Agamemnon, Nestor sh:dl apply 
Thy latest words.* In the reproof of chance 
Lies the true proof of men : The sea being smooth, 
How many shallow bauble boats dare s<iil 
Upon her patient breast, making their way 
With those of nobler bulk ! 
But let the ruiOfian Boreas once enrage 
The gentle Thetis, and, anon, behold . 
The strong-ribb'd bark through liquid mountains cut, 
Bounding between the two moist elements, 
Like Perseus' horse : Where's then the saucy boat, 
Whose weak untimber'd sides but even now 
Co-rival'd greatness ? either to harbour fled. 
Or made a toast for Neptune. Even so 
Doth valour's show, and valour's worth, divide, 
In storms of fortune : For, in her ray and brightness, 
The herd hath more annoyance by the brize,* 
Than by the tiger : but when the splitting wind 
Makes flexible the knees of knotted o.aks, 
And flies get under shade. Why, then, the thing of courage. 
As rous'd with rage, with rage doth sympathize, 
And with an accent tum'd in self-same key, 
Returns to chiding fortune.* 

Ulyss. Agamemnon, — 
Thou great commander, nerve and bone of Greece, 
Heart of our numbers, soul and only spirit. 
In ^hom the tempers and the -minds of all 
Should be shut up, — hear what Ulysses speaks. 
Besides the applause and approbation 
The which, — tmost mighty for thy place and .sway, — 

[To Agamemnon 
And thou most reverei^d fqr thy stretch'd-out life, — 

[To Nestor, 
I give to both your speeche8,-r-which were such, 
As Agamemnon and the hand of Greece 
Should hold up high in brass ; and such again, 



[81 The throne in which thou sittest, "■ lilie a descended eod." BIALONE. 

9' Nestor applies the words to another instance. JOHNSON. 

1 The brUe is the gad or horse-Ay. STEEVENS. 

'2' It is said of the tif er. tliat in storms apd high w|uds he rages and roars moft 
(iiriously. BANMlSl, 
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As venerable Nestor, hatch'd in silver, 
Should wilh a bond of air (strong as the azletree 
On which heaven rides,) knit all the Greekish ears 
To his experienc'd tongue,' — ^yet let it please both,— 
Thou great, — and wise, — to hear Ulysses speak. 

Agam. Speak, prince of Ithaca ; and be't of less ex- 
That matter needless, of importless burden, [p^c^ 

Divide thy lips ; than we are confident. 
When rank Thersites opes his mastiff jaws, 
We shall hear music, wit, and oracle. 

Mlyss, Troy, yet upon his basis, had been dowD^ 
And the great Hector^ sword had lack'd a master, 
But for these instances. 
The specialty of rule hath been n^glect^d :* 
And, look, how many Grecian tents do stand 
Hollow upon this plain, so many hollaw factions. 
When that, the general is not like the hive, 
Tq whom the foragers shall all repalY*, 
What honey is expected ?^ Degree being vizarded, 
The unworthiest shows as fairly in the mask. 
The heavens themselves, the planets, and this centre/ 
Observe degree, priority, and place, 
Insisture, course, proportion, season, form, 
Oflfice, and custom, in all line of order : 
And therefore is the glorious planet, Sol, 
In noble eminence enthronM and spher'd 
Amidst the other ; whose med'cinable eye 
Corrects the ill aspects of planets evil, 
And posts, like the commandment of a king, 
Sans check, to good and bad : But, when the planeti) 
In evil mixture, to disorder wander, • 

[31 TJljaen begins bis oration with praising tliose who had spoken before Um, aBd 
marks the characteristic excellencies of their different eloquence,— atrtiur^ aoA 
sweetness, which be expresses by the different metals on which herecomnMtMsUiani 
to be engraven for the instruction of posterity. The speech of Agamemnon b suck 
, that it ought to be engraven in bmss. and the tablet held up hr him oa tha ona side, 
and Greece on the other, to show the union of their opinion. And Nestor ouchtto be 
exhibited In silver, uniting all his audience in one mind by hls-soft and gentle elocu- 
tion. Brass is the common emblem of strength, and silver of gentleness. We call 
a soft voice a rUver voice, and a persuasive tongue a silver tongue. — I once read for 
Aand, the hand of Greece, but I think the text right — ^To hatch is a term of art for » 
particular method of engraving. Hacher^ to cut, Fr. JOHNSON. 

f41 Expect for expectation. Thus we have siMpect for su.<mirion, Ice STEEVENS* 

'51 The particular rights of sufMreme aatho/ity. JOHNSON. 

6] The meaning is When the g^eral is not to the army like the hive to the beef, 
die repository of the stock of every individual, that to which each particular resorta 
wMi whatever he has collected for the good of the wbole, what bonev is expected ? 
what hope of advantage i The sense is cbtar, the expression is confused. JOUNBON. 
. [7] i. e. The centre of the earth *, which, according to the Ptolemaic system then in 
Vogue, is the centre of the solar system. WARBUKTON. 

[8] The apparent irregolar motions^f the planets were suf^naed to portend some 
disasters to mankind; indeed the planets themselves were ad thou^hl CoiraMVs ^» 
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What plagues, and what portents ? what matiny ? 

What raging of the sea ? shaking of earth ? 

Commotion in the winds ? frights, changes, horrors, 

Divert and crack, rend and deracinate' 

The unity and married calm of states 

Quite from their fixture ? O, when degree is shakM, 

Which is the ladder of all high designs. 

The enterprize is sick !' How could communities, 

Degrees in schools, and brotherhoods in cities," 

Peaceful commerce from dividable shores, 

The primogenitive and due of birth. 

Prerogative of age, crowns, sceptres, laurels, 

But by degree, stand in authentic^lace ? 

Take but degree away, untune that string. 

And, hark, what discord follows ! each thing meett 

In mere oppugnancy : The bounded waters 

Should lifl their bosoms higher than the shores. 

And make a sop of jdl this solid globe : 

Strength should be lord of imbecility. 

And the rude son should strike his father dead : 

Force should be right ; or, rather, right and wrong, . 

(Between whose endless jar justice resides,) 

Should lose their names, and so should justice too. 

Then every thing includes itself in power, 

Power into will, will into appetite ; 

And appetite, an universal wolf. 

So doubly seconded with will and power, 

Must make perforce an universal prey. 

And, last, eat up himself. Great Agamemnon, 

This chaos, when degree is suffocate, 

Follows the choking. 

And this neglection of degree it is, 

Thfit by a pace goes backward,^ with a purpose 
. It hath to climb.* The general's disdain'd 

By him one step below ; he, by the next ; 

That next, by him beneath : so every step, 
• Cxampled by the first pace that is sick 

Of his superior, grows to an envious fever 



be confined in any fixed orbits of tbeir own, but to wander about ad libitum, as tke 
etymology of their names demonstrates. A I^ONYMOUS. 

"" 1. e. forceup by the roots. STFEVFTNS. 

Perhaps we should read,— then enterprise is «iok ! ^ JOHNSON. 
Corporations, crMj^paines, confmteruiiie.-. JOHNSON. 

That goei birkward step by sa^p. JOHNSON. 

,^_, With a desiern in each man to nggrwadlze himself, by slightin|^ his immediate 
superior. JOHNSON. 
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Of pale and bloodless emulation :' 
And 'tis this fever that keeps Troy on foot, 
Not her own sinews. To end a tale of length,, * 
Troy in our weakness stands, not in her strength. 

JSCest, Most wisely hath Ulysses here discover'd 
The fever whereof all our power is sick, 

Agam. The nature of the sickness found, Ulysses, 
What is the remedy ? 

Ulyss. The great Achilles, — whom opinion crowns 
The sinew and the forehand of our host, — 
Having his ear full of his airy flune. 
Grows dainty of his worth, and in his tent 
Lies mocking our designs : With him, Patroclus, 
Upon a lazy bed the livelong day 
Breaks scurril jests ; 
And with ridiculous and awkward action 
(Which, slanderer, he imitation calls,) 
lie pageants us. Sometime, great Agamemnon, 
Thy topless deputation he puts on ; ** 
And, like a strutting player, — ^whose conceit 
Lies in his hamstring, and doth think it rich 
To hear the wooden dialogue and sound 
'Twixt his stretch'd footing and scaffoldage,; — 
Such to-be-pitied and o'er-wrested seeming 
He acts thy greatness in : and when he speaks^ 
'Tis like a chime a mending ; with terms unsquar'd,' 
Which, from the tongue of roaring Typhpn dropp'd. 
Would seem hyperboles. At this fusty stuflf, 
The large Achilles, on his press M bed lolling, 
From his deep chest laughs out a loud applause ; 
Cries — Excellent 1 — ^tis Agatnemnon just.-—^ 
J^ow play^ me Nestor ; — Aem, and stroke thy beard^ 
As he^ being ^drest to some oration. 

That's done ; as near as the extremest ends 

Of parallels f as like as Vulcan and his wife : 

Yet good Achilles still cries. Excellent ! 

^Tis Nestor right! Now play him me, PatrocluSj 

[5] An emulation not Ti^rous and active, but malignant and slu^sh. JOHNSON. 

W] Topless — 16 that \yhir.h has nothing topping or overtopping itj supreme, fOT- 
ereUp. JOHNSON. 

[7] Wrested beyond the truth j overcharged. MALONE. A torut was 

an instrnmerit for tun in? a hai'p, by drawing up the strings. 6TEEVENS. 

- [8] He who has been in tltc tower of a church while the chimes were repaiiiB|f, 
-will never wish a second time to be present at so dissonantly noisy an operation.— 
Unsquar'd, unadnptpd to their subject, as stones are unfitted to the purposes of archi- 
tecture, whil* thev are yet unsquafU STEEVENS; 

[9] The parallels to v/hich theallusfon seems to be made, u-e the pCiraUeti •■ a 
map. As like as east to west. . JOilNSON. 
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Arming to answer in a night alarm. 
And then, forsooth, the fiiint defects of age 
3Iust be the scene of mirth ; to cough, and spit. 
And with a pals^-fumbling on his goi^t, 
Shake in and out the rivet : — and at this sport, 
Sir Valour dies ; cries. 0/ — enough, Patroclus ; — 
Oi' give me ribs of steel ! I shall split all 
In pleasure of my spleen. And in this fashion^ 
All our abilities, gifls, natures, shapes, 
Severals and generals of grace exact,* 
Achievements, plots, orders, preventions, 
Excitements to the field, or speech for truce 
Success, or loss, what is, or is not, serves 
As stuff for these two to make paradoxes. 

J^est. And in the imitation of these twain 
r'^ (Whom, as Ulysses says, opinion crowns . 
With an imperial voice,) many are infect. 
Ajax is grown self-will'd ; and bears his head 
In such a rein,* in full as proud a place 
As broad Achilles : keeps his tent like him ; 
Makes factious feasts ; rails on our state of war, 
Bold as an oracle : and sets Thersites 
(A slave, whose gall coins slanders like a mint,') 
To match us in comparisons with dirt ; 
Ta weaken and discredit our exposure, ' 

How rank soever rounded in with danger.^ 

Ulyss. They tax our policy, and call it cowardice ; 
Count wisdom as no member of the war ; 
Forestall prescience, and esteem no act 
But that of hand : the still and mental parts,— 
That do contrive how many hands shall strike. 
When fitness calls them on ; and know, by measure i 

Of their observant toil, the enemies' weight, — 
Why, this hath not a finger's dignity : ' J 

They call this — ^bed-work, mappery, closet-war : 
So that the ram, that batters down the wall. 
For the great swing and rudeness of his poize, 
They place before his hand that made the engine ; 
Or those, that with the fineness of their souls 
By reason guide his execution. 

JSfest. Let this be granted, and Achilles' horse 
Makes many Thetis' sons. [Trumpet sounds. 



2 



All our good grace exact, means our excellence irreprehensible. JOHNSON. 
Holds up his head as haughtily. We still say of a girl, she bridles. JOHNSON. 
As fast as a mint coins nrnwy. MAL. [4] A rank weed is a high weed JOHlf . 
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Aga, What trumpet ? look, Menelaus. 

Enter Apneas. 

Men. From Troy. 

Aga, What would you 'fore our tent ? 

JEne, Is this 
Great Agamemnon's tent, I pray ? 

Aga. Even this. 

Mne. May one, that is a herald, and a prince. 
Do a fair message to his kingly ears ? 

Aga. With surety stronger thfm Achilles' arm 
Tore all the Greekish heads, which with one voice 
Call Agamemnon head and general. ^^ 

Mne, Fair leave, and large security. How may 
A stranger to those most imperial looks 
Know them from eyes of other mortals ? 

Aga. How ? 

JErie. Ay ; I ask, that I might waken reverence, 
And bid the cheek be ready with a blush 
Modest as morning when she coldly eyes 
The youthful Phoebus : 
Which is that god in office, guiding men ?» 
Which is the high and mighty Agamemnon ? 

Aga. This Trojan scorns us ; or the men of Troy 
Are ceremonious courtiers. 

Mne. Courtiers as free, as debonair, unarm'd, 
As bending angels ; that's their fame in peace : 
But when they would seem soldiers, they have gsdls. 
Good arms, strong joints, true swords ; and, Jove's accord, 
Nothing so full of heart. But peace, iBneas, 
Peace, Trojan ; lay thy finger on thy lips ! 
The worthiness of praise distains his worth. 
If that the prais'd himself bring the praise forth : 
But what the repining enemy commends, [sceudis. 

That breath fame follows ; that praise, sole pure, tran- 

Aga. Sir, you of Troy, call you yourself iCneas ? 

Mne. Ay, Greek, that is my name. 

Aga. What's your affair, I pray you ? 

Mnt^ Sir, pardon ; 'tis for Agamemnon's ears. 

Aga^ He hears nought privately, that comes from Troy. 

Mne. Nor I from Troy come not to whisper him : 
1 bring a trumpet to awake bis ear ; 
To set his sense on the attentive bent, 
And th«B t« speak. 

V«L. IX. JB 
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Aga, Speak frankly as the wind ; 
It is not Agamemnon's sleeping hoar : 
That thou shalt know, Trojan, he is awake, 
He tells thee so himself. 

JEne. Trumpet, blow loud. 
Send thy bniss voice through all these lazy tents ; — 
And every Greek of mettle, let him know, 
What Troy means fiiirly, shall be spoke aJoud. 

[Trumpet Soum 
We have, great Agamemnon, here in Troy 
A prince callM Hector, (Priam is his father,) 
Who in tJiis dull and long-continued truce 
Is rusty gf^n ; he bade me take a trumpet, 
And to this purpose speak. Kings, princes, lords ! 
If there be one, among the fair'st of Greece, 
That holds his honour higher than his ease ; 
That seeks his praise more than he fears bis peril : 
That knows his valour, and knows not his fear ; 
That loves his mistress more than in confession, 
(With truant vows to her own lips he loves,) 
And dare avow hf r beauty and her worth, 
In other arms than hers, — to him this challenge. 
Hector, in view of Trojans and of Greeks, 
Shall make it good, or do his best to do it, 
He hath a lady, wiser, fairer, truer. 
Than ever Greek did compass in his arms ; 
And will to-morrow with his trumpet call. 

Mid-way between your tents and walls of Troy, 
To rouse a Grecian that is true in love : 

If any come. Hector shall honour him ; 

If none, he'll say in Troy, when he retires. 

The Grecian dames are sun-burn'd, and not worth 

The splinter of a lance. Even so much. 
Aga. This shall be told our lovers, lord iBneas ; 

If none of them have soul in such a kind, 

We left them all at home : But we are soldiers ; 

And may that soldier a mere recreant prove. 

That means not, hath not, or is not in love ! 

If then one is, or hath, or means to be, 

That one meets Hector ; if none else, I am lie. ,',,, 

JVest, Tell him of Nestor, one that was a man ' :;, 

When Hector's grajidsire suck'd : he is old now ; 

But, if there be not in our Grecian host 

One noble man, that bath one spark of fire* 



ACT I. TROILUS AA'D CRESSIDA. ^27 

To answer for bis love, Tell him from me, — 
I'll hide my silver beard in a gold beaver, 
And in my vantbrace' put this wither'd brawn ; 
And, meeting him, will tell him, That my lady 
Was fairer than his grandame, and as chaste 
As may be in the world ; His youth in flood, 
I'll prove this truth with my three drops of blood. 

JEne, Now heavens forbid such scarcity of youth J 

Ulyss. Amen. 

»^ga. Fair lord ^neas, let me touch your hand ; 
To our pavilion shall I lead you, sir. 
Achilles shall have word of this intent ; 
So shall each lord of Greece, from tent to tent : 
Yourself shall feast with us before you go, 
And find the welcome of a noble foe. 

[Exeimty all but Ulysses and NcflTOS, 

Ulyss. Nestor, 

JSTest. What says Ulysses ? 

Ulyss. I have a young conception in my brain, 
Be you my time to bring it to some shape.' 

J^fest. What is't ? 

Ulyss. This 'tis : 
Blunt wedges rive hard knots : The seeded pride 
That hath to this maturity blown up 
In rank Achilles, must or now be cropp'd. 
Or, shedding, breed a nursery of like evil/ 
To overbulk us all. 

Jiest. Well, and how ? 

Ulyss. This challenge that the gallant Hector sends, 
However it is spread in general name, 
Relates in purpose only to Achilles. 

J^TesL The purpose is perspicuous even as substance^ 
Whose grossness little characters sum up :* 
And, in the publication, make no strain,* 
But that Achilles, were his brain as barren 
As banks of Libya, — ^though, Apollo knows, 
'Tis dry enough, — will with great speed of judgment, 
Ay, wiflb celerity, find Hector's purpose 

pi Fn»i<6race~^n armour for the arm, nvanthras. POPE. 

(2] I'pjniu t) r.iy pr>..-er.f yr.rj-nse wLat t'lr.in js Jn rcprrt t:f ?'il other ^rbcines, 
vi/. H ripJ'iKM' niMi i)n:ii:#M- i-l" j') mm t» mnturliy. STKKV'KNS. 

[8] AMiieling- 1) a i!':iJ!!:i:;'.n i:»!l<'d a vrvsi-ry. .KHiNSOX. 

[4J That !•». the I'tjpi.v i, a-, ji-.iin t\i »:«»<iy i>r .enl^staiue: uv.t\ 1ho;i^li I hare colltc- 
teti this purpose jn.m nuiuy rr-.inmc | :ini- ulai:. a^ ;i jjmss bo(!y is made up of snaa'.l 
inscn-iltlo j-nrLs \«'l ti-.e tpsmU \< «« cUar iMu\ cfrtaiii us a Jmhiv ;htci made up ispalpH- 
ble and \ ii^ible. ' VvAKUe'iiToN. [-5] Nrsjor jri^es on to gay, inaHe 

no diflicuUv, no d'.ti»»i, vk\t*'U 'fils «'»;•} ririri, to »»* proclnlim>Uit but Wi^as. K<\v\\* 
les, dull as l.e Is, w:;i iiix^v.r Hir li;:;: . i ir. riUXW\U>. 
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Pointing on him. 

Ulyss, And wukc him to the answer, think yoa ! 

^est. Yes, 
It is most meet ; Whom may you else oppose, 
That can from Hector bring those honours off, 
If not Achilles ? Though H be a sportful combat, 
Yet in the trial much opinion dwells ; 
For here the 'J'rojans taste our dear'st repute 
With their fiii'st pjilate : And trust to me, Ulysses. 
Our imputation shall be oddly poisM 
In this wild action : for the success, 
Although particuhu:, shall give a scantling 
Of good or bad unto the general ; 
And in such indexes, although small pricks 
To their subs<5quent volumes,^ there is seen 
The baby figure of the giant mass • 

Of things to come at large. It is suppos'd. 
He. that meets Hector, issues from our choice : 
And choice, being mutual act of all our souls, 
Makes merit her election ; and doth boil, 
x\s 'twere from forth us all, a man distilFd 
Out of our virtues ; Who miscarrying. 
What heart receives from hence a conquering part. 
To steel a strong opinion to themselves ? 
Which enterttiin'd, limbs are his instruments. 
In no less working, than are swords and bows 
Directive by the limbs. 

Ulyss. Give pardon to my speech ; — 
Therefore 'tis meet, Achilles meet not Hector. 
Let US; like merchants, show our foulest wares, 
And think, perchance, they'll sell ; if not. 
The lustre of the better shall exceed. 
By showing the worst first. Do not consent, 
That ever Hector and Achilles meet ; 
For both our honour and our shame, in this. 
Are dogg'd with two strange followers. 

JSfest. 1 see them not with my old eyes ; what are they ? 

Ulyss, What glory our Achilles shares irom Hector. 
Where he not j)roud, we all should share >vilh him ; 
But he already is too insolent ; 
And we were better parch in Africk sun, 
Than in the pride and salt scorn of his eyes, 

[6] Setmtling — a measure, proportion. The carpenter cuts his wih>'1 t.> a rvrtaio 
ffcantUnsT- JOHNSON. 

[7] Small points couipared with the volumes. JOHNoON' 



ACT II. TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. ^ 

Should he 'scape Hector fair : If he were foil'd, 

Why, then we did our main opinion crush 

In taint of our best man. No, make a lottery ; 

And, by device, let blockish Ajax draw 

The sort to fight with Hector :® Among ourselves, 

Give him allowimce for the better man, 

For that will physic the great Myrmidon, 

Who broils in loud applause ; and miike him fall 

His crest, that prouder than blue Iris bends. • 

If the dull brainless Ajax come safe off. 

We'll dress him up in voices : If he fail. 

Yet go we under our opinion still 

That we have better men. But, hit or miss, 

Our project's life this shape of sense assumes, — 

Ajax, employ 'd, plucks down Achilles' plumes. 

JVesL Ulysses, 
Now I begin to relish thy advice ; 

And 1 will give a tiiete of it A)nhwith 

To Agamemnon : go we to him straight. 

Two curs shall tame each other ; Pride alone 

Must tarre the mastiffs on, as 'twere their bone.® [Exe, 



ACT II. 

SCENE I. — Another part of the Grecian Camp, Enter 

Ajax and Thersites. 

Ajax. Thersites,- 



Ther, Agamemnon — how if he had boils ? full, all over, 
generally ? 

Ajax. Thersites, 

Tlier. And those boils did run ? Say so, — did not the 

geijeral" run then ? Were not that a botchy core ? 

Ajax. Dog, 

Ther. Then would come some matter from him ; I see 
none now. 

Ajax. Thou bitch- wolf's son, canst thou not hear ? 
Feel then. [Strikes him. 

Titer. The plague of Greece upon thee,* thou mongrel 
beef-witted lord I* ^ 

8] The sort— I. e. the let. STEEVENS. 

9 Tarre— an old English word signify ingf to provoke or urge on. POPE. 

l' Alluding perhaps to the plague sent by Apollo on the Grecian army. 

JOHNSON. 
[21 He calls Ajax mongrel on account of hb fether's being a Chtcian and kU 
mother a Trojan. AiALONE. 
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Ajax, Speak then, thou unsalted leaven,' speak : I will 
beat thee into handsomeness. 

Ther. I shall sooner rail thee into wit and holiness : but, 
I think, thy horse will sooner con an oration, than thou 
learn a prayer without book. Thou canst strike, canst 
thou ? a red murrain o' thy jade's tricks ! 

Ajax. Toads-stool, learn me the proclamation. 

Ther. Dost thou think, 1 have no sense, thou strikest 
me thus ? 

Ajax. The proclamation, — 

Ther, Thou art prorl-iiinod a fool, I think. 

Ajax. Do not, pcrcupino, do not ; my finjg^rfl itch. 

Ther. I would, thou didst itch from head to foot, and F 
had the scratching of thee ; I would mcike thee the loath- 
somest scab in Greece. When thou art forth in the in- 
cursions, thou strikest as slow as another. 

Ajax. I say, the proclamation, 

Ther. Thou grumblcst and ralUiat pvery hour on Achil- 
les ; and thou art as full of envy at his greatness, as Cer- 
berus is at Proserpina's beauty, ay, that thou barkest at 
him. 

Ajax. Mistress Thersitcs ! 

Ther. Thou shouldest strike him. 

Ajax. Cobloaf!* 

Titer. He would pun thee into shivers with his fist,* as 
a sailor breaks a biscuit. 

Ajax. You whoreson cur ! [Beating him. 

Ther. Do, do. 

Ajax. Thou stool for a witch !* 

Ther. Ay, do, do ; thou sodden-witted lord ! thou hast 
no more brain than I have in mine elbows ; an assinego 
may tutor thee -J Thou scurvy valiant ass ! Thou art 
here put to thrash Trojans ; and thou art bought and sold 
among those of any wit, hke a Barbarian slave. If thou 
use to beat me,® I will begin at thy heel, and tell what 
thou art by inches, thou thing of no bowel:*, thou I 

Ajax. You dog! 

["jj t/»wa/ie^ni'ave>i ni«ins sottj \vitl)«»u «n/f, nialigiiitv ^iilioui wii. JOHNSON'. 

[ *j A crusty, uneven, pil»boiis hiaf, is in some counties «*a!l»ii \y lhi» lUiiDc. STEM V^ 
^._.» A col»l»j»if," sa v« Minsliitii. " is a liuimr." MALON K. 

[<3] IhLti is iu iLe midland couniiet: the vul<;ar and culi.;-^uial word for pound. 

JOHNSON. 

[61 In one W'ay of trylnarn wjtcA, thpy used to place her on a cimir oi' stool, with 
hex leg^ ti(Ml act oss, that all the weig^htofher body nii^ht rest v.}ion hi>r srat^aud bv 
that means, after some time, the cirrulation of the blood would he much stopped, 
and her sittinf; would be ns painful as the wooden horse. GREY. 

[7] An assiuetfo is a he ass. UJTSON. 

[s] If thou continue to beat me, or make practice of beating me. 6TEEVEXS. 
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Ther, You scurvy lord ! 

.^jax. You cur ! [Beating, him, 

Ther. Mars his ideot ! do, rudeness ; do, camel ; do, do. 
Enter Achilles a7id Patroclus. 

Achil. Why, how now, Ajax ? Wherefore do you thus ? 
— How now, Thersites ? what's tlie matter, man ? 

Ther, You see him there, do you ? 

Achil, Ay ; what's the matter ? 

Ther, Nay, look upon him. 
, Achil. So I do ; What's the matter ? 

Ther, Nay, but regard him well. 

Achil. Well, why 1 do so. 

Ther. But yet you look not well upon him : for, whoso- 
ever you take him to be, he is Ajax. 

Achil, I know that, fool. 

Ther. Ay, but that fool knows not himself. 

Ajax, Therefore I beat thee. 

Ther. Lb, lo, lo, lo, what modicums of wit he utters .' 
his evasions have ears thus long. I have bobbed his 
l;r«iri, more thcLn he bus beat my bones : I will buy nine 
t-parrows for a penny, and his pia inater is not worth the 
ninth part of a sparrow. This lord, Achilles, Ajax, — 
who wears his wit in his belly, and his guts in bis head, — 
ril tell you what I say of him. 

AchU. What? 
■ Ther. I say, this Ajax 

AchU, Nay, good Ajax. 

[Ajax (ffers to stnke him, Achilles interposes. 

Ther. Has not so much wit 

Achil. Nay, I must hold you. 

Tlier, As will stop the eye of Helen's needle, for whom 
he comes to fight. 

AchiL Peace, fool ! 

Ther. I would have peace and quietness, but the fool 
will not : he there ; that he ; look you there. 

Ajax, O thou damned cur I I shall 

Achil. Will you set your wit to a fool's ? 

Tfi€r, No, I warrant you ; for a fool's will shame it. 

Pair, Good words, Thersites. 

Achil. What's the quarrel ? 

Ajax, I bade the vile owl, go learn me the tenour of 
the proclamation, and he rails upon me. 

Ther. I serve thee not. 

Ajax, Well, go to, go to. 

7Vicr, I serve here voluntary. 



32 TROiLUs a:«d cressioa. act lit 

AchiL Your last service was sufierance, 'tma not Tol- 
iintary ; do man is beutcn voluntary ; Ajax wai here the 
voluntary, and you <is under an impress. 

Titer. Even so ! — a great deal of your wit too liea in 
your sinews, or else there be liars. Hector shall hare a 
great catch, if he knock out eitlicr of your brains ; 'a 
were as good crack a fusty nut with no kernel. 

Mu'L What, with me too, Thersites ? 

Ther. There's I'ly.-sos, and old Nestor,— whose wit 
was mouldy ere your grandsires 'had nmls on their toes, 
— ^yoke you like draught oxen, and make you plough up 
the wais. 

AchiL What, wliat ? 

Ther. Yes, good sooth ; To, Achilles ! to, Ajax ! to ! 

Ajax, I shall cut out your tongue. 

Ther. 'Tis no matter ; i shall speak as much as thou. 
afterwards. 

Patr. No more words, Thersites ; peace. 

Tlier. I will hold my peace when Achilles' brach bids 
me, shall I '^ 

AchiL There's for you, Patroclus. 

Ther. I will see you hanged, like clotpoles, ere I come 
any more to your tents ; 1 will keep where there is wit 
stirring, and leave the faction of fools. [Elxit, 

Patr. A good riddiuice. 

AchiL Marry, tliis, sir, is proclaimed thro* all our host : 
That Hector, by the first hour of the sun. 
Will, with a trumpet, 'twixt our tents and Troy, 
To-morrow morning call some knight to arms, 
That hath a stomach ; and such a one, that dare 
Maintain — I know not what ; 'tis trash : Farewell. 

Ajax. Farewell. Who shall answer him ? 

AchiL I know not, it is put to lottery ; otlierwisc* 
lie knew his man. 

Ajax. O, meaning you : — I'll go learn more of it. [Exe. 

SCENE II. 

Troy. A Room in Pciam's Palace. Enter Priam, Hrg- 
TOR, Troilus^ Paris, and Helenus. 

Pri. Ailer so many hours, lives, speeches spent, 
Thus once figaiii says Nestor from the Greeks ; 
Deliver Helen ^ and all dainage else — 
As honour, loss of time, travel, expence, 
fVoimds, friends, and -what else dear that is consunid 

[9] Brack— tL dog' STEEViCNS. It certainly means a WcA, and not a dog, 

rvhich renders the expresbian more abasive and offensiTe. M. MASON. 
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In hot digestion of this cormorant war^ — 

SfutU be struck o^: — Hector, what say jou to't ? 

Hect. Though no man lesser fears the Greeks than !» 
As far as toucheth my particular, yet, 
Dread Priam, 

There is no lady of more softer howels, 
More spungy to suck in the sense of fear, 
More ready to cry out — Who knows what folloan ? 
Than Hector is : The wound of peace is surety. 
Surety secure ; but modest doubt is call'd 
The beacon of the wise, the tent that searches 
To the bottom of the worst. Let Helen go : 
Since the first sword was drawn about this question. 
Every tithe soul 'mongst many thousand dismes, 
Hath been as dear as Helen ; I mean, of ours ; 
If we have lost so many tenths of ours. 
To guard a thing not ours ; not worth to us, 
Had it our name, the value of one ten ; 
What merit''s in that reason, which denies 
The yielding of her up ? 

Tro. Fye, fye, my brother ! 
Weigh you the worth and honour of a king. 
So great as our dread father, in a scale 
Of common ounces ? will you with counters suia 
The past-proportion of his infinite ?* 
And buckle-in a waist most fathomless. 
With spans and inches so diminutive 
As fears and reasons ? fye, for godly shame ! 

HeL No marvel, though you bite so sharp at reasons, 
You are so empty of them. Should not our father 
Bear the great sway of his affairs with reasons. 
Because your speech hath none, that tells him so ? 

Tro. You are for dreams and slombers, brother priest, 
You for your gloves witli reason. Here are your reasons : 
You know, an enemy intends you harm ; 
You know, a sword employ'd is perilous. 
And reason flies the object of all harm : 
Who marvels then, when Helenus beholds 
A Grecian and his sword, if he do set 
The very wings of reason to his heels ; 
And fly like chidden Mercury from Jove, 
Or hke a star dis-orb'd ? — Nay, if we talk of reason^ 



[2] Tlkat greatness to whitL no measure bean ao^ proportion. JOHNSON. 

3 YoL. IX. B 2 
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lief ■ shut our gates, and uleop : Maahood and honour 
Should have hare hearts, would thej but fat their thooghti ^ 
With this crammM reason : reason and respect 
Make livers pale, and lustihood deject 

Hect. Brother, she is not worth what she doth cost 
The holding. 

Tro, What is aught, but as 'tis valued ? 

Hect. But value dwells not in particular will : 
It holds his estimate and dignity 
As well wherein 'tis precious of itself 
\s in the prizer : 'tis mad idolatry, 
To make the service greater than the god ; 
And the will dotes, tliat is attributive 
To what infectiously itself affects, 
Without some image of the affected mcrit.^ 

Tro. I take to-day a wife, and my election 
Is led on in the conduct of my will ; 
My will enkindled by mine eyes and cars, 
Two traded pilots 'twixt the dangerous shores 
Of will and judgment : How may I avoid. 
Although my will distaste what it elected. 
The wife I chose ? there can be no evasion 
To blench from this, and to stand firm bv honour : 

ft. 

We turn not back tI»o i«ilk5 upon the merchant. 
When we have soilM them ; nor the remainder viands 
We do not throw in unrespective sieve,* ^ 

Because we now are full. It was thought meet, 
Paris should do some vengeance on the Greeks : 
Your breath with full consent bellied his sails ; 
The seas and winds (old wranglers) took a truce. 
And did him service : he touch'd the ports desir'd ; 
And, for an old aunt, whom the Greeks held captive,* 
He brought a Grecian queen, whose youth and freshness 
Wrinkles Apollo's, and makes pale the morning. 
Why keep we her ? the Grecians keep our aunt : 
Is she worth keeping ? why, she is a pearl, 
Whose price hath launch'd above a thousand ships. 
And turn'd crown'd kings to merchants. 
If you'll avouch, 'twas wisdom Paris went, 
(As you must needs, for you all cry'd — Go, go,) 

pi The will aflTectfT an object for eonte supposed merit, which Hector says jK cen- 
amible, unless the merit so ofi'ected be reallr there. JOHNSON. 

[4] That is, into a common voider. JOHNSON. 

[6] Priaro^s sister, Hesione, whom Hercules, being enraged at Priam^s breacli Of 
Aith, gave to TelamoD, who by her bad Ajmt. MALON E. 



ACT II. TROILVS AND CRESSIDA. 3d 

If youUl confess, he brought home noble prize, 
(A» you must needs, for you all clappM your hands, 
And cry'd — Inestimable /) why do you now* 
The issue of your proper wisdoms rate ; 
And do a deed that fortune never did, 
Beggar the estimation which you prizM 
Richer than sea and land ? O thefl most base ; 
That we have stolen what we do fear to keep ! 
But, thieves, unworthy of a thing so stolen, 
That in their country did them that disgrace, 
We fear to warrant in our native place ! 

Cos, [Within.] Cry, Trojans, cry ! 

Pri. What noise ? what shriek is this ? 

Tro. 'Tis our mad sister, I do know her voice. 

Cas, [Within.] Cry, Trojans ! 

Heci. It is Cassandra. 

Enter Cassandra, raving. 

Cas. Cry, Trojans, cry ! lend me ten thousand eyes. 
And I will fill them with prophetic tears. 

Hect. Peace, sister, peace. 

Cas. Virgins and boys, mid-age and wrinkled elders,'' 
Soft infancy, that nothing canst but cry. 
Add to my clamours ! let us pay betimes 
A moiety of that mass of moan to come. 
Cry, Trojans, cry 1 practise your eyes with tears I 
Troy must not be, nor goodly I lion stand ; 
Our fire-brand brother,' Paris, burns us all. 
Cry, Trojans, cry ! a Helen, and a woe : 
Cry, cry ! Troy burns, or else let Helen go. [Eodt. 

Hect. Now, youthful Troilus, do not these high strains 
Of divination in our sister work 
Some touches of remorse ? or is your blood 
So madly hot, that no discourse of reason, 
Nor fear of bad success in a bad cause. 
Can qualify the same ? . 

Troi. Why, brother Hector, 
We may not think the justness of each act 
Such and no other than event doth form it ; 
Nor once deject the courage of our minds. 
Because Cassandra's mad ; her brain-sick raptures 

[6] Sothequarta Folio— wrinkled old. MALONE.— There cannot be a 

question that he wrote : mid-age and wrinkIiE>d eld. RITSON. 

[7] Hecuba, when.pre^ant with Paris, dreamed she should be delivered uf a bum- 
inff torch : " '——etface preegnaru 

Cistcit regina Pterin event?' Envid X. 70», STEJ5VENS. 
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Cannot distaste the goodness of a quarrel,' 
Which hath our several honours all engaged 
To make it gracious. For mj private part, 
I am no more touchM than all Priam's sons : 
And Jove forbid, there should be done amongst us 
Such things as might offend the weakest spleen 
To fight for and maintain ! 

Par. Else might the world convince of levity 
As well my undertakings, as your counsels : 
But I attest the gods, your full consent 
Gave wings to my propension, and cut off 
All fears attending on so dire a project. 
For what, alas, can these my single arms { 
What propugnation is in one man's valour, 
To stand the push and enmity of those 
This quarrel would excite ? i ct, I protest, 
Were I alone to pass the difficulties. 
And had as ample power as I have will, 
Paris should ne'er retract what he hath done, 
Sot faint in the pursuit. 

Pn. Paris, you speak 
fiike one besotted on your sweet delights : 
Vou have the honey still, but these the gall ; 
So to be valiant, is no praise at all. 

Par. Sir, I propose not merely to myself 
The pleasures such a beauty brings with it ; 
But I would have the soil of her fair rape 
Wip'd off, in honourable keeping her. 
What treason were it to the ransack'd queen, 
Disgrace to your great worths, and shame to me, 
Now to deliver her possession up. 
On terms of base compulsion ? Can it be, 
I'hat 80 degenerate a strain as this, 
Should once set footing in your generous bosoms ? 
There's not the meanest spirit on our party. 
Without a heart to dare, or sword to draw. 
When Helen is defended ; nor none so noble, 
Whose life were ill bestow'd, or death unfam'd, 
Where Helen is the subject : then, I say, 
Well may we fight for her, whom, we know well, 
The world's large spaces cannot parallel. 

Hect. Paris, and Troilus, you have both said well ; 
And on the cause and question now in hand 



wr jf>. 



[8] DiUflUc-r-comipt 'f ■change to a wora« itate. JOHNSON. 
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Have gloz'd, — ^but superficially f not much 

Unlike young men, whom Aristotle thought 

Unfit to hear moral philosophy :' 

The reasons, you allege, do. more conduce 

To the hot passion of distempered blood» 

Than to make up a free determination 

'Twixt right and wrong ; For pleasure, and rerengi- 

Have ears more deaf tibian adders to the voice 

Of any true decision. Nature craves, 

All dues be render'd to their owners ; Now 

What nearer debt in all humanity. 

Than wife is to the husband ? if this law 

Of nature be corrupted through affection ; 

And that great minds, of partial indulgence* 

To their benumbed wills,* resist the same ; 

There is a law in each well-order'd nation, 

To curb those raging appetites that are 

Most disobedient and refractory.* 

l£ Helen then be wife to Sparta's king,— 

As it is known she is, — ^these moral laws 

Of nature, and of nations, speak aloud 

To have her back return'd : Thus to persist 

In doing wrong, extenuates not wrong. 

But makes it much more heavy. Hector's opinion 

Is this, in way of truth :* yet, nevertheless. 

My spritely brethren, I propend to you 

In resolution to keep Helen still ; 

For 'tis a cause that hath no mean dependence 

Upon our joint and several dignities. 

Tro. Why, there you touch'd the life of our design 
Were it not glory that we more afiected 
Than the performance of our heaving spleens,^ 
I would not wish a drop of Trojan blood 

[91 To gloze. in this instance, means to vuiniuUe ; but, in Shakespeare, to eratiMnj. 

STEEVENS. 
[1] Let it be remembered, as often as Shaltespeare's anncttronisms occar, that er- 
rors in computing time were yenr frequent in tho^ ancient romances which seem tu 
have formed the greater part of his library. I may add, that even classic authors are 
not exempt from such mistakes. In the nflh Book of StatUis's ThebaiJ^ Amfihiaraus 
taliu of the fates of Nestor and Priam, neither of whom died till long- after him. 

STEEVKKS. 
TArouffA partial indulgence. M. MASON. 

Inflexible, immoveabfo, no longer obedient to superior direction. 

JOHNSON.- 

[4] What the law does in every nation between individuals, justice ought to do b9\ 
tween nations. JOHNSON. 

[5] Though considering truth nnd justice in tUs question, this is my oi^nreii : yet, 
as a question of honour, ithink on it as you. JOHNSON. 

[6] The execution of spirit and Tesentmeilt. JOHNSON. 
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Spent more in her defence. But, worthy Hector, 
She is a theme of honour and renown ; 
A spur to valiant and magnanimous deeds ; 
Whose present courage may beat down our foes, 
And fame, in time to come, canonize us : 
For, I presume, brave Hector would not lose 
So rich advantage of a promise glory. 
As smiles upon the forehead of this action, 
For the wide world's revenue. 

Hect, I .im yours, 
You valiant ofTspring of great Priamus : — 
I have a roisting chiilleni;e sent (imongst 
The dull and factious nobles of the Greeks, 
Will strike amazement to their drowsy spirits : 
I wai* adv«$rtis'd, their great general slept, 
Whilst emulation in the army crept ;' 
This, I presume, will wake him. [Exeunt. 

SCENE HI. 

The Grecian Camp. Before Achilles' Tent, Enter Ther- 

SITES. 

Tlier, How now. Thermites ? what, lost in the labyrinth 
of thy fury ? Shall the elephant Ajax carry it thus ? he 
beats me, and I rail at him : O worthy satisfaction I 
'would it were otherwise ; that I could beat him, whilst 
he railed at me : 'Sfoot, I'll learn to conjure and raise 
devils, but I'll see some issue of my spiteful execrations. 
Then there's Achilles, — a rare engineer. If Troy be 
not taken till these two undermine it, the waUs will stand 
till they fall of themselves. O thou great thunder-darter 
of Olympus, forget that thou art Jove the king of gods ; 
and, Slercury, lose all the serpentine craft of thy Caduce- 
vs ; if ye take not that little, little, less than little wit from 
lliem that they have I which short-armed ignorance itself 
knows is so abundant scarce, it will not in circumvention 
deliver a fly from a spider, without drawing their massy 
irons, and cutting the web.® After this the vengeance on 
the whole camp ! or, rather, the bone-ache ! for that, 
methinks, is the curse dependent on those that war for a 
placket. I have said my prayers ; and devil, envy. Say 
Amen. — ^What, ho ! my lord Achilles ! 

[7] Unadation is now never used in an III sense \ but Slialiespeaie meant to eraploy 
it so. MALONE. fmu/inon—Knvy, factious contention. JOHNSON. 

[81 That is, without drawin? thtir swurus to cut the web. Tkey u:>e no taeans 
but mose of violence. JOUNSON. 
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Enter Patroclus. 

Pair, Who's there ? Thersites ? Good Thersites, come 
in and rail. 

Tker. If I could have remembered a gilt counterfeit., 
thou wouldest not have slipped out of my contemplatioD : 
but it is no matter ; Thyself upon thyself ! The common 
curse of mankind, folly and ignorance, be thine in ^eat 
revenue ! heaven bless thee from a tutor, and discipline 
come not near thee ! Let thy blood be thy direction iiU 
thy death ! then if she, that lays thee out, says — ^thou art 
a fair corse, I'll be sworn and sworn upon't, she never 
i^hrouded any but lazars. Amen. Where's Achilles ? 

Pair. What, art thou devout ? wast thou in prayer ? 

Ther. Ay ; The heavens hear me ! 

Enter Achilles. 

AchiL Who's there ? 
Pair, Thersites, my lord. 

AchiL Where, where ? — Art thou come ? Why, my 
cheese, my digestion, why hast thou not served thyself in 
Ao my table so many meals ? Come ; what's Agamemnon ? 

Thcr. Thy commander, Achilles ; — Then tell me, Pa- 
Iroclus, what's Achilles ? 

Patr. Thy lord, Thersites ; Then tell me, I pray thee, 
what's thyself? 

Ther. Thy knower, Patroclus ; Then tell me, Patro* 
r.lus, what art thou ? 

Patr. Thou mayest tell that knowest. 

Achil. O, tell, tell. 

Titer, ril decline the whole question.* Agamemnon 
commands Achilles ; Achilles is my lord ; I am Patroclus' 
knower ; and Patroclus' is a fool. 

Pair. You rascal ! ^ 

21ier. Peace, fool ; I have not done. 

AchiL He is a privileged man. — Proceed, Thersites. 

Ther, Agamemnon is a fool ; Achilles is a fool ; Ther- 
sites is a fool ; and, as aforesaid, Patroclus is a fool. 

AchiL Derive this ; come. 

Ther. Agamemnon is a fool to offer to command Achil- 
les ; Achilles is a fool to be commanded of Agamemnon ; 
Thersites is a fool to serve such a fool ; and Patroclus is 
a fool positive.^ 

Patr. Why am I a fool ? 



[1] Deduce the question from the first case to the last. JO] 

t^J The poet M still thinking of bis grammar. IIAIO^K. 



JOUNfiO>*. 
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Tfur. Make (hat demand of (he prover. — ^It suflBces me, 
thou art. Look jou, who comes here ? 

£^€r Agamemnon, Ultssks, Nestor, Diohedzs ^ and Aj am, 

AchiL Patroclus, V\\ speak with nobody : — Come ii 
with me, Tiiersites. [EaciU 

Ther. Here is such patchcrj, such juggling, and suck 
knavery ! All the argument is, a cuckold, and a whore ; 
A good quarrel, to draw emulous fiictions, and bleed to 
death upon. Now the dry serpigo on the subject !' and 
war, and lechery, confound all ! [JSnt. 

Aga. Where is Achilles I 

Patr. Within his tent ; but ill-dispos\l, my lord. 

Aga, Let it be known to him, that we are here. 
He shent our messengers ;* and wc lay by 
Our appcrlainments, visiting of liim : 
Let him be told so ; lest, perchance, he think 
We dare not move the question of onr place, 
Or know not what we are. 

Patr, 1 shciU say so to him. lEgit^ 

Uli/8s, We saw him at the opening of his tent ; 
He is not sick. 

Ajax. Yes, lion-sick, sick of proud heart : you maj coll 

it melancholy, if you will favour the man ; but, by my 

head, 'tis pride. But why, why ? let him show us a caase. 

-A word, my lord. [Takes Ac am. ande, 

A'est, What moves Ajax thus to bay at him ? 

Uiyss, Achilles hath inveigled his fool from him, 

Xest. AVho ? Thersites ? 

Uhjss* He. 

JVest. Then will Ajax lack matter, if he have lost his 
.'irgument. 

Ulyss, No, you see, he is his arjrument, that has his ar- 
gument ; Achilles. 

wVf5f. All the better ; their fraction is more our wish, 
tliau tlu'ir faction : But it was a strong composure, a fool 
t.ould disunite. 

Uly^s, The amitj^ that wisdom knits not, folly may ea- 
silr untie. Here comes Patrocl'is. 

Re-enter Patkoclus. 

JWst, Xo Achilles with him. 

Ulyss. The elephant hath joints, but none for courtesy : 
his legs are legs for necessity, not for flexure. 



[31 The nrpieo is a kind of tetter. S^o M 
[41 Debukttl; rated. WARBURTO.V. 



Measure f«r M$mmre, ST^UYKNS. 
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Patr, AchilJes bids me say — he is much sorry, 
If any thing more than your sport and pleasure 
Did move your greatness, and this noble state, 
To call upon him ; he hopes, it is no other, 
But, for your health and your digestion sake, 
An after-dinner's breath.* 

Aga, Hear you, Patroclus ; — 
We are too well acquainted with these answers : 
But his evasion, wing'd thus swift with scorn, 
Cannot out-fly our apprehensions. 
Much attribute he hath ; and much the reason 
Why we ascribe it to him : yet all his virtues, — 
Not virtuously on his own part beheld, — 
Do, in our eyes, begin to lose their gloss ; 
Yea, like fair fruit in an unwholesome dish, 
Are like to rot untasted. Go and tell him, 
We come to speak with him : And you shall not sin. 
If you do say — we think him over-proud, 
And under-honest ; in self-assumption greater, 

ihan in the noie oi juugHieiit ; inhA worthier Inan hlmseif 

Here tend the savage strangeness he puts on ; 

Disguise the holy strength of their command. 

And under- write® in an observing kind 

His humorous predominance ; yea, watch 

His pettish lunes, his ebbs, his flows, as if 

The passage and whole carriage of this action 

Rode on his tide. Go, tell him this ; and add, 

That, if he over-hold his price so much, 

We'll none of him ; but let him, like an engine 

Not portable, lie under this report — 

Bring action hither, this cannot go to war : 

A. stirring dwarf we do allowance give 

Before a sleeping giant : — Tell him so. 

Patr. I shall ; and bring his answer presently. [Exit. 

Aga, In second voice we'll not be satisfied, 
We come to speak with him. — Ulysses, enter. [Exe, Ulys. 

Ajax, What is he more than another ? 

Aga, No more than what he thinks he is. * 

Ajax, Is he so much ? Do you not think, he thinks him- 
self a better man than I am ? 

Aga. No question. 

[5] Breath, in the present instance, stands for brea(4mjr, exercise. 6TESVSXB. 
[9] To labscribe, in Shakespeare, is to obe^. JOBNSOlf. 
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Ajar, Will you sul)scril)c his thought, and say — he ij! 

Aga. No, noble Ajux ; you arc as strong, as faliaDt, is 
wise, no less noble, much more gentle, and altogether 
more tractable. 

Ajax, Why should a man be proud ? how doth pride 
grow ? I know not what pride is. 

Aga. Your mind's the clearer, Ajax, and your virtues 
the fairer. lie that is proud, eats up himself: pride is his 
own glasf, liis own trumpet, his own chronicle ; and what- 
ever prai es itself but in the deed, devours the deed in 
the pniise. 

Ajax, I do hate a proud m.ui, as I hate the engender- 
ing of toads. 

A'csf. [asi.] And yet he loves himself: Is it not strange ? 

Re-enter Ulys.-ks. 

Ulyss, Achilles will not to the field to-morrow. 

Aga, What's his excuse ? 

Uhjss. He doth rely on none ; 
But carries on the stream of his dispose, 
Without observance or ro.-pect of any, • 

In will peculiar and in self-admission. 

Aga, Why will he not, upon our f lir request. 
Content his person, and share the air with us ? 

Ulysft, Things omall as nothi?i:x, for rcipiest's sake only, 
lie makes important : Posses^M lu; is with greatness ; 
And speaks not to himself, but with a pride 
That quarrels at self-breath : imagin'd worth 
Holds in his blood such swoln and liot discourse, 
That, 'twixt his mental and his active parts, 
Kingdom'd Achilles in commotion rages. 
And batters down himself: Wl);»i should I say ? 
He is so plaguy proud, that the death tokens of it 
Cry — Ko recovery J 

Aga, Let Ajax go to him. — 
Dear lord, go you and greet him in his tent : 
'Tis said, he holds you well ; and will be led, 
At your request, a little from himself. 

Vlyss, O, Agamemnon, let it not be so ! 
We'll consecrate the steps that Ajax makes 
When they go from Achilles : Shall the proud lord, 

[7] l>r. Hodges, in his Treatise on the Plague ^ says : " Spots of a dark contplexiun. 
usually called tokens^ and looked on as the pledpres or for\varning<; of difnth^ are rol- 
nate and distinct blasts, which have thoir original from witliin. and rise up with a 
irttle pyramidal protuberance, the pestilential jmisou chieily coiiected at their baat», 
taiiillngf the ncigabouring^ parts, nad reaching to the surface." KEEO. 
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That bastes his arrogance with his own seam ;* 

And never suffers matter of the world 

Enter his thoughts, — save such as do revolve 

And ruminate himself, — shall he be worshipp'd 

Of that we hold an idol more than he ? 

No, this thrice worthy and right valiant lord 

Must not so stide his palm, nobly acquir'd ; 

Nor, by my will, iissubjugate his merit, 

As amply titled as Achilles is. 

By going to Achilles ; 

That were to inlard his fat-alrcady pride ; 

And add more coals to Cancer, when he burns 

With entertaining great Hyperion.^ 

This lord go to him ! Jupiter forbid ; 

And say in thunder — Achilles, go to him, 

JVcst, O, this is well ; he rubs the vein of him. [Aside. 

Dio, And how his silence drinks up this applause I [j3«. 

Jljax, If I go to him, with my arm'd fist Til pash him 
Oyer the face. - 

Aga. O no, you shall not go. 

Jijax, An he be proud with me, V\\ pheeze his pride •* 
Let me go to him. 

Ulyss, Not for the worth that hangs upon our quarrel. 

Ajax, A paltry, insolent fellow, 

Nest, How he describes 
Himself! [Aside, 

Ajax, Can he not be sociable ? 

Ulyss. The raven 
Chides blackness. [Aside. 

Ajax, I will let his humours blood. 

Aga. He'll be physician, that should be the patient. 

[Aside. 

Ajax, An all men 
VVere o'my mind, 

Ulyss, Wit would be out of fashion. [Aside. 

Ajax. He should not bear it so. 

He should eat swords first : Shall pride carry it ? 

^» ■ — ■■■ ■■■■- !-■■■ ■■—■■ ■■■■ ,■ ^— ^^ ^— ^— — ^»^— — ^i^— — ^I^W^M^^W^l— ^W^ 

{81 Surine-seam, in the north, is hog^s-lard. RITSON. 

9] Cancer is the Cra6,a sign in the zodiack. The same thouebt is more clearly 
expre^^d by Thomson, whose words on this occasion, are a sufficient illustration ol* 
4)ur author's : 

" And Canctr reddens with the solar Wa2e.'' STEEVENS. 

[11 To comb or curry, is the meaiftng of the word here. Kersey, in his Dictionary, 
iTw, nys that it is a sea term, and that it signifies, to seuarate a cable by untwisting^ 
the ends ; and Dr. Johnson gives a similar account or its original mtraning. But 
whatever may have been the origin of the exjpression, it undoubtedly sigoiBed, in 
ovr author's time, to beat, knock, strike, or whip. MAIOXE. 
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Aest, An 'twould, youM rarry half. [Jitiii 

Ulyss, He'd have ten sliares. [Mii. 

Ajax. I'll knead him, I will make him supple :— 

JSTest, IIe*8 not yet thorough warm : force him wilk 
praises :' 
Pour in, pour in ; his ambition is dry. [Mii» 

Ulyss. My lord, you feed too much on this dislike. 

*Yc5^ O noble general, do not do so. [To AauL 

Dio, You must pro[)aro to fijcht without Achilles. 

Ulyss. Why, 'tis tliis iiiirnin;^ of him does him harm. 
Here is a man — but 'tis bel'orc his face ; 
I will be silent. 

Kest. Wherefore should you so ? 
He is not emulous, as Arhiiles is. 

Ulyss, Know the whole world, he is as valiant. 

Ajax, A whoreson do;^, that shall palter thus with us '.* 
I would, he were a Trojan ! 

Ac5^ What a vice 
Were jt in Ajni nciv— — 

Ulyss, If he were proud ? 

Dio, Or covetous of praise ? 

Ulyss, Ay, or surly borne ? 

Dio. Or strange, or self-affected ? [posure : 

Ulyss. Thank the heavens, lord, thou art of sweet com- 
Praise him that got thee, she that gave thee suck :* 
Fsun'd be thy tutor, and thy parts of nature 
Thrice-fam'd, beyond all erudition : 
But he that disciphn'd thy arms to fight, 
Let Mars divide eternity in twain. 
And give him half: and, for thy vigour. 
Bull-bearing Milo his addition yield 
To sinewy Ajax. I will not praise thy wisdom, 
Which, like a bourn,'' a pide, a shore, confines 
Thy spacious and dilated parts : Here's Nestor, — 
Instructed by the antiquary times, 
He must, he is, he cannot bnt be wise ; — 
But pardon, father Nestor, were your days 
As green as Ajax', and your brain so temper'd, 
You should not have the eminence of him, 
But be as Ajax. 

[SI Force him— i. e. stuff him. Farrir, Fr. STEEVENS. 

[4] That shall jug-gle with us, or fly fi-nm his engngem*»uts. MALOXE. 

[5j.This is from St. Lukf, xi. 27. "' Bl*><:sr<l is the womb thai bare thee, and the 
pUM that thou hast sucked." STEEVENS. 

[61 A bourn is a boundary, and sometimes a rivulet diridkn? one place from 
another. STfiEVIilNS. 
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AjcLx. Shall I call you father ? 

JS^est. Ay, my good son. 

Hio, Be ruPd by him, lord Ajax. 

Ulyss, There is no tarrying here ; the hart Achilles 
Keeps thicket. Plejtse it our great general 
To call together all his state of war ; 
Fresh kings are come to Troy : To-morrow, 
We must with all our main of power stand fast : 
!And here's a lord, — come knights from east to west, 
And cull their flower, Ajax shall cope the best. 

Aga, Go we to council, let Achilles sleep : 
liight boats sail swift, though greater hulks draw deep. 

[Extunt^ 



ACT III. 

SCENE I.— Troy, A Room in Priam's Palace, Enter 

Pandarus a7id a Servant. 

Pan. Friend ! you ! pray you, a word : Do not you 
follow the young lord Paris ? 

Serv. ky^ sir, when he goes before me. 

Pan. You do depend upon him, I mean. 

Serv. Sir, I do depend upon the lord. 

Pan. You do depend upon a noble gentleman ; I must 
needs praise him. 

Serv. The lord be praised I 

Pan. You know me, do you not ? 

Serv. 'Faith, sir, superficially. 

Pan. Friend, know me better ; I am the lord Pandarus. 

Serv, I hope, I shall know your honour better. 

Pan, I do de?ire it. 

Serv. You are in the state of grace. [Music within. 

Pan. Grace ! not so, friend ; honour and lordship are 
my titles : — What music is this ? 

Serv. I do but partly know, sir ; it is music in parts. 

Pan. Know you the musicians ? 

Serv. Wholly, sir. 

Pan. Who play they to ? 

Serv. To the hearers, sir. 

Pan. At whose pleausure, friend ? 

Serv. At mine, sir, and theirs that loye muBic. 

Pan. Command, I mean, friend. 

Serv. Who shall I command, sir ? 

Pan. Friend, we understand not one another ; I am 
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too roiiitl\. Tiiid thnn ;»il loo riiiiTiin^ : At Tvhose rec 
t\o l!ir>o fill n plii\ ! 

Srrx\ I !i:it'> to'i, imlftvl, sir : Marry, sir, at the 
qiir-l of Vdv\^ inv loni, who i«* \\wro. in person ; with 
llio iiiorhil V'l'iiu-, tlM.' lH*:i!t-l)ltMMl of beauty, love's ii 
frililo souK' 



i 






7'/n/. Who, my ro:isiii ('rc-^Nid,! .' 

•Vr;*. No. sir, n«'IiMt ; Coulil you not find out that 
her jiltriJj'itos .' 

Piin. It ^'liiiiil'i >oen]. follow, that thou hast not seen 
lady Cro*sMj. I ronw to speak \viil» Paris from 
prince Tioilus : 1 will niake a roniplimental assault a 
him, for niv l)iisinj'ss sci'tlis. 

tSen\ Sodden l»u>iness ! there's a stewed phrase, indeed 
Enter 1'aris itml JIklkn, attended. 

Pan. Fair be to yon, my lord, and to all this fair com-l ^* 
paiiy I f :ir desires, in all fair measure, fairly guide them I— f'*^ 
especially to you, fair (piecn ! fair thoughts be your fairl '^ 

f 
I 



?i2 



]uliow I 

Jli'Un. Dear lord, you are full of fair words. 

Pan, Vou speak your fair pleasure, sweet queen.— 
Tair prince, here is cood broken music. 

Par. You have broke it, cousin : and, hy my life, yon 
shidl make it whole a^ain ; you shall piece it out with a 
piece of your performance : — Nell, he is full of harmony. 

Pan. Truly, lady, no. 

Helen. O, sir, 

Pan. Itude in sooth ; in good sooth, very rude. 

Par. Well said, my lord ! well, you say so in fits.* 

Pa7i. I have business to my lord, dear queen : — My 
lord, will you vouchsafe me a word ? 

Helen. Nay, this shall not hedge us out ; we'll hear you 
sing, certainly. 

Pan. Well, sweet queen, you are pleasant with me.— 
But (marry) thus, my lord, — My dear lord, and most es- 
teemed friend, your brother Troilus — 

Helen. My lord Pandarus ; honey-sweet lord, — 

Pan. Go to, sweet queen, go to : — commends himself 
most affectionately to you. 

Helen. You shall not bob us out of our melody ; If jou 
do, our melancholy upon your head ! 



Ik 
P 



[71 This niH\ iiumii, tbe soul of love invisible every wtiere else. 
[fij In fits-'ib.u is. now and lUin. ; l.y fA<. fc? rii;>:VJ:NS. 



J«nN60N. 
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I. Sweet queen, sweet queen ; that's a sweet queen, 

• 

en. And to make a sweet lady sad, is a sour offence. 
I, Nay, that shall not serve your turn ; that shall it 
1 truth, la. Nay, I care not for such words ; no, 
.\nd, my lord, he desires you, that, if the king call 
n at supper, you will midte his excuse. 

en. My lord Pandarus, 

I, What says my sweet queen, — my very very sweet 

• 

•. What exploit's in hand ? Where sups he to-night ? 

en. Nay, but my lord, 

I, What says my sweet queen ? — My cousin will fall 

ith you. — You must not know where he sups. 

. ril lay my life, with my deposer Cressida.* 

'. No, no, no such matter, you are wide ;* come. 

leposer is feick. 

. Well, ril make excuse. 

',. Ay, good my lord. ^Vhy should you say — Cres- 

10, your poor deposcr's sick. 

. I spy.'^ 

.. You spy ! what do you spy ? — Come, give me an 

nent, — Now, sweet queen. 

m. Why, this is kindly done. 

. My niece is horribly in love with a thing you 

sweet queen. 

'«. She shall have it, my lord, if it be not my lord 

. He ! no, she'll none of him ; they two are twain. 

m. Falling in, after falling out, may make them three. 

. Come, come. Til hear no more of this : I'll sing 

song now. 

m. Ay, ay, pr'ythee now. By my troth, sweet 

hou hast a fine foreliead. 

. Ay, you may, you may. 

m. Let thy song be love : this love will undo us all. 

pid, Cupid, Cupid ! 

. Love ! ay, that it shall, i'faith. 

e d)alo<s^ue should pprhapti Ih> re;;^ulated thus } 

" Pur. My couPin will fall out wiJh you. f To Helev. 

Pan. You ntust not know where he* sups. {To Paris. 

Iltltn. V\\ lay my lite with my deposer Cressida." 
lis Cr«»sida lier diposer, bcrauso she harl deposed her In the afiecUons of 
irbom Paiidai us, in a preceding scene, is ready to swear she loved more thttn 
IITSON. [11 That is, witle of vour mark ; a cummun exclamation when 
p missed his aim. STKEVENS. 

; usual exnlamation at a childish game called // te, spy^ hie. 8TEEVENS. 
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Par, Ay, good now, lovo. love, nothing but love. 
Pan. In good troth, it begins s^o : 

fjove^ love, nothiutr but love, still more ! 

For, oil, litve.'s h(m\ 

Shoots burk ami doe : 

The shaft confounds ^ 

A'ot that it :L'ounds, 
But ticklts still the ."ore. 

These lovers cri; — Oh I oh ! they die ! 

Yet that iL'hirh seems the Trowid to kilL 
Doth turn oh ! nh / to ha ! ha ! he ! 

So dyintr love lives still : 
Oh! oh I a zi'hifr^ but ha! ha! ha! 
Oh ! oh ! groans out for ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Hey ho ! 

Helen. In love, iTnilli, to the very tip of the nose. 

Par. He eats notliin;; but doves, love ; and that breeds 
hot blood, and hot blood begets hot thoughts, and liot 
thoughts beget hot deeds, and hot deeds is love. 

Pan. Is this the gi^ieijiiion of love ? hot blood, hot 
thoughts, and hot deeds / — Why, they are vipers : Is love 
a generation of vipers ? Sweet lord, who's a-lield to-day V 

Par. Hector, Deiphobus, Helenus, Antenor, and all the 
gallantry of Troy : f would fain have armed to-night, but 
my Nell would not have it so. How chance my brother 
Troilus went not ? 

Helen. He hangs the lip at something ; — you know all, 
lord Pandarus. 

Pan. Not I, honey-sweet queen. — I long to hear how 
they sped to-da}'. You'll remember your brother's excuse? 

Par. To a hair. 

Pan. Farewell, sweet queen. 

Helen. Commend me to your niece. 

Pan. I will, sweet queen. [Exit. A retreat souruUd. 

Par. They are come from field : let us to Priam's halK 
To greet the warriors. Sweet Helen, I must woo you 
To help unarm our Hector : his stubborn buckles, 
With these your white enchanting fingers touch'd, 
Shall more obey, than to the edge of steel, 
Or force of Greekish sinews ; you shall do more 
Than all the island kings, disarm great Hector. 

[3] However Pmulnms niny have gut sliiUQeil to the head of this speech, no SKW* 
of it, I am confident, tlianthe Inst five or six words \x\ong td tbat cbaractir. Tllo rt«t 
is clearly Htlen's. BITbON. 
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Helen, 'Twill make us proud to be his servant, Paris : 
Tea, what he shall receive of us in duty, 
Gives us more palm in beauty than we have ; 
. Yea, overshines ourself. 

Par, Sweet, above thought I love thee. [Exeunt, 

SCENE II. 
The same. Pandarus' Orchard. Enter Pandarus and a 

Servant, meeting. 
Pan, How now ? where 's thy master ? at my cousin 
Cressida's ? 
Serv, No, sir ; he stays for you to conduct him thither. 

Enter Troilus. 
Pan, O, here he comes. — How now, how now ? 
Tro, Sirrah, walk off. [Exit Servant. 

Pan, Have you seen my cousin ? 
Tro. No, Pandarus : I stalk about her door. 
Like a strange soul upon the Stygian banks 
Staying for waftage. O, be thou my Charon, 
And give me swift transportance to those fields, 
Where I may wallow in the lily beds 
Propos'd for the deserver ! O gentle Pandarus, 
From Cupid's shoulder pluck his painted wings, 
And fly with me to Cressid ! 

Pan. Walk here i'the orchard, I'll bring her straight. 

[Exit, 
Tro. I am giddy ; expectation whirls me round. 
The imaginary relish is so sweet 
That it enchants my sense ; What will it be, 
When that the watry palate tastes indeed 
Love's thrice-reputed nectar ? death, I fear me ; 
Swooning destruction ; or some joy too fine. 
Too subtle-potent, tun'd too sharp in sweetness, 
For the capacity of my ruder powers : 
I fear it much ; and Tdo fear besides. 
That I shall lose distinction in my joys ; 
As doth a battle, when they charge on heaps 
The enemy flying. 

Re-enter Pandarus. 

Pan. She's making her ready, she'll come straight : you 

' Bust be witty now. She does so blush, and fetches her 

wind so short, as if she were frayed with a sprite : I'll fetch 

' ker. It is the prettiest villain : — sh% fetches her breath 

as short as a new-ta'en sparrow. [JExits 

4 Tot, IX. C 
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Tro. Even such a passion doth embrace my bosom : 
My heart beats thicker than a feverous pulse ; 
And all my powers do their bestowing lose, 
Like vassalage at unawares encountering 
The eye of majesty. 

Enter Pandarus and Cressida. 

Pan. Come, come, what need you blush ? shame's a 
baby. — Here she is now : swciir the oaths now to her, 
that you have sworn to me. — What, are you gone again? 
you must be watched ere you be made tame,* must yoa ? 
Come your ways, come your ways ; and you draw back- 
ward, we'll put you i'the fills.* — Why do you not speak 
to her ? — Come, draw this curtain, and let's see your 
picture. Alas the day, how lo .th you are to ofifend day* 
light! an 'twere dark, you'd close jsooncr. So, so ; rub 
on, and kiss the mistress. IIow now, a kiss in fee-^rm! 
build there, carpenter ; the Jiir is sweet. Nay, you shall 
fight 5'our hearts out, ere 1 part you. The falcon aa the 
tercel,* for all the ducks i'the river : go to, go to. 

Tro, You have bereft me of all words, lady. 

Pan, Words pay no debts, give her deeds : but she'll 
bereave you of the deeds too, if she call your activity 
in question. What, billing again ? Here's — In mitness 
tehereof the parties interchangeably — Come in, come in ; 
ril go get a fire. [Exit. 

Cres. Will you walk in, my lord ? 

Tro. O Cressida, how often have I wished me thus ? 

Cres. Wished, my lord ? — The gods grant ! — O my lord ! 

Tro, What should they grant ? what makes this pret^ 
abruption ? what too curious dreg espies mj sweet lady in 
the fountain of our love ? 

Cres, More dregs than water, if my foars have eyes. 

Tro. F'ears make devils cherubins ; they never see truly. 

Cres. Blind fear, that seeing reason leads, finds safer 
footing than blind reason stumbling without fear : To fear 
the worst, oft cures the worst. 

Tro, O, let my lady apprehend no fear : in all Cupid's 
pageant there is presented no monster. 

[S] Hawks were tamed by being kept from sleep, and thus Fandarus meant that 
Cressida sliould be tamed. MALONE. 

[41 That is, in the shafts. Fill is a OTovincial word used In some counties tot tkSOif 
the rjafts of a cart or waggon. MALONE. 

[5] i*andanu means, that heUl match his niece againn her lovpr for any bell; 
Toe tei-ctl is the malt hawk ; by the falcon we gpncrallr understand the fewtmU, 
THKoUAUX— — -l think we should rather reaO :-—'«( the tercel, TTRWBITT-. 
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Cres. No nothing monstrous neither ? 

Tro. Nothing, but our undertakings ; when we vow to 
weep seas, live in fire, eat rocks, tame tigers ; thinking it 
harder for our mistress to devise imposition enough, than 
for us to undergo any difficulty imposed. This is the 
monstruosity in love, lady, — that the will is infinite, and 
the extcution confined ; that the desire is boundless, and 
the act a slave to limit. 

Cres. They say, all lovers swear more performance than 
they are able, and yet reserve an ability that they never 
penorm ; vowing more than the perfection of ten, and 
discharging less than the tenth part of one. They that 
have the voice of lions, and the act of hares, are they 
not monsters ? 

Tro. Are there such ? such are not we : Praise us as we 
are tasted, allow us as we prove ; our head shall go bare, 
till merit crown it : no perfection in reversion shall have 
a praise in present : we will not name desert, before his 
birth ; and, being born, his addition shall be humble.^ 
Few words to fair faith : Troilus shall be such to Cressid, 
as what envy can say worst, shall be a mock for his truth ; 
and what truth can speak truest, not truer than Troilus. 

Cres. Will you walk in, my lord ? 

Re-enter Pandarus. 

Pan. What, blushing still? have you not done talking yet? 

Cres. Well, uncle, what folly I commit, I dedicate to you. 

Pan, I thank you for that; if my lord get a boy of you, 
you'll ^ve him me : Be true to my lord : if he flinch, 
chide me for it. 

Tro. You know now your hostages ; your uncle's word, 
and my firm faith. 

Pan. Nay, I'll give my word for her too ; our kindred, 
though they be long ere they are wooed, they are con- 
stant, being won : they are burs, I can tell you ; they'U 
stick where they are thrown. 

Cres. Boldness comes to me now, and brings me heart : 
— Prince Troilus, I have lov'd you night and day 
For many weary months. 

Tro. Why was my Cressid then so hard to win ? 

Cres. Hard to seem won ; but I was won, my lord, 

With the first glance that ever — ^Pardon me ; — 

• — ^—^ 

[61 We wUl rive him no high or pompous tiUes. JOHNSON. 

AddUwn U stUl the term used by MnTeyaDetrals dflScriUBg the ^nU^ nd OTb^ 
dSlioa«ftkepartiM«ide^kc> REED. 
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If I confess much, you will play the tyrant. 

I love you now ; but not, till now, so much 

But I might master it : — in faith, I lie ; 

My thoughts were like unbridled children, grown 

Too headstrong for their mother : See, we fools i 

Why have 1 blabbM ? who shall be true to us, 

When we are so unsecrct to ourselves ? 

But, though I lov'd you well, I woo'd you not ; 

And yet, good faith, 1 wish'd myself a man ; 

Or that we women had men*s privilege 

Of speaking first. Sweet, bid me hold my tongue ; 

For, in this rapture, I shcUl surely speak 

The thing I shall repent. See, see, your silence, 

Cunning in dumbness, from my weakness draws 

My very soul of counsel : Stop my mouth. 

Tro. And slinll, albeit sweet music issues thence. 

Pan. Pretty, iTaith. 

Cres, My lord, I do beseech you, pardon me ; 
Twas not my purpose, thus to beg a kiss : 
I am asham'd ; — O heavens ! what have I done ? — 
For this time will I take my leave, my lord. 

Tro. Your leave, sweet Cressid ? 

Pan, Leave ! an you take leave till to-morrow morn- 
ing, 

Cres, Pray you, content you. 

Tro. What offends you, lady ? 

Crts. Sir, mine own company. 

Tro. You cannot shun 
Yourself 

Cres. Let me go and try : 
I have a kind of self resides with you ; 
But an unkind self, that itself will leave, 
To be another's fool. I would be gone : — ' 
Where is my wit ? I know not what I speak. 

Tro. Well know they what they speak, that speak so 
wisely. 

Cres. Perchance, my lord, I show more craft than love ; 
And fell so roundly to a large confession. 
To angle for your thoughts : But you are wise ; 
Or else you love not ; For to be wise, and love, 
Exceeds man's might ;^ that dwells with gods above. 

[7] Cressida's mewakig is this : " Perchance I fell too rouiidfy to confe.<;slon, in or- 
der to angle for your thoughts -, but you are not so easily taken in; you are 
too wise, or too uKlifiereut ; for to be wise and lo>e, c:iceM.^ u.m\\ might'* 

j|. MASON. 
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Tro, O, that I thought it could be in a woman, 
As, if it can, I will presume in you,) 

feed for aye her lamp and flames of love ; 
To keep her constancy in plight and youth, 
Out-living beauty's outward, with a mind 
That doth renew swifter than blood decays ! 
Or, that persuasion could but thus convince me»— » 
That my integrity and truth to you 
Might be affronted with the match® and weight 
Of such a winnow'd purity in love ; 
How were I then uplifted ! but, alas, 
I am as true as truth's simpHcity, 
And simpler than the infancy of truth. 

Cres. In that I'll war with you. 

Tro, O virtuous fight. 
When right with right wars who shall be most right ! 
True swains in love shall, in the world to come. 
Approve their truths by Troilus : when their rhymes. 
Full of protest, of oath, and big compare,® 
Want similes, truth tir'd with iteration, — 
As true as steel, fis plantage to the moon,' 
As sun to day, as turtle to her mate, 
As iron to adamant, as earth to the centre, — 
Vet, after all comparisons of truth. 
As truth's authentic author to be cited,* 
As true as Troilus shall crown up the verse,' 
And sanctify the numbers. 

Cres, Prophet may you be ! 
If I be false, or swerve a hair from truth. 
When time is old and hath forgot itself. 
When waterdrops have worn the stones of Troy, 
And blind oblivion swallow'd cities up. 
And mighty states characterless are grated 
To dusty notl/mg ; yet let memory. 



[a] I wUh"my iiiteg^rity utuhi Ih' met :iiiU utulubi-d with such eqtutlity and fivM 
fcjf P'trc unniiRgJfcI love." JOiLN'SON. 

[9] C'-mpefrc, that is, comparison. STKEVENG. 

[ij Piantagc to the vioon nlludin^ to the cotiiinon opinion of the infloMiet 

tiiC nmon has orer ubai is planUd or tiuwu, wliich was thei'cfore dune in the !•• 
crease : 

"Rite Lnlonflepupnim cnprntes: 
Rite en s(^n?eni face noctilucam, 
I'rospcram fruffuin, .»* Ilor. Lib. IV. Od. vi. WARDURTOIT. 

From a bonii entitled The profitable Art t-f Gardenings ice. I learn, that nettlier 
enwinp-, plantinci nor crafting:, were over umiertaken without a scrupuioiis attentimi 
4o the Increase or waning' of the moon. STjiKV'KNS. 

[21 Troilus shall crown tho verse as a man to be cUcd as the atithentio mahvr of truth ; 
AK one whose protestations were true to a proverb. JOHNSON. 

p] That iff conclude iU Fittuoaronat opus. STEEVEliS. 
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From fidse to false, among false maids in lore, 

Upbraid my falsehood ! when they have said— as false 

As air, as water, wind, or sandy earth, 

As fox to lamb, as wolf to heifer *s calf, 

Pard to the hind, or stepdame to her son ; 

Yea, let them say, to stick the heart of lulschood, 

As false as Cressid. 

Pan, Go to, a bargain made : seal it, seal it ; Til be the 
witness. — Here 1 hold your hand ; hero, my cousin's. If 
ever you prove false one to another, nincc I have taken 
such pains to bring you together, let all pitiful goers-be- 
tween be called to the world's end afler my name, cdl 
them all — Pandars ; let all inconstant men be Troiluses, all 
false women Cressids, and all brokers-betwecn Pandars ! 
say, Amen. 

Tro. Amen. 

Cres, Amen. 

Pan. Amen. Whereupon I will show you a chamber 
and a bed, which bed, because it shall not speak of. your 
pretty encounters, press it to death : away. 

And Cupid grant all tongue-tied maidens here, 

Bed, chamber, Pandur to provide this gcer ! [Elxeunt 

SCENE III. 

The Grecian Camp, Enter Agamemnon, Ulysses, Diome- 
DES, Nestor, Ajax, Menelaus, and Calciias. 

CaL Now, princes, for the service I have done you. 
The advantage of the time prompts me aloud 
To call for recompense. Appear it to your mind. 
That, through the sight I bear in things, to Jove 
I have abandoned Troy, left my possession, 
Incurred a traitor's name ; exposM myself, 
From certain and possess'd conveniences. 
To doubtful fortunes ; sequest'ring from me all 
That time, acquaintance, custom, and condition, 
Made tame and most familiar to my nature ; 
And here, to do you service, am become 
As new into the world, strange, unacquainted : 
I do beseech you, as in way of taste. 
To give me now a little benefit. 
Out of those many register'd in promise, 
Which, you say, live to come in my behalf. 

Aga. What wouldst thou of us, Trojan ? make dematid. 

CaL You have a Trojan prisoner, call'd Antenor, 
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Yesterday took ; Troy holds him very dear. 
Oft have you, (often have you thanks therefore,) 
Desir'd my Cressid in right great exchange, 
Whom Troy hath still denied : But this Antenor, 
I know, is such a wrest in their aiSairs,^ 
That their negociations all must slack, 
Wanting his manage ; and they will almost 
Give us a prince of hlood, a son of Priam, 
In change of him : let him be sent, great princes, 
And he shall buy my daughter ; and her presence 
Shall quite strike off all service I have done, 
In most accepted pain 

Aga. Let Diomedes bear him. 
And bring us Cressid hither ; Calebs shall have 
What he requests of us. — Good Diomed, 
Furnish you fairly for this interchange : 
Withal, bring word — if Hector, will to-morrow 
Be answer'd in his chidlenge : Ajax is ready. 

Dio, This shall I undertake, and 'tis a burden 
Which I am proud to bear. [Exe, Dio. and Calchas. 
Enter Achilles and Patroclus, before tJieir Tent, 

Ulyss, Achilles stands i'the entrance of his tent : — 
Please it our general to pass strangely by him. 
As if he were forgot ; — and, princes all, 
Lay negligent and loose regard upon him : 
I will come last : 'Tis like, he'll question me, 
Why such unplausive eyes are bent, why turn'd on him : 
If so, I have derision med'cinable, 
To use between your strangeness and his pride, 
Which his own will shfdl have desire to drink ; 
It may do good : pride hath no other glass 
To show itself, but pride ; for supple knees 
Feed arrogance, and are the proud man's'fees. 

Aga, We'll execute your purpose, and put on 
A form of strangenees as we pass along ; — 
So do each lord ; and either greet him not, 
Or else disdainfully, which shall shake him more 
Than if not look'd on. I will lead the way. 

AchiL What, comes the general to speak with me ? 
You know my mind, I'll fight no more 'gainst Troy. 

Aga. What sa)'s Achilles ? would he aught with us ? 

[4] ff^rc$t meatiKan instrument for tiiniog the harp by drnwinji: up the Rtiiu^s. 
To wrrH u to wind. The form of the wrest ntiiy be seen in some of the 
4i)fl Ulumluated lervice books, wherein Oarid is repi-eteoted pla^inff on his harp. 

DOUC 12. 
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M'ut, Would you, my lord, aught with the genend i 

Achil. No. 

JWft. Nothing, my lord. 

Aga. The better. [Exeunt Agam. and Nest. 

Achil. Good day, good d;iy. 

Men, How do you / how do you ? [I-^xit, MfimtLAUS. 

Achil, What, docs the cuckold scorn me ! 

Ajax, How now, Patroclus ? 

Achil, Good-morrow, Ajax, 

Ajax, Ha ? 

Achil, Good-morrow. 

Ajax. Ay ; and good next day too. [Elxit Ajax. 

Achil, What mean these fellows ? Know they not 
Achilles ? 

Patr, 'J'hey pass by strangely : they were us'd to bend. 
To send their smiles before them to Achilles ; 
To come as humbly, as they us'd to creep 
To holy altars. 

Achil, What, am I j)Oor of late ? 
'Tis certain, greatness, once fallen out with fortune. 
Must fall out with men too : What the declined is, 
He shall as soon read in the eyes of others, 
As feel in hie own fdl : for men, like butterflies, 
Show not their meanly wings, but to the summer ; 
And not a man, for being simply man, 
Hath any honour ; but honour for those honours 
That are without him, as place, riches, favour, " 
Prizes of accident as oil as merit : 
Which when they fall, as being slippery slanders, 
The love that lean'd on them as slippery too. 
Do one pluck dovvn another, nnd together 
Die in the fall. But 'tis not so with me : 
Fortune and I afe friends ; I do enjoy 
At ample point all that 1 did possess. 
Save these men's looks ; who do, methinks, find out 
Something not worth in me such rich beholding 
As they have often given. Here is Ulysses ; 

I'll interrupt his reading. 

How now, Ulysses ? 

Ulyss, Now, great Thetis' son ? 

AchiL What are you reading ? 

Ulyss, A strange fellow here 
Writes me, That man, — how dearly ever parted,^ 



[51 However ezrellently enUowed } with however dear or preciotu parts enriched 
or adorned. JOHNSON. 
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How much in having, or without, or in, — 
Cannot make boast to have that which he hath, 
Nor feels not what he owes, but by reflection ; 
As when his virtues shining upon others 
Heat them, and they retott that heat again 
To the first giver. 

Achil. This is not strange, Ulysses. 
The beauty that is borne here in the face 
The bearer knows not, but commends itself 
To others' eyes : nor doth the eye itself 
(That most pure spirit of sense,) behold itself, 
iioi going from itself; but eye to eye oppos'd 
Salutes each other with each other's form. 
For speculation turns not to itself. 
Till it hath travell'd, and is married there ' 
Where it may see itself : this is not strange at all. 

Ulyss. I do not strain at the position, 
It is familiar ; but at the author's drift : 
Who, in his circumstance,^ expressly proves — 
That no man is the lord of any thing, 
(Though in and of him there be much consisting,) 
Till he communicate his parts to others : 
Nor doth he of himself know them for aught 
Till he behold them form'd in the applause [berates 

Where they are extended ; which, like an arch, rcvex- 
The voice again ; or like a gate of steel 
Fronting the, fc^un, receives and renders back 
His figure and his heat. I was much rapt in this ; 
And apprehended here immediately 
The unknown Ajax.^ 

Heavens, what a man is tbere ! a very horse ; [are. 

That has he knows not what. Nature, what things there 
Most abject in regard, and dear in use ! 
What things agjiin most dear in the esteem, 
And poor in worth ! Now shall we see to-morrow, 
An act that very chance doth throw upon him, 
Ajax renown'd. O heavens, what some men do, 
While some men leave to do ! 
How some men creep in skittish fortune's hall, 
Whiles others play the ideot in her eyes ! 
How one man eats into another's pride. 
While pride is fasting in his wontonness ! 



{61 In the 
bj Ajax, 



the detail or cirnimduction of his argument. JCMiNS*.; N . 

wko bas abilltle« which were never brought into view or u- r. JOHNS. 

Vol. IX. C 2 
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T9 see these Grecian lords ! — why, even already j 

They plap the lubher Ajax on the shoulder ; ' j 

As if his foot were on brave Hector's breast, 
And great Troy shrinking. 

Mkil, I do believe it : for they passM by me. 
As misers do by beggars ; neither gave to me 
Good word, nor look : What, are my deeds forgot ? 

Ulyss, Time hath, my lord, a WcUlet at his back, 
Wherein he puts alms for oblivion, 
A great-sized monster of ingratitudes : 
Those scraps are good deeds past : which are devour'd 
As fast as they are made, forgot as soon 
As done : Pers<$verance, dear my lord. 
Keeps honour bright : To have done, is to hang 
Qjoite out of fashion, like a rusty mail 
In monumental mockery. Take the instant way : 
For honour travels in a strait so narrow. 
Where one but goes abreast : keep then the path ; 
For emulation hath a thousand sons. 

That one by one pursue : If you give way, | 

Or hedge aside from the direct forthright, 
I^ike to an enter'd tide, they all rush by, 

And leave you hindmost ; — J 

Or, like a gallant horse fallen in first rank, 
Lie there for pavement to the abject rear, 
0*er-run and trampled on : Then what they do in present, 
Though less than yours in past, must o'ertop yours : 
For time is like a fashionable host. 
That slightly shakes his parting guest by the hand ; 
And with his arms out-stretch'd, as he would fly, 
Grasps-in the comer : Welcome ever smiles. 
And farewell goes out sighing. O, let not virtue seek 
Remuneration! for the thing it was ; 
For beauty, wit. 

High birth, vigour of bone, desert in service, 
Love, friendship, charity, are subjects all 
To envious and calumniating time. 
One touch of nature makes the whole world kin,— ^ 
That all, with one consent, praise new-born gawds. 
Though they are made and moulded of things past ; 
And give to dust, that is a little gilt, 
More laud than gilt o'er-dusted.® 



V. 



[tj I rMd • And pivf to dust, that is a little g^ilt, 

More laud than thty vnU give to goltL, oVrnlitttod* THSODALP. 
am, to tfat Mcond line, is a substantive. MAIoN£. 
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The present eye praises ihe present object : 
Then marvel not, thou great and c6mplete man, 
That all the Greeks begin to worship Ajax ; 
Since things in motion sooner catch the eye, 
Than what not stirs. The cry went once on thee, 
And still it might ; and yet it may again. 
If thou wouldst not entomb thyself alive, 
And case thy reputation in thy tent ; 
Whose glorious deeds, but in these fields of late. 
Made emulous missions ^mongst the gods themselves,^ 
And drave great Mars to faction. 

AchiL Of this my privacy 
I have strong reasons. 

Ulyss, But 'gainst your privacy 
The reasons are more potent and heroical : 
'Tis known, Achilles, that you are in love •" 

With one of Priam's daughters.* 

AchiL Ha ! known ? 

Ulyss. Is that a wonder ? 
The providence that's in a watchful state, 
Knows almost every grain of Plutus' gold ; 
Finds bottom in the uncomprehensive deeps ; 
Keeps place with thought,* and almost, like the gods, 
Does thoughts unveil in their dumb cradles. 
There is a mystery (with whom relation 
Durst never meddle)* in the soul of state ; 
Which hath an operation more divine, • 

Than breath, or pen, can give expressure to : 
All the commerce that you have had with Troy, 
As perfectly is ours, as vours, my lord ; 
And better would it fit Achilles much. 
To throw dovm Hector, thaii Polyxena : 
But it must grieve young Pyrrhus now at home. 
When fame shall in Qur islands sound her trump ; 
And all the Greekish girls shall tripping Sing, — 
Great Hectares sister did Achilles win ; 
But our great Ajax bravely beat down him. 
Farewell, my lord : I as your lover speak ; 

[9} Tlie meaoing of ntM^'on seems to-be, despatches of the gods from beavea 
about mortal businef^ such as often happened at the sAege of Troy. JOHNSON. 

[1] Polyxenai in the act of nianTing whom, he was afterwards killed by Paris. 
8TEEVKK8. [2] 1. e. There is in Uie providence of a state, as in the providence 
of the universe, a Mnd of ubiquity. WARBURTON. 

J» there not here some alinsion to that sublime description of the Divine Omni 
presence in the 1 S9th Psalm 7 HENLEY. 

fS] There is a secret administration oi affidrs, which no history was cytv able ta 
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The fool slides o'er the ice that jou should break. [Exit. 

Pair, To this effect, Achilles, have I movM you : 
A woman impudent and mannish grown 
Is not more loath'd than an effeminate man 
In time of action. I stand condemned for this ; 
They think, my little stomach to the war, 
And your great love to me, restrains you thus : 
Sweet, rouse yourself; and the weak wanton Cupid 
Shall from your neck unloose his amorous fold, 
And, like a dew-drop from the lion's mane, 
Be shook to air. 

Achil. Shall Ajax fight with Hector ? 

Pair, Ay ; and, perhaps, receive much honour by him. 

Achil, I see, my reputation is at stake ; 
My fame is shrewdly gor'd. 

*J^atr. O, then beware ; 
Those wounds heal ill, that men do give themiselves : 
Omission to do what is necessary 
Seals a commission to a blank of danger ; 
And danger, like an ague, subtly taints 
Even then when we sit idly in the sun. 

MhiL Go call Thersites hither, sweet Patroclus : 
I'll send the fool to Ajax, and desire him 
To invite the Trojan lord after the combat. 
To see us here unarm'd : I have a woman's longing, 
An appetite that I am sick withal, 
To see "great Hector in his weeds of peace ; 
To talk with him, and to behold his visage, 
Even to my full of view. A labour sav'd ! 

Enter Thersites. 

Ther, A wonder ! 

-JichiL What? 

Ther, Ajax goes up and down the field, asking for 

AchiL How so ? [himself. 

Ther, He must fight singly to-morrow with Hector ; and 
is so prophetically proud of an heroical cudgelling, that 
he raves in saying nothing. 

AchU, How can that be ? " 
. Ther, Why, he stalks up and down like a peacock, a 
stride, and a stand : ruminates, like an hostess, that hath 
no arithmetic but her brain to set down her reckoning : 
bites his lip with a politic regard, as who should say — 
there were wit in this head, an 'twould out ; and so there 
IS ; but it lies as coldly . in him as fire in a fiint, which 
will not show without knocking. The man's undone 
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for erer ; for if Hector break not his neck i*the combat, 
he'll break it himself in vain-glory. He knows not me : 
I said, Good-morrow, Ajax ; and he replies, Tlianks, Aga- 
fiiemnon. What think you of this man, that takes me for 
the general ? He is grown a very land-fish, language-less, 
a monster. A plague of opinion ! A man may wear it on 
both sides, like a leather jerkin. 

AchiL Thou must be my ambassador to him, Thersitcs. 

Ther, Who, I ? why, he'll answer nobody ; he profes- 
ses not answering ; speaking is for beg;;ars ; He wears his 
tongue in his arms. I will put on his presence ; let Patro- 
clus make demands to me, you shall see the pageant of Ajax. 

AchiL To him, Patroclus : Tell him, — I humbly desire 
the valiant Ajax, to invite the most valorous Hector to 
come unarmed to my tent ; and to procure safe conduct 
for his person, of the magnanimous, and most illustrious, 
six-or-seven-times-honoured captain-general of the C""- 
cian army, Agamemnon. Do this. 

Patr, Jove bless great Ajax. 

Ulier, Humph ! 

Pair. I come from the worthy Achilles, ■■ ■ 

Ther. Ha! 

Patr. Who most humbly desires you, to invite Hector 
to his tent !— — 

Ther, Humph I 

Pair. And to procure safe conduct from Agamemnon- 

Ther. Agamemnon ? 

Pair, Ay, my lord. 

Tlier. Ha! 

Pair. What say you to't ? 

Ther, God be wi' you, with. all my heart. 

PcUr. Your answer, sir. 

Ther. If to-morrow be a fair day, by eleven o'clock it 
will go one way or other ; howsoever, he shall pay for 
me ere he has me. 

Patr. Your answer, sir. 

Ther. Fare you well, with all my heart. 

Achil. Why, but he is not in this tune, is he ? 

Ther. No, but he's out o'tune thus. What music will 
be in Lim, when Hector has knocked out his brains, 1 
know not : But, I am sure, none ; unless the fiddler Apol- 
lu get his sinews to make catlings on. 

.'IchiL Come, thou shalt bear a letter to him straight. 

Ther. Let me bear another to his horse j for that's the 
more capable creature. 
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AchiL My mind is troubled, like a fountain stirrM ; 
And I myself see not the bottom of it. 

[Exe, AciTJL. and Patr. 

Tlur, 'Would the fountain of your mind were clear 
again, that I might water an ass at it ! I had rather be a 
tick in a sheep, than such a valiant ignorance. [Exit. 



ACT ly. 

SCENE I. — Troy* A Street. Enter, at one side, JF^tiExs 
and Servant, with a Torch ; at the other, Paris, Deipho- 
Bus, Antenor, Diomedes, and oiliers, with Torches. 

Par. See, ho ! who's that there ? 

Serv. 'Tis the lord iRneas. 

JEne. Is the prince there in person ? — 
Had I so good occasion to lie long, 
As you, prince Paris, nothing but heavenly business 
Should rob my bed-mate of my company. 

Dio. That's my mind too.---Good morrow, lord -^neas. 

Par. A valiant Greek, .^neas ; take his hand ; 
Witness the process of your speech, wherein 
You ,told-^how Diomed, a whole week by days, 
Did haunt you in the field. 

ASne. Health to you, valiant sir. 
During all question of the gentle truce :* 
But when I meet you iarm'd, as black defiance^ 
As heart can think, or courage execute. 

Dio, The one and other Diomed embraces. 
Our bloods are now in calm ; and, so long, health : 
But when contention and occasion meet. 
By Jove, I'll play the hunter for thy life, 
With all my force, pursuit, and policy. 

^ne. And thou shalt hunt a lion, that will fly 
With his face backward.—rln humane gentleness, 
Welcome to Troy ! Now, by Anchises' life, 
Welcome, indeed ! By Venus' hand I swear, 
No man alive can love, in such a sort, 
The thing he means to kill, more excellently. 

Dio. We sympathise : — ^Jove, let iEneas live, 
If to my sword his fate be not the glory, 
A thousand c6mplete courses of the sun ! 
But, in mine emulous honour, let him die 

[4] Qi«w(ion-*-ineao9intejrcoune,iatercLaogeofc9Qven«ti«n. JOttNSQjCr. 
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With every joint a wound ; and that to-morrow ! 

JEne, We know each other well. . 

Dio, We do ; and long to know each other worse. 

Par. This is the most despiteful gentle greeting, 
The nohlest hateful love, that e'er I heard of. — 
What business, lord, so early ? 

^ne. I was sent for to the king ; but why, I know noL 

Par, His purpose meets you ;* 'Twas to bring this 
To Calchas' house ; and there to render him, [Greek 
For the enfreed Antenor, the fair Cressid. 
Let's have your company ; or, if you please. 
Haste there before us : I constantly do think, 
(Or, rather, call my thought a certain knowledge,) 
Aly brother Troilus lodges there to-night ; 
Rouse him, and give him note of our approach, 
With the whole quality wherefore : I fear. 
We shall be much unwelcome. 

^ne. That I assure you ; 
Troilus had rather Troy were borne to Greece, 
Than Cressid borne from Troy. 

Par, There is no help ; 
The bitter disposition of the time 
Will have it so. On, lord ; we'll follow you. 

JEne. Good morrow, all. [ExU, 

Par, And tell me, noble Diomed ; 'fciith, tell me true, 
Even in the soul of sound good-fellowship, — 
Who, in your thoughts, merits fair Helen best, 
Myself, or Menelaus ? 

Dio. Both alike : 
He merits well to have her, that doth seek her 
(Not making any scruple of her soilure,) 
With such a hell of pain, and world of charge ; 
And you as well to keep her, that defend her 
(Not palating the taste of her dishonour,) 
With such a costly loss of wealth and friends : 
He, like a puling cuckold, vyould drink up 
The lees and dregs of a flat timed piece ;^ 
You, like a lecher, out of whorish loins 
Are pleas'd to breed out your inheritors : 
Both merits pois'd, each weighs nor less nor more ; 
But he as he, the heavier for a whore. 

Par. You are too bitter to your countrywoman. 



\5] I bring you his meaning and his orders. JOHNSON. 

[6] L «. » pfece of wine out of which the spirit is ali flown. WAKBWRTON. 
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Dio, She's bitter to her country ; Hear me, Paris, — 
For every false drop in her bawdy veins 
A Grecian's life hath sunk ; for every scruple 
Of her contaminated carrion weight, 
A Trojan hath been slain : since she could speak, 
She hath not given so many good words breath, 
As for her Greeks and Trojans suflfer'd death. 

Par, Fair Diomed, you do as chapman do, 
Dispraise the thing that you desire to buy : 
But we in silence hold this virtue well, — 
We'll not commend what we intend to sell. 
Here lies our way. [Exeunt, 

SCENE n. 

jf%c same. Court before the House of Pandarus. Enter 

Troilus and Cressida. 

Tro. Dear, trouble not yourself; the mom is cold. 

Cres, Then, sweet my lord, I'll call mine uncle down : 
He shall unbolt the gates. 

Tro. Trouble him not ; 
To bed, to bed : Sleep kill those pretty eyes. 
And give as soft attachment to thy senses. 
As infants empty of all thought ! 

Cres. Good morrow then. 

Tro, Pr'ythee now, to bed. 

Cres. Are you a weary of me ? 

Tro. O Cressida ! but that the busy day, 
Wak'd by the lark, hath rous'd the ribald crows, 
And dreaming night will hide our joys no longer, 
I would not from thee. 

Cres. Night hath been too brief. 

Tro. Beshrew the witch ! with venomous wights'' she 
As tediously as hell ; but flies the grasps of love, [stays, 
With wings more momentary-swift than thought. 
You will catch cold, and curse me. 

Cres. Pr'ythee, tarry ; — 
Yon men will never tarry. — 
O foolish Cressid ! — I might have still held off, 
And then you would have tarried, Hark ! there's one up. 
Pan, [tvitliin^] What, are all the doors open here ? 

Tro, It i:J your uncle. 

pj rtnl/ivif tliose who pntclise nocturnal sorcery. bTEEVKNb. 



ACT ir. TROILUS AXD CRCSSIOA. . Qo 

Enier Pandarus. 

Ores, A- pestilence on him ! now will he be mocking : I 
shall have such a life, 

Pan. How now, how now ? how go maidenheads ?— 
Here, you maid ! where's my cousin Cressid ? 

Cres, Gro hang yourself, you nsiughty moelcing uncle ! 
You bring me to do, and then you Oout me too. 

Pan, To do what ? to do what ? — let her say what : 
what hare I brought you to do ? [be good, 

Cres, Come, come ; beshrew your heart ! you'll ne'er 
Nor suffer others. 

Pan. Ha, ha ! Alas, poor wretch ! a poor capoc- 
chia 1® — hast not slept to-niglit ? would he not, a 
naughty man, let it sleep ? a bugbear take him 1 

[Knocking. 

Cres. Did I not tell you ? — 'would he were knock'd o' 
the head ! — 
Who's that at door ? Good uncle, go and see. — 
My lord, come you again into my chamber : 
You smile, and mock me, as if 1 meant naughtily. 

Tro. Ha, ha ! 

Cres. Come, you are deceiv'd, I think of no such thing. 

[Knocking. 
— ^How earnestly they knock ! — Pray you, come in ; 
I would not for half Troy have you seen here. 

[Exeunt Troilus and Cressida. 

Pan. [Going to the door,] Who's there ? what's the 
matter ? will you beat down the door ? How now ? what's 
the matter ? 

Enter ^neas. 

JEn€. Good morrow, lord, good morrow. 

Pan, Who's there ? my lord JEneas ? By my troth, 
I knew you not : what news with you so early ? 

JEne. Is not prince Troilus here ? 

Pan. Here ! what should he do here ? 

JEne. Come, he is here, my lord, do not deny him ; 
It doth import him much, to speak with me. 

Pan, Is he here, say you ? 'tis more than I know, 
1*11 be sworn : — For my own part, I came in late : 
What should he do here ? 

Mne. Who 1 — nay^ then : — 

Come, come, you'll do him wrong ere you are ' ware : 

' ' I, . ■ . . 1 1 -» 

[81 C«»oociUo~-Italian— Bignifies the thick head of a club *, and Whence metaphor- 
icidlf, a bend of not moch brain, a aot, duUard, bca^f gttlL THEOBALD. 

5 Vol. IX. 
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You^ll be 80 tine to him, to be false to huh. 

Do not you know of him, yet go fetch him hither ; 

Go. 

At Pandarus is going out, enter Troilus. 

Tro. How now ? what's the matter ? 

^£fie. My lord, I scarce have leisure to salute you, 
My matter is so rash :^ There is at hand 
Paris your brother, and Deiphobus, 
The Grecian Diomed, and our Antenor 
Deliver'd to us ; and for him forthwith, 
Ere the first sacrifice, within this hour, 
We must give up to Diomedes' hand 
The lady Cressida. 

Tro, Is it so concladed ? 

i£ne. By Priam, and the general state of Troy : 
They are at hand, and ready to eflTect it. 

Tro, How my achievements mock me ! 
I will go meet them : and, my lord ^neas. 
We met by chance ; you did not find me here. 

^wc. Good, good, my lord ; the secrets of nature 
Have not more gift in taciturnity. [Exe, Tro. and JEne, 

Pan, Is't possible ? no sooner got, but lost ? The devil 
take Antenor ! the young prince will go mad« A plague 
upon Antenor I I would, they had broke's neck ! 

Enter Cressida. 

Ores, How now ? What is the matter ? Who was here ? 

Pan, Ah, ah ! [gone ? 

Cres, Why sigh you so profoundly ? where's my lord 
Tell me, sweet uncle, what's the matter ? 

Pa7i. 'Would I were as deep under the earth as I am 
above ! 

Cres, O the gods ! — ^what's the matter ? 

Pan. Pr'ythee, get thee in ; 'Would thou hadst ne'er 
been bom ! I knew, thou would'st be his death : — O poor 
gentleman ! — A plague upon Antenor ! 

Cres. Good uncle, I beseech you on my knees, 
I beseech you, what's the matter ? 

Pan, Thou must be gone, wench, thou must be gone ; 
thou art changed for Antenor : thou must to thy father, 
and be gone from Troilus ; 'twill be his death ; 'twill be 
his bane ; he cannot bear it. 

Cres, O you immortal gods ! — I will not go. 

Pan, Thou must.. 

[9] VytiUibiHilsiotatftsrudaoabnipi. J(XiKSON. 
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Cres, I will not, uncle : I have forgot my father ; 
I know no touch of consanguinity ; 
No kin, no love, no blood, no soul so near mo, 
As the sweet Troilus. — O you gods divine ! 
Make Cressid's name the very crown of falsehood. 
If ever she leave Troilus ! Time, force, and death, 
Do to this body what extremes you can ; 
But the strong base and building of my love 
Is as the very centre of the earth. 
Drawing all things to it. — I'll go in, and weep ; — 

Pan, Do, do. 

Crcs. Tear my bright hjiir, and scratch my pniised cheeks; 
Crack my clear voice with sobs, and break my heart 
With sounding Troilus. I will not go from Troy. 

[Exeunt 
I SCENE III. 

The tame. Before Pandarus' House, Enter Paris, Troi- 

LL'S, ^NEAS, DeIPHOBUS, AnTKNOR, arid DlOMEDES 

Par. It is great morning ; and the hour prelixM 
Of her delivery to this valiant Greek 
Comes fast upon : — Good my brother Troilus. 
Tell you the lady what she is to do, 
And haste her to the purpose. 

Tro, Walk into her house ; 
l*n bring her to the Grecian presently : 
And to his hand when I deliver her. 
Think it an altar ; and thy brother Troilus 
A priest, there offering to it his own heart. [Exit, 

Par. 1 know what 'tis to love ; 
And 'would, as I shall pity, I could help ! — 
Please you, walk in, my lords. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 

Tlie same. A Room in Pandarus' House, Enter Pandaru«« 

and Cressida. 

Pan. Be moderate, be moderate. 

Cres. Why tell you me of moderation ? 
The grief is fine, full, perfect, that I taste, 
And yiolenteth in a sense as strong 
As that which causeth it : How can I moderate it ? 
If I could temporize with my affection. 
Or brew it to a weak and colder palate. 
The like allayment could I give my grief ; 
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Mj love admits no qualifying dross : 
No more my grief, in such a precious loss. 

Ejiter Tro ILL'S. 

Pan. Here, here, here he comes. — Ah, sweet ducks ! 

Cres. O Troilus ! Troilus ! [Embracing him. 

Pan. What a pair of spectacles is here ! Let me em- 
brace too : heart, — as the goodly saying is, 
heart, o heavy heart. 
Why sigh'st thou without breaking ? 
where he answei-s again. 

Because thou canst not ease thy smart, 
By friendship, nor by speaking. 
There was never a truer rhyme. Let us cast away no- 
thing, for we may live to have need of such a verse ; we 
see it, we see it. — How now, lambs ? 

Tro. Cressid, 1 love thee in so strain'd a purity, 
That the blest gods — as aiigry with my fancy, 
More bright in zeal than the devotion which 
Cold lips blow to their deities, — take thee from me. 

Cres. Have the gods envy ? 

Pan. Ay, ay, ay, ay ; it is too phiin a case. 

Cres. And is it true, tliat I must go from Troy ? 

Tro. A hateful truth. 

Cres. What, and from Troilus too ? 

Tro. From Troy, and Troilus. 

Cres. Is it possible ? 

Tro. And suddenly ; where injury of chance 
Puts back leave-taking, justles roua:hly by 
All time of pause, rudely beguiles our lips 
Of all rejoindure, forcibly prevents 
Our lock'd embraces, stnmgles our dear vows 
Even in the birth of our own labouring breath : 
We two, that with so many thousand sighs 
Did buy each other, must poorly sell ourselves 
With the rude brevity and discharge of one. 
Injurious time now, with a robber's haste, 
Crams his rich thievery up, he knows not how : 
As many farewells as be stars in heaven. 
With distinct breath and consignM^ kisses to them, 
He fumbles up into a loose adieu ; 
And scants us with a single famish'd kiss, 
Distasted with the salt of broken tears. 

^ne. [Within.] My lord ! is the lady ready ? 

(0] Comign'd, HuUd ; from atm^tf, Uti MALONE. 
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Tro, Hark ! you are callM : Some say, the GenioB lO 
Cries, Come I to him that instantly must die. — 
Bid them have patience ; she shidl come cinon. 

Pan, Where are my tears ? rain, to lay this wind, or 
my heart will be blown up by the root ! [Exit. 

Cres. 1 must then to the Greeks ? 

Tro. No remedy. 
i Cres. A woeful Cressid 'mongst the merry Greeks ! 
f When shall we see as;ain ? 

Tro. Hear me, my love : Be thou but true of heart,— 

Cres. I true ! how now ? what wicked deem' is this ? 

Tro. Nay, we must use expostulation kindly, 
For it is parfing from us : 
I speak not, be thou true, as fearing thee ; 
for I will throw my glove to death himself,* 
That there's no maculntion in thy heart : 
But, be thou true, say I, to fashion in 
My sequent protestation ; be thou true. 
And I will see tliee. 

Cres. O, you shi?l1 be exposed, my lord, to dangerf 
As infinite as imminent ! but, Til be true. 

Tro. And I'll grow friend with danger. Wear this sleere. 

Cres. And you tins glove. When shall I see you ? 

7Vo. I will corrupt the Grecian sentinels. 
To giye thee nightly visitation. 
But yet, be true. 

Cres. O heavens ! — be tnie, again ? 

Tro. Hear why f speak it, love ; 
The Grecian youths are full of quality ; they're loTuig, 
Well compos'd, with gifls of nature flowing, 
And swelling o'er with arts and exercise ; 
How novelty may move, and parts with person, 
Alas, a kind of godly jealousy 
(Which, I beseech you, call a virtuous sin,) 
Makes me afeard. 

Cres. O heavens ! you love me not. 

Tro. Die I a villain then ! 
In this I do not call your faith in faith in question, 
So mainly as thy merit : I cannot sing. 
Nor heel the high la volt, nor sweeten talk, 
Nor play at subUe games ; fair virtues all. 
To which the Grecians are most prompt aad pregnant : 
But I can tell, that each grace of these 

[11 Dum (•word now obiolece) linifiet, Mtni**, mrmu*. STKEVENS. 
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There lurks a still and dumb-disc oursive devil, 
Tli'<)t tempts most cunningly : but be not tempted. 

Cres. Do you think, I will ? 

Tro. No. 
But something may be done, that we will not : 
And sometimes we are devils to ourselves. 
When we will tempt the frailty of our powers, 
Presuming on their changeful j>otency. 

•H^ne, [Within,] Nay, good my lord, 

Tro, Come, kiss ; and let ns part. 

Par. [Within.] Brother Troilus ! 

Tro. Good brother, come you hither ; 
And bring il^neas, and the Grecian, with yoU. 

Cres. My lord, will yoii be true ? 

Tro. Who I ? alius, it is my vice, my fault : 
While others fish with craft ifor great opinion, 
I with great truth catch mere simplicity ; 
Whilst some with cunning gild their copper crowns, 
With troth and plainness I do wear mine bare. 
Fear not my truth ; the mond of my wit 
Is — plain, and true, — there's all the reach of it. 

Enter ^nf.as, Paris, Antenor, Deiphobus, and Diomedes 

— ^Welcome, sir Diomed 1 here is the lady, 
Which for Antenor we deliver you : 
At the port, lord, I'll give her to thy hand ; 
And, by the way, possess thee* what she is. 
Entreat her fair ; and, by my soul, fair Greek, 
If e'er thou stand at mercy of my sword, 
Name Cre'ssid, and thy life shall be as safe 
As Priam is in Ilion. 

Dio. Fair lady Cressid, 
So please you, save the thanks this prince expects : 
The lustre in your eye, heaven in your cheek, 
Pleads your fair usage ; and to Diomed 
You shall be mistress, and command him wholly. 

Tro. Grecian, thou dost not use me courteously, 
To shame the zeal of my petition to thee. 
In praising her. I tell thee, lord of Greece, 
She is as far high-soaring o'er thy praises. 
As thou unworthy to be call'd her servant. 
I charge thee, use her well, even for my charge ; 
For, by the dreadful Pluto, if thou dost not, 

[33 I wiU make tbce fully ttDdcnmdL TMi nvn •ir (fe« WQS«WiMi|i4£i«qptnt 
In our author. JOUNSON. .*'—-'-» -i 
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Though the great bulk Achilles be thy guard, 
rU cut thy throat. 

Dio. O, be not moy'd, prince Troilus : 
Let me be privileg'd by m^ place, and message, 
To be a speaker free ; when I am hence, 
ril answer to my list : And know you, lord, 
I'll nothing do on charge : To her own worth 
She shall be priz'd ; but that you say — be*t so, 
V\l speak it in my spirit and honour,-no. 

Tro. Come, to the port. — ril tell thee, Diomed, 
This brave shall oil make thee to hide thy head. — 
Lady, give me your hand ; and, as we walk. 
To our own selves bend we our needful talk. 

[Exe. Tro. Cres. and Diomed. Trumpet heard. 

Par, Hark ! Hector's trumpet. 

^ne. How have we spent this morning ! 
The prince must think me tardy and remiss, 
That swore to ride before him to the field. 

Par, 'Tis Troilus' fault : Come, come, to field with him. 

Dei. Let us make ready straight. 

jSJfi«. Yea, with a bridegroom's fresh alacrity. 
Let us address to tend on Hector's heels : 
Thtt glory of our Troy doth this day lie 
On his fair worth, and single chivalry. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V. 
TV Grecian Camp. Lists set out. Enter Ajax, armid; 

AOAMEMNON, AcHILLES, PaTROCLUS, MeNELAUS, UlTSSIS 

Nestor, and others. 

Aga, Here art thou in appointment fresh and fiur, 
Anticipating time with starting courage. 
Give with 3iy trumpet a loud note to Troy, 
Thou dreadful Ajax ; that the appalled air 
May pierce the head of the great combatant, 
And hale him hither. 

Ajax, Thou, trumpp.t, there's my purse. 
Now crack thy lungs, and split thy brazen pipe : 
Blow, villain, till thy sphered bias cheek* 
Out-swell the colic of puff 'd Aquilon : 
Come, stretch thy chest, and let thy eyes spout blood ; 
Thou blow'st for Hector. [Trumpet sounds. 

Ulysi. No trumpet answers. 

r<j SwelUnr out Uka tbe bias of a bowl. J0HNS0N.-~The idea ii fethio from Qw. 
pofiy eteekf m the wtods, a» represented ia andent prfaita, ampis Itc. STBC V. 
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AchiL 'Tis but early day. 

Aga. Is not yon Diomed, with Calchas' daughter ? 
Ulyss, 'Tis he, I ken the manner of his gait ; 
Ho rises on the toe : thut spirit of his 
In aspiration lifts him from the earth. 

Enter Diomkd, with Cressida. 
Aga. Is this the lady Crossid ? 
Dio, Even she. 

Aga, Most dearly welcome to the Greeks, sweet lady. 
JSTest, Our gener«il doth salute you with a kiss. 
Ulyss, Yet is the kindness but particular ; 
'Twere better, she were kias'd in general. 

JSTest. And very courtly counsel : I'll begin.— , 
So much for Nestor. 

Achil, I'll take that winter from your lips, fair lady : 
Achilles bids you welcome. 

Men, 1 had good argument for kissing once. 
Patr. But that's no iirgument for kissing now : 
For thus popp'd Paris in his hardiment ; 
And parted thus you and your argument. 

Ulyss. O deadly gall, and theme of all our scorns ! 
For which we lose our heads, to gild his horns. 

Patr. The tirst was Menelaus' kiss ; — this, mine : • 
Patroclus kisses you. 
Men. O, this is trim ! 
Patr, Paris, and I, kiss evermore for him. 
Men. I'll have my kiss, sir : — Lady, by your leaTe. 
Cres, In kissing, do you render or receive ? 
Patr. Both take and give.* . 
Cre^. 1*11 make my match to Hve.* 
The kiss, you take is better than you give ; 
Therefore no kiss. 
Men. I'll give you boot, I'll give you three for one. 
Cres. You are an odd man ; give even, or give none 
Men. An odd man, lady ? every man is odd. 
Cres. No, Paris is not ; for, you know, 'tis true. 
That you are odd, and he is even with yo«. 
Men. You fillip me.o'the head. 
Cres, No, I'll be sworn. 

Ulyss, It were no match, your nail against his horn,^ — 
May I, sweet lady, beg a kiss of you ? 

Cres. You may. 

, ------ - — - 

[51 This speech ibould rather b« given to Menelaiu. TY^WillTT. 

[6j I wiU make siicb bargaint as I tan lire bf, Nwfa as nwr brkng ntt #WU, 
tbcrefore wtn tt«t tak^ a won* kiss ttaan I gItOb JUHMK)lf. 
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Ulyss. I do desire it. 
Cres, Why, beg then. 

Ulyss, Why then, for Venus' sake, give me a kiss, 
When Helen is a maid again, and his. 

Cres, I am your debtor, claim it when 'tis due. 
Ulyss. Never's my day, and then a kiss of you. 
Dio, Lady, a word ; — I'll bring you to your father. 

[DioMED leads out Cressida. 
JSTeit, A woman of quick sense. 
Ulyss, Fie, fie upon her ! 
There's language in her eye, her cheek, her lip, 
Nay, her foot speaks ; her wanton spirits look out 
At every joint and motive of her body. 
O, these encounterers, so glib of tongue, 
That give a coasting welcome ere it comes,* 
And wide unclasp the tables of their thoughts 
To every ticklish reader ! set them down* 
For sluttish spoils of opportunity,^ 

And dau^ters of the game. [Trumpet within. 

AIL The Trojans' trumpet. 
Aga. Yonder comes the troop. 
Enter Hector, armed: -^neas, Troilus, and other Tro- 
jans, with Attendants. 
JEne, Hail, all the state of Greece ! What shall be donie 
To him that victory commands ? Or do you purpose, 
A victor shall be known ? will you, the knights 
Shall to the edge of all extremity 
Pursue each other ; or shall they be divided 
By any voice or order of the field ? 
Hector bade ask. 

Aga, Which way would Hector have it ? 
^ne. He cares not, he'll obey conditions. 
AcML 'Tis done like Hector ; but securely done,^ 
A littl6 proudly, and great deal misprizing 
The knight oppos'd. 

Mne. If not Achilles, sir, 
What is your name ? 

AchU, If not Achilles, nothing. 

JEne. Therefore Achilles : But, whate'er, know this ; — • 
In the extremity of great and little, 

m A eoMfMf m/ovme \s a conciliatory welcome *, thnt makes silent advances before 
11m ton«ie has ottered i^word. M ALONE. 

[SJ Corrupt wenches, of whose chastity every opportunity may make « J"^'* 

JOHNSON* 

[11 In the iense of the Latin, teatrus — tecuru* admcdurndt Mia. animiteoturi Htmo. 
A Degllgent tecurlty arisiag irom a contempt of the object opiiocea. WARBURTON. 

Vol. IX. D 
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^'alour and pride excel themselves in Hector ; 
The one almost as infmitc as all, 
The other blank as nothing.' Weigh him well, 
And that, which looks like pride, is courtesy. 
This Ajax is half made of Hector's blood : 
In love whereof, half Hector stays at home ; 
Half heart, half hand, half Hector comes to seek 
This blended knight, half Trojan, and half Greek. 
Achil, A maiden battle then ? — 43, I perceive yoq. 

Re*enter Diomeo. 

.^ga.Here is sir Diomed : — Go, gentle knight, 
Stand by our Ajax : as you and lord i£neas 
Consent upon the order of their fight. 
So be it ; eitlier to the uttermost, 
Or else a breath : the combatants being kin. 
Half stints their strife before their strokes begin. 

* [Ajax and Hector entet ihe lists, 

Vlyss. They are opposed already. 

Jiga, What Trojan is that same that looks so heayy ? 

IJlyss. The youngest son of Priam )|a true knight ; 
Not yet mature, yet matchless ; firm of word ; 
Spesdi[ing in deeds, and deedless in his tongue ; 
Not soon provok'd, nor, being provok'd soon calm'd : 
His heart and hand both open, and both free ; 
For what he has, he gives, what tliinks, he shows ; 
Yet gives he not till judgment guide his bounty. 
Nor dignifies an impair thought with breath :' 
Manly as Hector, but more dangerous ; 
For Hector, in his blaze of wrath, subscribes 
To tender objects ;* but he, in heat of action, 
Is more vindicative than jealous love : 
They call him Troilus ; and on him erect 
A second hope, as fairly built as Hector. 
Thus says ^neas ; one that knows the youth ^ 

Even to his inches, and, with private soul. 
Did in great IHon thus translate him to me. 

[Alarum, Hector and Ajaz fight, 

Jlga, They are in action. 

[2] Bhakespeare^s thought is not exsetlgr deduced. Nicety of exprefltion if not 

"fits diancter. The mennin^ i» plain : ** Valour (myt Eneas^ ii in Hector greater 

thtifi valofir in other men, and pride in Hector is lesf than pride in oUier men. So 

tliat Hector is distinguished by the excellence of haring pride lesf than other pri^, 

and valour more than otiier valour.'' JOHNSON. 

[3] A thought nniiuitahle to the dignity of his character. The word I sbould have 
eliaoged to ta^pure, ^ere I not overpowered by the uuauiiuJiy of (he adllors, and 
conoarrence of the old .comes. JOHNSON. 

[<] SMlbxnbt$-^Y\iel^i,^vn way. JOHNSON. 
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Kett. Now, Ajax, hold thine own ! 

Tro, Hector, thou sleep'st ; 
Awake thee ! 

Aga. His blows are well dispos'd : — ^there, Ajax ! 

Dio, You must no more. [Trumpets eecCie 

Mne, Princes, enough, so please you. 

Ajax, I am not wiirm yet, let us fight again. 

Dio. As Hector pleases. 

Hect, Why then, I will no more : — 
Thou art, great lord, my father's sister's son, 
A cousin-german to great Priam's seed ; 
The obligation of our blood forbids 
A gory emulation twixt us tw<^ : 
.Were thy commixtion Greek and Trojan so, 
That thou couldst say — Th%$ hand is Grecian all^ 
And ikis is Trojan ; the sinews of this leg 
AU Chreek^ and this all Troy ; my mother^s blood 
Runs on the dexter cheeky and this sinister 
Bounds^my fathers ; by Jove multipotent, 
Thou shouldst not blar from me a Greekish member 
Wherein my sword had not impressure made 
Of our rank feud : But the just gods gainsay, 
That^any drop thou borrow'st from thy mother. 
My saci^ aunt, should by my mortal sword 
Be drain'd ! Let me embrace thee, Ajax : 
By him that thunders thou hast lusty arms ; 
Hector would have them fall upon him thus : 
Cousin, all honour to thee ! 

Ajax. I thank thee. Hector : 
Thou art too gentle, and too free a man : 
I came to kill thee, cousin, and bear hence 
A great addition earned in thy death. 

Hect. Not Neoptolemus so mirable,^ 
rOn whose bright crest Fame with her loud'st O yes 
Cries, This is he,,) could promise to himself 
A thought of added honour torn from Hector. 

JSEne. There is expectance here from both the sides, 
What further you will do. 

Hect. We'll answer it ; 
The issue is embracement : — Ajax, farewell. 

Ajax. If I might in entreaties find success, 
(As field I have the chance,) I would desire 

M] Mjr ojAiiion Is, that by Meoptolemut, tbe author meant 4^J? J^'"!*^ 



icmcmDoinf that the wn wai Pyrrhua Naoptolemtw, couidered Nauolaie- 
r aa the nonten , —'- — — ^ -.^--j-- -u_ 1.-.1- .i. — .^ ^.^n^ *. — 

tateaSBt. JOB] 



aa the namtn rtiuilitmat, and tbtrorht the fiuher was Bkewte AAittet llin> 
"1N80X. 
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My famous cousin to our Grecian tents. 

Dio. 'Tis Agamemnon's wish : and great Achilles 
Doth long to see unarm'd the valiant Hector. 

Hect» Mneos, call my brother Troilus to me : 
And signify this loving interview 
To the expecters of our Trojan part ; 
Desire them home. — ^Give me thy hand, my cousin ; 
I will go cat with thee, and see your knights.^ 

^Ijax. Great Agamemnon comes to meet us here. 

Ilect, The worthiest of them tell me name by name ; 
But for Achilles, my own searching eyes 
Shall find him by his large and portly size. 

Aga, Worthy of arms ! as welcome as to one 
That would be rid of such an enemy ; 
But that's no welcome : Understand more clear, 
What's past, and what's to come, is strew'd with husks 
And formless ruin of oblivion ; 
But in this extant moment, faith and troth, 
Strain'd purely from all hollow bias-drawing. 
Bids thee with most divine integrity, : 
From heart of every heart, great Hector, welcome. 

Hect. I thank thee, most imperious Agamemnon. 

Aga, Mywell-fam'dlordof Troy,nole88toyou. [To Tro. 

Men, Let me confirm my princely brother's greeting ; 
— ^You brace of warlike brothers, welcome hither. 

Heel, Whom must we answer ? 

Men, The noble Menelaus. 

Hect, O you, my lord ? by Mars his gauntlet, thanks ! 
Mock not, that I affect the untraded oath ; 
Your quondam wife swears still by Venus' glove. : 
She's well, but bade me not commend her to you. 

Men, Name her not now, sir ; she's a deadly theme. 

Hect, O, pardon ; I offend. 

JS'est. I have, thou gallant Trojan^ scon thee oft, 
Labouring for destiny, make cruel way 
Through ranks of Greekish youth : and I have seen thee, 
As hot as Perseus, spur thy Phrygian steed, 

[6] The word kuigkt^ as often as it occurs, is sure to bring- whh it the Idea 
of chivalry, and revives the memory of Amadis and his faatastic followers, 
rather than that of the mighty confederates who fought on either side in ttie 
Trojan war. I wish tliat tmns and artMger could havo been rendered by alky 
other words thnu knight and umire. Mr. Pope, in his translation of tte Uiad, Is 
very Uberal of the latter : " All bright in heavenly arms above his squire 

Achillci mounts, and sets the field on fire." &c.^TEEV. 

Theseknights,to the amount of about too Auiidrfli<cAoMand, (for tiiere were net 
less hi both armies,) Shakespeare found, with all the appendages of chltalrv, in Tbe 
Throe Dintructionii of Troy. UALONE. 



ACT IF. TROILUS AKD CRESSIDA. 77 

Despising many forfeits and subduements, 

When thou hast hung thy advanc'd sword i'the air, 

Not letting it decline on the declined ; 

That I haye said to some my standcrs-by, 

Lo^ Jupiter is yonder, dealing life ! 

And I have seen thee pause, and take thy breath, 

When that a ring of Greeks have hemm'd thee in, 

Like an Olympian wrestling : This have I seen ; 

But this thy countenance, still lockM in steel, 

I never saw till now. I knew thy grandsire. 

And once fought with him : he was a soldier good ; 

But, by great Mars, the captain of us nil, 

Never like thee ; Let an old man embrace thee ; 

And, worthy warrior, welcome to our. tents. 

JEne, 'Tis the old Nestor. . 

HecU Let me embrace thee, good old chronicle. 
That hast so long walk'd hand in hand with time : — 
Most reverend Nestor, I am glad to cbisp thee. 

Nest, I would, my arms could match thee in contention* 
As they contend wit^ thee in courtesy. 

Hect, I would they could. 

Kfist. Hai 
By this white beard, Td fight with thee to-morrow. 
Well, welcome, welcome ! I have seen the time — 

Ulyss, I wonder now how yonder city stands, 
When we have here her base and pillar by us. 

Hect, I know your favour, lord Ulysses, well. 
Ah, sir, there's many a Greek tmd Trojan dead. 
Since first I saw yourself and Diomcd 
Jn Ilion, on your GreekLsh embassy. 

Ulyss,, Sir, I foretold you then what would ensue : 
.Ify prophecy is but half his journey yet ; 
For yonder walls, that pertly front your town. 
Yon towers, whose wanton tops do buss the clouds, 
Must kiss their own feet. 

Ihct, I must not believe you : 
There they stand yet ; and modestly I think, 
The fall of every Phrygian stone will cost 
A drop of Grecian blood : The end crowns all ; 
And that old common arbitrator, Time, 
Will one day end it. 

Ulyss, So to him we leave it. 
Most gentle, and most valiant Hector, welcome : 
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After the general, I beseech you next 
To feast with me, and see me at my tent. 

AchiL I shall forestall thee, lord Ulysses, thou I' — 
Now, Hector, I have fed mine eyes on thee ;• 
I have with exact view perus'd thee, Hector, 
And quoted joftit by joint. 

Hect, Is this Achilles ? 

AchiL I am Achilles. 

Hect, Stand fuir, I pray thee : let me look on thee. 

AchiL Behold thy fill. 

Ilect. Nay, I have done already. 

AchiL Thou art too brief; I will the second time, 
As I would buy thee, view thee limb by limb. 

Hect O, like a b^ok of sport thoul't read me. o'er ; 
But there's more in me than thou understand'st. 
Why dost thou so oppress me with thine eye ? 

AchiL Tell me, you heavens, in which part of his body 
Shall I destroy him ? whether there, there, or there ? 
That I may give the local wound a name ; 
And make distinct the very breach, whereout 
Hector's great spirit flew : Answer me, heavens ! 

Hect. It would discredit the bless'd gods, proud man, 
To answer such a question : Stand again : 
Think'st thou to catch my life<f o pleasantly, 
As to prenominate in nice conjecture, 
Where thou vrilt hit me dead ? 

AchiL I tell thee, yea. 

Hect, Wert thou an oracle to tell me so, 
I'd not believe thee." Henceforth guard thee well ; 
For I'll not kill thee there, nor there, nor there ; 
But, by the forge that stithied Mars his helm,' 
I'll kill thee every where, yea, o'er and o'er. — 
You wisest Grecians, pardon me this brag. 
His insolence draws foHy from my lips ; 
But I'll endeavour deeds to match these words, 
Or may I never 

Ajax, Do not chafe thee, cousin ; — 
And you, Achilles, let these threats alone, 
Till accident, or purpose, bring you to't : 

[1] Should we nut rend, thottgkf NotwiUisUinding you have invited Hector \o 

roar tent, I shall draw him first to mJne. TYRwilITT. Thou ! was aucieat- 

\y used by one who meant to insult another. Perhaps the scorn of Achilles arose 
irem tiie supposition that Ulysses desipned to represent himself as the persoh next iu 
rank and consequence to Agamemnon. STEEVKNS. 

^ - • taken firom Lydgate. 8TEEYENS. 



[21 The hint for Hiis srpne of altercation is ta 
rs] A Uith is an auvU, a stithy a suiith*s-tbop. 



ST££YSN8. 
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Yoa may have every day enough of Hector, 
If yoo have stomach ; the general state, 1 fear. 
Can scarce entreat you to be odd with hun. 

Hect. I pray you, let us see you in the field ; 
We have had pelting wars, since you refus'd 
The Grecians' cause. 

Achil, Dost thou entreat me, Hector ? 
To-morrow, do I meet thee, fell as death ; 
To-night, all friends. 

Hect, Thy hand upon that match. 

Jiga, First, aU you peers of Greece, go to my tent : 
There in the full. convive we ; afterwards. 
As Hector's leisure and your bounties shall 
Concur together, severally entreat him. — 
Beat loud the tabourines, let the trumpets blow, 
That this great soldier may his welcome know. 

[Exe. all biU Troi. and Ulysses. 

7ro» My lord Ulysses, tell me, I beseech you. 
In what place of the field doth Calchas keep ? 

Ulyss, At Menelaus' tent, most princely Troilus . 
There Diomed doth feast with him to-night ; 
Who neither looks upon the heaven, nor earth, 
Dut gives all gaze and bent of amorous view 
On the fair Cressid. 

TVo. Shall I, sweet lord, be bound to j'ou so much, 
Afler we part from Agamemnon's tent. 
To bring roe thither ? 

Ulyss, Yoa shall command me, sir. 
As gentle tell me, of what honour was 
This Cressida in Troy ? Had she no lover there 
That wails her absence ? 

Tro. O, sir, to such as boasting show their scars, 
A mock is due. Will you walk on, my lord ? 
She was belov'd, she lov'd ; she is, and doth : 
But, still, sweet love is food for fortune's tooth. [Exeunt. 



ACT V. 

SCENE I. — Tfie Grecian Camp. B^ore Achilles' Tent. 
Enter Achilles and Fatroclus. 

AchiL I'll heat his blood with Greekish wine to-night, 
Which with my scimitar I'll cool to-morrow. — 
i'atroclas, let us feast him to the height. 

Fair. Here conies Thersites, 
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Enter THERSiTse. 

Achil, How now, thou^core of envy ? 
Thou crusty batch of nature,* what's the news ? 

Ther. Why, thou picture of what thou seemest, and 
idol of idiot- worshippers, here's a letter for thee. 

AchiL From whence, fragment ? 

Ther, Why, thou full dish of fool, from Troy. 

Pair/ Who keeps the tent now ? 

Ther. The surgeon's box, or the patient's wound. 
• Pair, Well said, Adversity ! and what need these tricks ? 

Ther, Pr'ythee be silent, boy ; I profit not by thy 
talk : thou art thought to be Achilles' male varlet. 

Patr. Male varlet, you rogue ! what's that ? 

Ther. Why, his masculine whore. Now the rotten dis- 
eases of tho gouth, tho guts-griping, ruptures, catarrhs, 
loads o'gravel i'theback, lethargies, cold palsies,* raw eyes, 
dirt-rotten livers, wheezing lungs, bladders full of impos- 
thume, sciatacas, lime-kilns i'the palm, incurable bone- 
ach, and the rivelled fee-simple of the tetter, take and 
take again such preposterous discoveries ! 

Patr. Why, thou damnable box of envy, thou, what 
meanest thou to curse thus ? 

Ther, Do I curse thee ? 

Patr, Why, no, you ruinous butt f you whoreson in* 
distinguishable cur, no.^ 

Ther. No ? why art thou then exasperate, thou idle 
immaterial skein of sleive silk,^ thou green sarcenet flap 
for a sore eye, thou tassal of a prodigal's purse, thou ? 
Ah, how the poor world is pestered with such waterflies ; 
diminutives of nature ! 

Patr. Out, gall '> ' 

Ther. Finch egg ! 

Achil, My sweet Patroclus, I am thwarted quite 
Frpm my great purpose in to-morrow's battle. 

[4] Batch—aW that is baked at one time, witlinut healing the oven afresh. Ther- 
sites has already been called cobloaf. '. STEEVENS. 

[o] This catalogue of loathsome maladies ends in the folio at cold palsies. This 
passage, as it stunds, is in the quaifo: the retrenclinient was, in my opinion, Judi- 
cious. It may be reniaikeit, though it proves nothing, that, of the few alterations 
made tjy Milton in tlie second edition of his tvonderfuT poem, one was, an enlarge- 
ment of the enumeration of diihises. JOHNSOX. 

6] Patroflus reproaches Thci-sites \vilh ileformity, with having one part croudeU 
in o another. JOHNSON. 

1] \. e. Thou cur of an uudeterminate shape. STEEVENS. 

[8 Alt the terms U5«d by Thersites of ratroclu$,are emblematicklly expressive of 
fleiciuility, compliance, and mean officiousness. JOHNSON. 

[9] Sir T. Hanraer feads, tivt-gnli ■, it has already apf>eared,tbat our autfior tbonght 
the mtt'gmtt tlie bittei* galL He iscailed nut. from toe conglobation <^iiis form ; but 
both the copies read, Out gall i JOHNSON. 
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Here is a letter from queen Hecuba ; 

A token from her daughter, my fair love ;* 

Both taxing me, and gaging me to keep 

An oath that I have sworn. I will not break it : 

Fall, Greeks ; fail fame ; honour ; or go, or stay ; 

My major vow lies here, this I'll obey. — 

Come, come, Thersites, help to trim my tent ; 

This night in banqueting must all be spent. — 

Away, Patroclus. [Exeunt Achil. and Patr. 

Ther, With too much blood, and too little brain, these 
two may run mad ; but if with too much brain, and too 
little blood, they do, I'll be a curer of madmen. Here'd 
Agamemnon, — an honest fellow enough, and one that 
loves quails ; but he has not so much brain as car-wax : 
And the goodly tranformation of Jupiter there, hisi 
brother, the buU, — ^the primitive statue, and oblique me- 
morial of cuckolds ; a thrifly shoeing-hom in a chain > 
hanging at his brother's leg, — ^to what form, but that he 
is, should wit larded with malice, and malice forced with 
wit, turn him to H* To an ass, were nothing ; he is both 
ass and ox : to an ox were nothing ; he is both ox and asi$. 
To be a do^, a mule, a cat, a fitchew, a toad, a lizard, an 
owl, a puttock, or a herring without a roe, I would not 
care : but to be Menelaus, — 1 would conspire against 
destiny. Ask me not what I would be, if 1 were not 
Thersites ; for I care not to be the louse of a lazar, so I 

were not Menelaus. Hey-day ! spirits and fires \^ 

Enter Hector, Troilus, Ajax, Agamemnon, Ulysses 
Nestor, Menelaus, and Diomed, with lights* 

Aga. We go wrong, we go wrong. 

Ajax. No, yonder 'tis ; 
There, where we see the Ughts. 

Hect, I trouble, you. 

Jljax, No, not a whit. 

Enter Achilles. 

Ulyss. Here comes himself to guide you. 

AchiL Welcome, brave Hector ; — welcome, princes all. 

Aga» So now, fair prince of Troy, I bid good nighl 
Ajax commands the guard to tend on you. 

Hect, Thanks, and good night, to the Greeks' general. 

[1] This circumstance is from the Three Destructions of Troy. HANMER. 

[2j Stuffed with wit A term in coolicry. In t\M speech 1 do not well understaud 
what is meant by loving quaiJs. JOIIXSON.— By loving ^runiV* thepoet may mean 
loviuir the comixiny of harlots. A tmaii is remarkably salacious. STEEVEN8. 

[3} This Thersites speaJu upmi the firsi sight of the distant Ughts. JOHNSON 

6 ^ Vol. IX D 2 
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Men. Good night, my lord. 

HetU Good night, sweet Menelaus. 

7^«r. Sweet draught: Sweet, quoth 'a! sweet sink; 
sweet sewer. 

Jlchil, Good night, 
And welcome, hoth to those that go, or tarry. 

Jlga, Good night. [Exe, Ageh. and Mcnel. 

JlchiL Old Nestor tarries ; and you too, Diomed, 
Keep Hector company an hour or two. 

Dio, I cannot, lonl ; I hare important business. 
The tide whereof is now. — Good night, great Hector. 

Hecu Give me your hand. 

Ulyss, Follow his torch, he goes 
To Calchas' tent ; I'll keep you company. [Aside to Tao 

Tro, Sweet sir, you honour me. 

Ilect. And so, good night. [Ktii Diohed ; Ultsses 

and Troilus following, 

AchiL Come, come, enter my tent. [Exe. Achilles. 

Hector, Ajax, and Nestor 

llier. That same Diomed's a false-hearted rogue, a 
most unjust knave ; I will no more trust him when he 
leers, than I will a serpent when he hisses : he will spend 
his mouth, and promise, like Brabler the hound ;* but 
when he performs, astronomers foretell it ; it is prodig- 
ious, there will come some change ; the sun borrows of the 
moon, when Diomed keeps his word. I will rather leave 
to see Hector, than not to dog him : they say, he keeps a 
Trojan drab, and uses the traitor Calchas' tent : I'll after. 
— Nothing but lechery ! all incontinent varlets ! [Exit. 

SCENE II. 

The same. Before Calchas' Tent. Enter Diomedes. • 
Dio. What are you up here, ho ? speak. " 
Col. [Within.] Who calls t 
Dio. Diomed. — Calchas, I think. — Where's your 

daughter ? 
Cal. [Within.] She comes to you. 
Enter Troilus and Ulysses, at a distance; after them ^ 

Thersites. 
Ulyss. Stand where the torch may not discover us. 

Enter Cressida, 
2Vo. Cressid come forth to him ! 

[4] If a hound givea kU month, and li not upon theacSfnt of dif nsMi iw i» by 
sportsmen calMaMIn^ or braMtr. - ANOltYMOUg. ^ ^ 
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Dio. How now, my chaise ? 

Orel. Now, my sweet guardian! — Hark! a word with you. 

TVor Yea, so ^uniliar ! [Wkitpers, 

Ulyss. She wiU sing any man at first sight. 

Ther, And any man may sing her, if he can take her 

Dio. Will you remember ? [cliiT ; she's noted. 

Cres, Remember? yes. 

Dio, Nay, but do then ; 
And let your mind be coupled with your words. 

Tro, What should she remember ? 

Ulyss. List ! 

Cres, Sweet honey Greek, tempt me no more to folly 

7%er. Rc^ery! 

Dio, Nay, then, — 

Cres. I'll tell you what : — 

Dio* Pho t pho ! come, tell a pin : You are forsworn. — 

Cres, In ^th, I cannot : What would you have me do ? 

Ther,' X jng^iing trick, to be — secretly open. 

Dio, What did you swear you would bestow on me ? 

Cfes, I pr'ythee, do not hold me to mine oath ; 
Bid jne do any thing but that, sweet Greek. 

Dio, Good night. 

Tro, Hold, patience ! 

tJlyss, How now, Trojan ? 

Cres, Diomed, 

Dio, No, no, good night : PU be your fool no more. 
^ro. Thy better must! 

Ctes, Hark ! one word in your car. 

Tro, O plague and madness ! 

Ulyss, You are mbv'd, prince ; let us depart, I pray you, 
Lest your displeasure should enlarge itself 
To wrathful- terms : this place is dangerous ; 
The time right deadly ; I beseech you, go. 

Tro. Behold, I pray you ! 

Ulyss, Now, good my lord, go off: 
You flow to great destruction ;* come, my lord. 

Tro. I pr'thee, stay. 

Ulyss,Y ou have not patience ; come. 

Tro, I pray you, stay ; by hell, and all hell's torments 
J will not speak a word. 

Dio, And so, good night. 

Ctes. 'Nay, but you part in anger. 

[A} Your fmpstuosity is such as must necessarigr expose you to imminent daueer. 
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Tro. Doth that grieve thee ? 

wither'd truth ! 

Ulyss. Why, how now, lord ? 
Tro, By Jove, 

1 will be patient. 

Cres. Guardian ! — ^why, Greek ! 

Dio. Pho, pho ! adieu ; you palter. 

Cres. In faith, I do not ; come hither once again.' 

Uly8s» You shake, my lord, at something ; will you go \ 
You will break out. 

Tro. She strokes his cheek ! 

Ulyss. Come, come. 

Tro. Nay, stay ; by Jove, I will not speak a word j 
There is between my will and all offences 
A guard of patience : — stay a little while. 

Ther. How the devil luxury, with hid fat rump^ and 
potatoe finger,* tickles these together I Fry, lechery, fry I 

Dio. But will you then ? 

Cres. In faith, I will, la ; never trust me else. ^ 

Dio. Give me some token for the surety of it, 

Cres, I'll tetch you one. [Ekit 

Ulyss. You have sworn patience. 

Tro. Fear me not, my lord ; 
1 will not be myself, nor have cc^ition 
Of what I feel ; I am all patience. 

Re-enter Cressida. 

Tlier. Now the pledge ; now, now, now I • • 

Cres. Here, Diomed, keep this sleeve. 

Tro. O beauty ! where'a Uiy 'faith? 

Ulyss. My lord, 

Tro. I will be patient ; outwardly I will. 

Cres. You look upon that sleeve ; Behold it well.-— 
He loved me — O false wench ! — Give't me again. 

Dio. Who was't ? 

Cres. No matter, now I have't again, s - 
I will not meet witii you to-morrow night : 
I pr'ythee, Diomed, visit me no more. . ' 

Ther. Now she sharpens ; — Well said, whetstone, 

Dio: I shall have it. 

Cres. What, this ? ^ 

Dio. Ay, that. 

Cres. O, all you gods ! — O pretty pretty pledge ! 
Thy master now lies thinking in his bed . 

\S\ Potatoe* were andcnf^ fegarded m ptvfitmAwm._ 0TKKVIN8. 
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Of thee, and me ; and sighs, and takes my glove, 
And gives memorial dainty kisses to it, 
As I kiss thee. — ^Nay, do not snatch it from me ; 
He, that takes that, must take my heart withal. 

Dio. I had your heart before, this follows it. 
. Tro. I did swear patience. 

Cres. You shall not have it, Diomed ; 'faith you shall not: 
III give you something else. 

Dio, I will have this ; Whose was it ? 

Cres. 'Tis no matter. 

Dio, Come, tell me whose it was. 

Cres. 'Twas one that loved me better than you will. 
,Bat, now you have it, take it. 

Xho. Whose was it ? 

Cret. By all Diana's waiting-women yonder,* 
And by herself, I will not tell you whose. 

Dio. To-morrow will Iwear it on my helm ; 
And grieve his spirit that dares not challenge it. 

Tro, Wert thou the devil, and wor'st it on thy horn, 
It should be challeng'd. 

Cres. Well, well, 'tis done, 'tis past ; — And yet it is not: 
I will not keep my word. 

Dio. Why then, farewell ; 
■Thou never shall mock Diomed again. 

Cres. You shall not go : — One cannot speak a word. 
But it straight starts you. 

Dio. I do not like this fooling. [pleases me best. 

Tker. Nor J, by Pluto : but that that likes not you, 

Dio. What, shall I come ? The hour ? 

Cres. Ay, come : O Jove I 

Do come : — I shall be plagu'd. 

Dio. Farewell till then. 

Ores.. Good night. I pr'ythee, come. — [Exit Dio. 
TroilAs, farewell ! one eye yet looks on thee ; 
But with my heart the other eye doth see. 
Ah ! pocur our seX t this fault in us I find. 
The error of our eye directs our mind : 
What error leads, must err ; O then conclude, 
Minds, sway'd by eyes, are full of turpitude. [Exit, 

Ther, A proof of strength she could not publish- more, 
Unless she said. My mind is now turn'd whore. 

Ulyss. All's done, my lord. 

Tro. It is. ' 

^[8] i. t. The Xan wbicb ihe po^ita to. WARBURTON . 
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Ulyss, Why stay we then ? 

Tro, To make a recordation to my soul 
Of every syllable that here was spoke. 
But, if I tell how these two did co-act, 
•Shall I not lie in publishing a truth ? 
2Sith yet there is a credence in my heart. 
An esperance so obstinately strong, 
That doth invert the attest of eyes and ears ; 
As if those organs had deceptions functions, 
Created only to calumniate. 
Was Cressid here ? 

Ulyss, I cannot conjure, Trojan,' 

Tro, She was not sure. 

Ulyss. Most sure she was. 

Tro. Why, my negation hath no taste of madness. 

Ulyss. Nor mine, my lord : Cressid was here but naw. 

Tro. Let it not be believ'd for womanhood ! 
Think, we had mothers ; do not give advantage . 
To stubborn criticks — apt, without a theme, 
For depravation, — to square the general sex 
By Cressid's rule : rather think this not Cressid. 

Ulyss. What hath she done, prince, that can soil our 
mothers ? 

Tro. Nothing at all, unless that this were she. 

Ther. Will he swagger himself out on*s own eyes ? 

Tro. This she ? no, this is Diomed's Cressida : ■ . 
If beauty have a soul, this is not she ; 
If souls guide vows, if vows be sanctimony. 
If sanctimony be the gods' delight, 
If there be rule in unity itself. 
This was not she, D madness of discourse. 
That cause sets up with and against itself! 
Bi-fold authority^? where reason can revolt 
Without perdition, and loss assume dl reason 
Without revolt ;' this- is, and is not, Cressid ! 
Within my soul there doth commence a fight 
Of this strange nature, that a tiling inseparate 
Divides more wider than the sky and earth ; 
And yet the spacious breadth of this division 
Admits no orifice for a point, as subtle 
As is Arachne's broken woof, to enter. 

[8] I ioanuot raise spirits in the forn' of * ressida. JOHNSON. 

[9] There is madness in that disquisition iu «hich avnan reasons at once for and 
against himself upon authority wh)cii he linuwb not to be valid. JOHNSON. 

[11 The word»lM»'aDdj»erritHcnare us«>din their comnioa sense, bat they swaiL 
the fuss or perdition of rmfon. ■ JOHNSON. 
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Instance, O instance ! strong as Pluto's gates ; 

Creasid is mine, tied with the bonds of heaven : 

Instance, O instance ! strong as heaven itself ; 

The bonds of heaven are slipp'd, dissolv'd, and loos'd ; 

And with another knot, five-linger-tied,* 

The fractions of her faith, orts of her love, 

The fragments, scraps, the bits, and greasy reliques 

Of her o'er-eaten faith ,^ are bound to Diomed. 

Ulyss, May worthy Troilus be half attach'd 
With that which h^e his passion doth express ? 

TVo. Ay, Greek ; and that shall be divulged well 
In characters as red as Mars his heart 
Inflam'd with Venus : never did young man fancy 
With so eternal and so fix'd a soul. 
Hark, Greek ; — As much as I do Cressid love. 
So much by' weight hate I her Diomed : 
That sleeve is mine, that he'll bear on his helm ; 
Were it a casque composed by Vulcan's skill. 
My sword should bite it : not the dreadful spout, 
Wliich shipmen do the hurricano call, 
Constring'd in mass by the almighty sun, 
Shall dizzy with more clamour Neptune's ear 
In his descent, than shall my promted sword 
Falling on Diomed. 

Ther. He'll tickle it for his concupy. 

Tro. Cressid ! O Mse Cressid ! false, false, false 
Let all untruths stand by thy stained name, 
And they'll seem glorious. 

Ulyts, O, contain yourself ; 
Your passion draws ears hither. 

Enter ^neas. 

Mne, I have been seeking you this hour, my lord ; 
Hector, by this, is arming him in Troy ; 
Ajax, your guard, stays to conduct you home. 

Tro. Have with you, prince: — My courteous lord, adieu: 
— ^Farewell, revolted fair ! — and, Diomed, 
Stand fast, and wear a castle on thy head ! 

Ulyss, I'll bring you to the gates. 

Tro. Accept distracted thanks. 

[t^xeunt Trolius, JEneas, and Ulysses. 

'ITier, 'Would, I could meet that rogue Diomed! I 
would croak like a raven ; 1 would bode, I would bode. 

i21 A knot tied by giving her hand to Diomed. JOHNSON. 

[3J Vowi which the bM already swallowed once over. We stUl ny of a fUthlMl 
man, that he has •* aatsn hU wonU."* JOHNSON. 
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Patroclus will give me any thing for the intelligence of 
this whore : the parrot will do no more for an almond, 
than he for a commodious drah. Lechery, lechery : stiU, 
wars and lechery ; nothing else holds fashion : A barniog 
devil take them ! [Exit 

SCENE III. 

Troy, Before Priam's Palace, Enter Hector and Andro- 
mache. 

And, When was my lord so much dngently tempered. 
To stop liis ears against admonishment ? 
1 narm, unarm, and do not fight to-day. 

lied. You train me to offend you ; get you in : 
By all the everlasting gods, I'll go. 

And, My dreams will, sure, prove ominous to the day. 

Ihct, No mor£, I say. 

Er^ter Cassandra. 

Cas, Where is my brother Hector ? 

And, Here, sister ; arm'd, and bloody in intent : 
Consort with me in loud and dear petition. 
Pursue we him on knees ; for I have dreamM 
Of bloody turbulence, and this whole night 
Ifath nothing been but shapes and forms of slaughter. 

Cas, O, it is true. 

Hect, Ho ! bid my ti*umpet sound ! 

Cas, No notes of sally, for the heavens, sweet brother 

Ileci, Begone, I say ; the gods have heard me swear. 

Cas, The gods are deaf to hot and peevish vows ; 
They are polluted offerings, more abhorr'd 
Than spotted livers in the sacrifice. 

And, O ! be persuaded : Do not count it holy 
To hurt by being just : it is as lawful. 
For we would give much, to use violent thefts,* 
And rob in the behalf of charity. 

Cas, It is the purpose, that.makes strong the vow ;* 
But vows to every purpose, must not hold ; 
Unarm, sweet Hector, 

Hect, Hold you still, I say ; 
Mine honour keeps the weather of my fate : 

Life every man holds dear ; but the dear man^ 

■ - " ■■■ ■ ■ ■ 1^ 

[41. i. e. To use violent thefts, Ucauat we would give much. TYRWHITT. 

(51 The mad prophetess sjieaks here with all the coolness of a skilful casuist. 
'' Tiie essence l^ a lawful vow if a lawful purpose, and the tow of which the end U 
wrong must not be regarded as ccurent.'* JOHNSON. 

[6] /7<ar— valuable. JOHNSON. 
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Holds honour fiir more precious-dear than life. — 

Enter Troilus. 
How now, young man ? mean'st thou to fight to-day ? 

And. Cassandra, call my father to persuade. 

[Exit, Cassandra. 

Hect. No, 'faith, young Troilus ; doff thy harness, youth. 
I am to-day i'the vein of chivalry : 
Let grow thy sinews till their knots he strong, 
And tempt not yet the brushes of the war. 
i Unarm thee, go ; and doubt thou not, brave boy, 
ril stand, to-day, for thee, and me, and Troy. 

Tro. Brother, you have a vice of mercy in you, 
)Thich better fits a lion, than a man." 

Hect. What vice is that, good Troilus ? chide me for it 

Tro. When many times the captive Grecians fall, 
Even in the fan and wind of your fair sword, 
Y'ou bid them rise, and live.® 

Hect. O, 'tis fair play. 

Tro. Fool's play, by heaven, Hector. 

Hect. How now ? how now ? 

Tro. For the love of all the gods. 
Let's leave this hermit pity with our mother ; 
And when we have our armours buckled on, 
The venom'd vengeance ride upon our swords ; 
Spur them to ruthful work, rein them trom ruth. 

Hect. Fie, savage,, fie ! 

Tro. Hector, then 'tis wars. 

Hect. Troilus, I would not have you fight to-day. 

Tro. Who should withhold me ? 
N'ot fate, obedience, nor the hand of Mars 
Beckoning with fiery truncheon my retire ; 
Not Priamus and Hecuba on knees. 
Their eyes o'ergalled with recourse of tears f 
Nor you, my brother, with your true sword drawn, 
Oppos'd to hinder me, should stop my way, 
But" by my ruin. 

[7] The traditions and stories of the darker ages aboooded with examples of the 
lioB^ generosi^. Upon the supposition that these acts of clemency were tnie, Trol 
fus reasons aot impn^rty, that to spare against reason, bv mere instinct of pity, be 
came rather s generous l>enst than a wise man. JOHNSON. 

[8] Shakeroeara seems not to liare studied the Homeric character of Hectoft 
whose dispowion was by no means inclined to ciem«ncy, as we may learn from An • 
ilromache^ speech in the 24th Iliad : 

«* For thy stern father nerer spar'd a foe." Pope. 

** Thy father Iwy, bore never into fight 

Amiiliymindf "* Cmoper. STEKVENS. 

[9] Tcm that continue to coarse one another dowq the fpce. WAR^URTO^ 
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Rc'enter Cassandra, rvith Priam. 

Cm. Lay hold upon him, Pnam, hold him fast : 
He is thy crutch ; now i{ thou lose thy stay, ■ 
Thou on him leaning, and all Troy on thee, 
Fall all together. 

Pri, Come, Hector, come, go hack : 
Thy wife hath dream'd ; thy mother hath had Tisions ; 
Cassandra doth foresee ; and 1 myself 
Am Uke a prophet suddenly enrapt. 
To tell thee — that this day is ominous : 
Therefore, come hack. 

Hect. ^neas is a-field ; 
And I do stand engag'd to many Greeks, 
Even in the faith of valour, to appear 
This morning to them. 

Pri, But thou shalt not go. 

Hect I must not break my faith. 
You know me dutiful ; therefore, dear sir, 
Let me not shame respect ; but give me leave 
To take that course by your consent and voice. 
Which you do here forbid me, royal Priam. 

Cas, O Priam, yield not to him. 

And, Do not, dear father. 

Hect, Andromache, I am offended with you : 
Upon the love you bear me, get you in. [Exit Andro. 

Tro, This foolish, dreaming, superstitious girl 
Makes all these bodements. 

Cas, O farewell, dear Hector. ^ 

Look, how thou diest I look, how thy eye turns pale . 
Look, how thy wounds do bleed at many vents ! 
Hark, how Troy roars ! how Hecuba cries out ! 
How poor Andromache shrills her dolours forth I 
Behold, destruction, frenzy, and amazement, 
Like witless anticks, one another meet. 
And all cry — ^Hector I Hector's dead I Q Hector I . 

Tro, Away ! — Away ! — 

Cas, Farewell. — Yet, soft : — Hector, I take my -leave : 
Thou dost thyself and all our Troy deceive. . [Exit 

Hect, You are amaz'd, my liege, at her exclaim : 
Go in, and cheer the town : we'll forth, and fight ; 
Do deeds worth priaise, and tell you them fit night. 

Pri, Farewell : the gods with safety stand about thee ! 
[Exeunt severally Pri. and Hect, Jilf^Tiims 
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Tro. Thej are at it ; hark ! Proud Diomed, beliere, 
I come to lose mj arm, or win my sleeve.^ 

I A$ Troilus is going outy enter, from the other side 

Pandarus. 

f Past, Do you hear, my lord ? do you hear ? rt 

Tro. What now ? 

Pan. Here's a letter from yon' poor girl. 

Tro. Let me read. 

Pan. A whoreson ptisick, a whoreson rascally ptisick so 
troubles me, and the foolish fortune of this girl ; and 
what one thing, what another, that I shall leave you one 
o'these days : And 1 have a rheum in mine eyes too ; and 
such an ache in my bones, that, unless a man were 
cursed, I cannot teU what to think on't. — What says she 
there ? 

Tro. Words, words, mere words, no matter from the 
heart ; [Tearing the letter 

The effect doth operate another way. — 
Go, wind, to wind, there turn and change together. — 
My love with words and errors still she feeds ; 
But edifies another with her deeds. [Exeunt severalhj. 

SCENE IV. 

Between TVoy and the Grecian Camp. Alarums : Excur- 
sions. Enter Tuersites. 
Ther. Now they are clapper-clawing one another ; I'll 
go look on. That dissembhng abominable varlet, Diomed, 
has got that same scurvy, doting, foolish young knave's 
sleeve of Troy there, in his helm : I would fain see them 
meet ; that that same young Trojan ass, that loves the 
whore there, might s^nd that Greekish whoremasterly 

[1] In Ibe folicw, and one of the quartos, this scene is continued by the foUowinff 
dialoeoe between Pandarus and Trollua, wbfeh the poet certatady meant to have 
been Inserted at the end »f the p^y, where the three concluding lines of it are re- 
peated in the copies already meotloned. There can be no doubt but that the players 
shniBed the parts backward and forward, ad libitum tlbr the poet woold hardly have 
ftven usan unnecessary repetition of the same words, nor have d is mi s sed Pandaroi 
twiea in the auBe mumer. STEEVENS. 

The Otee Unes alluded to, which are found in the folio at the end of this scene, a$ 
vfell aa near the conclusion of the play, are these • 

** Fand, Why but hear you 

Tn. Hence, broker lacquey ! igrnomy and shame 
Pursue thy life, and Hre aye with thy name r 
Hut hi the uriffinal cony in quarto there Is no rtpetUion (except of the word8~-fli« 
hemr fe«)i no absunlity or impropriety. In that copy the followinf dialogue 
between TrbihM and Pandarus Is fbund in lu present place, predselv as it U 
here given j but the three Unci above <|noted do not constitute any part of the scen»^. 
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villain, with the sleeve, hack to the dissembling luxurious 
drab, on a sleeveless errand. O'the other side, The po- 
licy of those crafty swearing rascals, — that stale old mouse- 
eaten dry cheese, Nesior ; and that same dog-fox, Ulysses, 
— ^is. not proved worth a black-berry : — They set me up, 
in policy, that mongrel cur, Ajax, against that dog of as 
bad a kind, Achilles : and now is the cur Ajax prouder 
than the cur Achilles, and will not arm to-day ; where- 
upon the Grecians begin to proclaim barbarism,* and poli- 
cy grows into an ill opinion. 
Soft ! here come sleeve, and t'other. 

Enter Diomedes, Troii.us following, 

Tro. Fly not ; for, shouldst thou take the river Stjrx, 
I would swim after. 

Dio. Thou dost miscall retire : 
I do not fly ; but advantageous care 
Withdrew me from the odds of multitude : . 
Have at thee ! 

JTier, Hold thy whore, Grecian ! Now for thy whore ^ 
Trojan ! — now the sleeve, now the sleeve ! 

[Exe. Troi. and DioM,Jighiing, 
Enter Hector. 

Hect, What art thou,' Greek ? art thou for Hector's 
match ? 
Art thou of blood, and honour ? 

Ther. No, no : — I am a rascal ; a scurvy railing knave ; 
a very filthy rogue. 

Hect, I do believe thee : — ^live. [Exit, 

Ther, God-a-mercy, that thou wilt believe me ; But a 
plague break thy neck, for frighting me ! What's become 
of the wenching rogues ? I think, they have swallowed 
one another : I would laugh at thbt miracle. Yet, in a 
sort, lechery eats itself. I'll seek them. [jEa;iV. 

SCENE V. 
The same. Enter Diomedes and a Servant 

Dio. Go, go, my servant, take thou Troilus' horse ; 
Present the fair steed to my lady Cressid : 
Fellow, commend my service to her beauty ; 
Tejl her, 1 have chastis'd the amorous Trojan, 
And am her knight by proof. [-EaciV, 

Serv, I go, my lord. 

2] To let up the authority of i?noraoce, to declare that they will be ^rerned hy 
no longer. JOHNSON. 
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Enter Agamemnon. 
Aga, Renew, renew ! The fierce Polydamus 
Hath beat down Menon : bastard Margarclon 
Hath Doreus prisoner ; 
And stands colossus -wise, waving his beam,' 
Upon the pashed corses of the kings* 
£pistrophus and Cedius : Polyxcnes is slain ; 
Amphimachus, and Thoas, deadly hurt ; 
Patroclus ta'en, or slain ; and Palamedes 
Sore hurt and bruis'd : the dreadful Sagittary* 
Appals our numbers ; haste we, Diomed, 
To reinforcement, or we perish all. 

Enter Nestor. 

Kest. Go, bear Patroclus' body to Achilles ; 
And bid the snail-pac'd Ajax arm for shame. — 
There is a thousand Hectors in the field : 
Now here he fights on Galathe his horse. 
And there lacks work ; anon, he's there afoot. 
And there they fly, or die, like scaled sculls^ 
Before the belching whale ; then is he yonder. 
And there the strawy Greeks, ripe for his edge, 
Fall down before him, like the mower's swath : 
Here, there, and every where, he leaves, and takes , 
Dexterity so obeying appetite. 
That what he will, he does ; and does so much, 
That proof is call'd impossibility. 

Enter Ulysses. 

Ulyss, O, courage, courage, princes ! great Achilles 
Is arming, weeping, cursing, vowing vengeance : 
Patroclus' wounds have rous'd his drowsy blood. 
Together with his mangled Myrmidons, 



rn 



SI nis lance like a weaver's beam, as Gol'mlh's <;pear i.s describeil. 6TEEVENS. 

|4] PofAeil— brulsetl, crushed. BTEEVENiS. 

\S\ *^ Beyonde the royalme ef Amasoone came an auiic>'^nt kyngv, wyve ami 
dyacreete, named Epystrophus, and broaeflii a I\l. knygbtps, and a niervayllouse beste 
that was called HagUtayre^ that behynde ihe ntyddes was an horse, and to fore, n 
man : tbis beste was beery like a borse, Hiid had his even rede Uke a cole, and 
sbotte well with a liowe: thit beste made the Grektt tore aferde^ and slew nwny 
of them wUh hu 6«oc.» Three Destructions of Truy. TnEOBALD. 

[6] 8cuH»—greM numbera of fishes swimmine: tf)|fjether. Scaled means here dls- 
peneU, put to ffight 8TEEVGNS.— ~— ^c«//« nod shoaU have not only one and 
the same meaning, but are actuullr, or at lea^t originally, one and the same word. 
A teittl of berriogs (ami it is u> those fish that tlii; speaker alludes) so termed on 
the COM! of NorAiik ami Suffolk, is elsewhere caiUd a skoal. KITSON. 
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That noseless, handless, hack'd and chipp'd, come to bim. 

Crying on Hector. Ajiix hath lost a friend, 

And foams at mouth, and he is «rmM, and at it, 

Roaring for Troiliis ; who hath done to-day 

Mad and fantastic excution ; 

Engaging and redeeming of himself. 

With such a careless force, and forceless care, 

As if that luck, in very spite of cunning. 

Bade him win all. 

Enter Ajax. 

Ajax. Troilus ? thou coward Troilus ! [JEJjrtit. 

Dio. Ay, there, there. 

JSfest, So, so, we draw together. 

• 

Enter Achilles. 
Achil. Where is this Hector ? 
Come, come, thou boy-queller,' show thy face ; 
Know what it is to meet Achilles angry. 
Hector I where's Hector ? I will none but Hector. 

[Exewu. 

SCENE VI. 

Another Part of the field. Enter A.tax. 

Ajax. Troilus, thou coward Troilus, show thy head ! ' 

Enter Diomedes. 

Dio, Troilus, I say ! where's Troilus ? 
Aiax, What would'st thou ? 
Dio. I would correct him. 

Ajax, Were I the general, thou should'st have mv office, 
Ere that correction ; — Troilus, I say ! what, Trouiis ! 

Enter TaoiLus. 

Tro, O traitor Diomed ! — turn thy false face, thou trai- 
tor. 
And pay thy life thou ow'st me for my horse ! 
Dio, Ha ! art thou th^re ? 
Ajax, I'll fight with him alone : stand, Diomed. 
Dio, He is my pri2e, 1 will not look upon. 
Tro, Come both, you cogging Greeks ; have at you 

both. [Exeunt^ fighting, 

■ ■ - * f 

[7] Boj-qnenery I e. murderer of a I197. STKSVEN8. 
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Enter Hector. 

HecL Tea, Troilus ? O, well fought, my youngest 
brother ! 

Enter Achilles. 

AckU* Now do I see thee : Ha ! — have at thee, Hector. 

Heci. Pause, if thou wilt. 

AchiL I do disdain thy courtesy, proud Trojan. 
Be happy, that my arms are out of use : 
IVIy rest and negligence hefriend thee now, 
But thou anon shalt hear of me again ; 
Till when, go seek thy fortune. [Exh 

Hect, Fare thee well : — 
J would have been much more a fresher man, 
Had I expected thee. — ^How now, my brother ? 

Re-enter Troilus. 

Tro. Ajax hath ta'en ^Eneas ; Shall it be ? 
No, by the flame of yonder glorious heaven, 
He shall not carry him ; I'll be taken too, 
Or bring him off : — ^Fate, hear me what I say ! 
1 reck not though thou end my life to-day. [Exit, 

Enter one in sumptiwus armour. 

Hect, Stand, stand, thou Greek ; thou art a goooly 
mark : — ^ 
No ? wilt thou not ? — flike thy armour well ;• 



rSI TbUcircumHtiince is taken from Lydfratc^s poeoi, p. 19S: " Galde in kit 

bistorie doth sbi^w,'' kc STEEVENS. 

I fflkDte from the originali 1555 : 

>* ■ ■■ » i n this while a Orclcish king be mctte, 

Wave it of liap or of ailTenture, 

The which io soothe on his cote armoure 

EnJmmded had futi manT ryche stone, 

That gave a ly{rbt, wben the sonne shone, 

Fall bryght and cipare, that Joye was to sene, 

For mries wbite and emerawdes grene 

Full iflnny one wrre therein sette. — 

Of whose arraye wben liector taketh hcdc, 

Towardes bini fast ffnn bim drawe. 

And fynt I fynrle bow he bath him triawe, 

And after tint by force of his mnohrade 

He lient liim up afore him oa bis stede, 

And fast gan wyth bim fbr to rydo 

From tiM wardes a lyiell out of syde, 

At good leyser playnfy, if l»e mnye, 

To spoyle him of bis rich arraye. — 

On Iiorse-lMieke out when iie him ladde, 

Redilessly the ctorye maketb my ode 

He caste his sbelde at bis baclte l>ebyiide, 

To weld him selfe at more liberlye,— 

So that hlf brest dimmed was and bare/' MAL0NE. 
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rU frush it,* and unlock the rivets all. 

But ril be master of it : — Wilt thou not, beast, abide? 

Why then, fly on, I'll hunt thee for thy hide. [JEx« 

SCENE VII. 

The same. Enter Achilles, nith -Myrmidons. , 

AchiL Come here about me, you my Myrmidons ; 
Mark what I sav. — Attend me where 1 wheel : 
Strike not a stroke, but keep yourselves in breath ; 
And when 1 have the bloody Hector found. 
Empale him with your weapons round about ; 
In fellest manner execute your arms. 
Follow me, sirs, and my proceedings eye :— 
It is decreed — ^Hector the great must die. [ExewU. 

SCENE VIII. 

The same. Enter Menelaus and Paris fighting. Then 

Thersites. 

Thcr, The cuckold, and the cuckold-maker are a. ii : 
Now, bull ! now, dog ! 'Loo, Paris, 'loo i Now my double- 
henn'd sparrow ! 'Loo, Paris, 'loo ! The bull has the 
game : — 'ware horns, ho ! [Exe, Paris anc^ Me^ela^s. 

Enter Mar(iare»n. 

Mar, Turn, slave, and fight. 

Ther, What art thou ? 

Mar, A bastard son of Priam's. 

Ther, I am a bastard too ; I love bastards : I am a bas- 
tard begot, bastard instructed, bastard in mind, bastard in 
valour, in every thing illegitimate. One bear will not 
bite another, and wherefore should one bastard ? Take 
heed, the quarrel's most ominous to us : ,if the son o^ a 
whore fight for a whore, he tempts judgment : Farewell, 
bastard ! 

Mar, The devil take thee, coward ? [ExeurU. 

[0] To /rush n cliickon, vVc. is a term in carving-, which we may ffuppose to have 
tM>en s%'nonvmoiis with ^^ break up a capun)*' woida that occur in Love's Labours' 
lK)st ■ STK EVENS. 
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SCENE IX. 

Another part of the Field, Enter Hector. 

ect» Most putrified core, so fair without, 
goodly armour thus hath cost thy life. 
' is my day's work done ; I'll take good breath : 
, sword ; thou hast thy fiU of blood and death ! 

[Puts off^his helmet y and hangs his 
shield behind him. 

Enter Achilles and Myrmidons. 

kil. Look, Hector, how the sun begins to set : 
ugly night comes breathing at his heels : 
I with the vail and darkening of the sun,* 
lose the day up, Hector's life is done. 
!G^. I am unarm'd ; forego this Vantage, Greek. 
htl. Strike, fellows, strike ;* this is the man I seek. 

[Hector falls. 
lion, fall thou next ! now, Troy, sink down ; 

} lies thy heart, thy sinews, and thy bone. 

Sfjrrmidons ; and cry you all amain, 
Us haih the mighty Hector slain. 

[A Retreat sounded 



H* tfrnU is, I think, the sinking^ of the ran : not Teil, or cover. JOHNSON- 
Ui partieular of Achilles overpowerine Hector by numbers, and without 
f is taken from the old <(torv-book. HANMER. 

IT, ia Lydgate^s poem, fal'ls by the liand of Achilles ! but It is TroUuc 
vnng been inclosed round by the Myrmidons, is killed after his armour 
m hewn from his body, which was afterwards dniwn tliroucfa tlie field at 
mhtaSL TlieOxibrd editor, I beHere, was misinformed; for in the old 
Kft of the Three Drttntctunts of TVoy, I find likewise the sane aecomu 
f the death of Troilus. Heywood, in his Rape of Ijucrece^ 163S, seems to 
•en indebted to some such work as Sir T. Ilaiimer mentions: 

<* Had ptiiaMnt Hector by Achilles' Iiand 

DyM in a sinirie monomachie, Achilles 

Had been the worthy *, but \ieing slttm by odds, 

The poorest Mynnidt>a had as much honour 

As faint Achilles, in the IVqjan's death." 
C unpleasant to olMerve with what veiiemenoe Lyd^te, who in the p*oflfef t 
hat violated all the characters drawn by Homer, takes upon him to reprehend 
cian poet as the ori{;inal ofl'euder : 

*' Oh thou, Homer, for siiame be now red, 

And thee amase tliat boldest thy selfe so wysr, 

On Achylle* to set suche sreat a prj'se 

In thy bokes for his chivalrye, 

Al>oye echoiie that dust byin magnifve. 

That was so sleygbtv nud so full of iraude, 

Why gevest tbou bvm i>o Uve a pray^e and laude i" ST£EVSNB. 

7 Vol.. IX. E 
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Hark ! a retreat upon our Grecian part. 

Myr, The Trojan trumpets sound the like, my lord. 

Achil. The dragon wing of night o'erspreadfl the earth. 
And, stickler like, the armies separates.' 
My half-supp'd sword, that frankly would have fed,* 

Pleas'd with this dainty bit, thus goes to bed. 

\Skeath^9 his /word. 
Come, Ue his body to my horse's tail ; 
Along the field I will the Trojan trail. [Exemt, 

SCENE X. 

The tame. Enter Agamemnon, Ajax, Menelaus, Nsstob, 
DioMEDES, and others, marching. Shouts Tvithin* 

Aga. Hark ! hark ! what shout is that ? 

JVest. Peace, drums. 

[Within] Achilles! 
Achilles ! Hector's slain ! Achilles ! 

Dio. The bruit is — Hector's slain, and by Achillas. 

Ajax. If it be so, yet bragless let it be ; 
Great Hector was as good a man as he. 

Aga. March patiently along : — Let one be sent 
To pray Achilles see us at our tent, — 
If in his death the gods have us befriended, 
Great Troy is ours, and our sharp wars are ended. 

[Exeunt marehiflg^ 

SCENE XI. 

Another Part of the Field. Enter -Eneas and Trofdns. 

Mne. Stand, ho ! yet are we masters of the field s 
Never go home ; here starve we out the night. 

r 

Enter Troilus. 

Tro. Hector is slain. 

All. Hector ?— The gods forbid ! 

Tro. He's dead ; and at the murderer's horse's tail, 

[2] Stkklers are arbitratom, JudgeSf or as called in some places, sideahien. At 
ereiy wrestling in Cornwall, before the gamu begiti, a certain number of atiokUn 
art* chosen, who re;;u]nte the prbceedingSf and determine c»verj dispnte. StieUtr 
is immediately from the verb stickle, to interfere, to talte part with, to \msf oae^ 
self in any matter. RITSON. 

[3] Wimtever may liave been tiie remainder of this speech, as it came mat of 
Sliakespeare^s hands, we may be confident tliat this bombast staff made no part 
of it. Our author's grol*! was stolen, and the tbiefs brass left in its place. 

RITSON. 
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Y r In beastly sort, dragg'd through the shameful field.— 
^'"* Frown on, you heavens, effect your rage with speed I 
Sit, gods, upon your thrones, and smile at Troy !^ 
I say, at once let your brief plagues be mercy. 
And linger not our sure destructions on ! 

JEne, My lord, you do discomfort all the host. 
^j Tro, You understand me not, th^t tell me so : 

I do not speak of flight, of fear, of death ; 
But dare all imminence, that gods and men 
Address their dangers in. Hector is gone ! 
Who shall tell Priam so, or Hecuba ? 
Let him, that will a screech-owl aye be call'd. 
Go into Troy, and say there — ^Hector's dead : 
There is a word will Priam turn to stone ; 
Make wells and Niobes of the maids and wives, 
Cold statues of the youth ; and, in a word. 
Scare Troy out of itself. But, march, away : 
Hector is dead ; there is no more to say. 
Stay yet ; — You vile abominable tents. 
Thus proudly pight upon our Phrygian plains/ 
Let Titan rise as early as he dare, 
ril through and through you ! — And thou, great-siz'd 
No space of earth shall sunder our two hates ; [coward 
I'll haunt thee like a wicked conscience still. 
That mouldeth goblins swifl as frenzy thoughts.*- 
Strike a free march to Troy ! — with comfort go : 
Hope of revenge shall hide our inward woe.' 

[Exe, ^17EAS and Trojans. 



[4] W« ihookl md— MNiCfl at, instead of ttwUe. M. MASON. Mr Up. 

fM thiaks that Shakespeare had the Psalmist in view. » He that dweUeth in 
baaven shall laurh them to scorn *, the Lord sliali have them in derision." Fi. 
ii. 4. <* The Iiora shall lanffh him to scorn ; for he hath seen that his day is 
coBdnf ." P$. xxxrii. 13. Di the passngc before us, the iieavens are the miuiaters 
of tbit fods to execute their renpeanre. and they are bid to froum <m ; but the 
cods themfelTes tmUe at Troy ; they hold Troy in dtrision^ /or itt dtn u cowimi^*** 

[5] P(rA<~-«itched, fixed. The obsolete preterite and participle passive of to 
fiiuL 6TEEVENS. 

[6] This couplet affbrds a full and natural close of the phiy ; and thouf^h I 
e&ee thoarht dUTerently. I must now declare my firm beliet that Shaltcqieaiv 
darirocd it should end here, and that what follows is either a subsequent and 
ii^iKlidous restoration from an elder drama, or the nonsense of tome wretched 
buffoon, who represented Pandanu. When the hero of the scene was not only 
alive, but on the stage, our author would scarce have trusted the conclusion of 
Us piece to a subordinate character, whom he had uniformly held nj) to detesta- 
tion. It is still less probable that he should have wound up his story with a stupid 
omtrmge to decency, and a deliberate insult on his audience.— But in several other 
parts of tUs drama I cannot persnade mTself that 1 have been readine- Shakespeare. 

ST££V£NS. 
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A$ Troilus is going out, enter from the other Hde^ Fil- 

DARUS. 

Pan. But hear you, hear you ! 

Tro, Hence, broker lackey ! igDoroy and shame 
Parsue thy life, and live aye with thy name ! [Exit, 

Pan. A goodly med'cine for my aching bones! — 
world ! world ! world ! thus is the poor agent despised ! 
O traitors and bawds, how earnestly are you set a' work, 
and how ill requited ! Why should our endearour be so 
loved, and the performance so loathed ? what verse for 
it ? what instance for it ? — ^Let me see : — 

Full merrily the humble-bee doth sing. 
Till he hath lost his honey, and his sting : 
And being once subdued in armed tail. 
Sweet honey and sweet notes together fail. — 
Good traders in the flesh, set this in your painted cloths.* 

As many as be here of pander's hall, 
Ifour eyes, half out, weep out at Pandar's fall : 
Or, if you cannot weep, yet give some groans, 
Though not for me, yet for your aching bones. 
Brethren* and sisters, of the hold-door trade. 
Some two months hence my will shall here be made : 
It should be now, but that my fear is this, — ^ 
Some galled goose of Winchester would hiss :* 
Till then Til sweat, and seek about for eases ; 
And, at that time, bequeath you my diseases. [Exit, 

n\ i. «. the painted canTas with which your rooms are hung. STEEVENS. 

[81 The fmblic stews were anciently under the juriMlicii«»u ol'tlic Bishop of Win- 
qhetter. STEEVENS. 
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OBSERVATIONS. 



Cymbeline.] Mr. Pope supposed the story of this play 
to have been borrowed from a novel of Boccace ; but he 
was mistaken, as an imitation of it is found in an old story- 
book entitled Westward for Smelts, This imitation differs 
in as many particulars from the Italian novehst, as from 
Shakespeare, though they concur in some material parts 
of the fable. It was published in a quarto pamphlet 1603. 
This is the only copy of it which I have hitherto seen. 

There is a late entry of it in the books of the Station- 
ers^ Company, Jan. 1619, where it is said to have been 
written by Kitt of Kingston, Steevens. 

The only part of the fable, however, which can be pro- 
nounced with certainty to be drawn from thence, is, Imo- 
gen's wandering about afler Pisanio has left her in the fo- 
rest ; her being almost fiunished ; and being taken at a sub- 
sequent period, into the service of the Roman general as a 
page. The general scheme of Cymbeline is, in my opin- 
ion, formed on Boccace's novel (Day 2, Nov. 9.) and 
Shakespeare has taken a circumstance from it, that is 
not mentioned ki the other tale. See Act II. sc. ii. It 
appears from the preface to the old translation of tho I>e- 
ramerone, printed in 1620, that many of the novels had 
before received an English dress, and had been printed 
separately : " I know, most worthy lord, (says the prin- 
ter in his Epistle Dedicatory,) that many of them [the 
novels of Boccace] have long since been published before, 
as stolen from the original author, and yet not beautified 
with his sweet style and elocution of phrase, neither sa- 
vouring of his singular moral! applications." 

Cytnbeline, I imagine, was written in the year 1606. 
See An Attempt to ascertain the Order of Shakespeare's 
Plays, Vol. II. The king from whom the play takes its 
title began his reign, according to Holinshed, in the 19th 
year of the reign of Augustus Cassar ; and the play 
commences in or about the twenty-fourth year of Cym- 
beline's reign, which was the forty-second year of the 
reign of Augustus, and the 16th of the Christian aera : 
notwithstanding which, Shakespeare has peopled Rome 
with modern Itidians ; Philario, lachimo, kc, Cymbeline 
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IS said to have reigned thirty-Avc years, leaving at his 
death two sons, Guiderius and Arviragus. Malgne. 

L An ancient translation, or rather a deformed and inter- 

I polated imitation, of the ninth novel of the second day of 

J the Dacameron of Boccacio, has recently occured. The 

\ title and colophon of this rare piece, are as follows : 

*• This mater treatetli of a merchautes wyfe that afler- 

l warde went lyke a ma and becam a great lorde and was 

L* called Freder}'ke of Jennen afterwarde." 

" Thus endeth this lytell story of lorde Frederyke. 
Impryted i Anwarpe by me John Dusborowhge, dwellyngo 
besyde y* Camer porte in the yere of our lorde god a. 
M.CCCCC. and xviij." 

This novel exhibits the material features of its original ; 
though the names of the characters are changed, their sen- 
timents debased, and their conduct rendered still more im- 
probable than in the scenes before us. John of Florence 
is the Ambroginlo, Ambrosias of Jennens the Bcrnabo of 
the story. Of the translator's elegance of iningination. 
and felicity of expression, the two following instances ma\ 
be sufficient. He has converted the j)icturesque mole un- 
der the left breast of the lad}-, into a black wart on her left 
arm ; and when at last, in a male iiabit, she discovers her 
sex, instead of displaying her bosom only, he obliges her 
to appear before the King and his whole court completely 
'* nsdced, save that she had a karcher of sylke before hyr 
members." — The whole work is illustrated with wooden 
. cuts representing every scene throughout the narrative. 

I know not that any advantage is gained by the discove- 
ry-of this antiquated piece, unless it serves to strengthen 
our belief that some more faithful translation had furnish- 
ed Shakespeare with incidents which, in their original 
Italian, to him at least were inaccessible. Steevens. 



OvMBELiNE, king of Britain. 
Cloton, son to the queen by a former husband. 
Leonatus Posthumus, a gentleman, husbcuid to Imogen. 
Belarius, a banished lord, disgwsed under the name of 

Morgan. 
Gu ERius isons to Cymheline, disguised under the nam>es 
A« « «J \ of Polydore and CadwaL supposed sons to 
AnviRAGUS, ^ %,iariL ^ 

Philario, friend to Posthumus} j ,. 
Iachimo, friend to Philario \ 
A French Gentleman, friend to Philario. 
Caius Lucius, general of the Roman forces. 
A Roman Captain, l^o British Captains, 
FiSANio, servant to Posthumus. 
Cornelius, a physician. 
Two Gentlemen. 
Tiro Gaolers 

i^ueen, wife to Cymheline. 

Imogen, daughter to Cymbeline by a former queen, 

[Iblen, woman to Imogen, 

f4ords, Ladies, Roman Senators, Tribunes, Apparitions, a 
Soothsayer, a Dutch Gentleman, a Spanish Gentleman, 
Musicians, Officers, Captains, Soldiers^ Messengers, and 
other Attendants. 



SCEJSfE — sometime-^ in Britain : sometimes in Italy. 
• 
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CYMBELINE. 



ACT I. 

.SCENE I. — Britain, The Garden behind Cymbeline's 
Palace. Enter tTi'o Gentlemen, 

1 Gcnf. 

\ OU do not meet a man, but frowns : our blood« 
No more obey the heavens, than our courtiers ; 
Still seem, as does the king's.' 
2 Gent. But what's the matter ? 

1 Gent. His daughter, and the heir of his kingdom, whom 
}Ic purposed to his wife's sole son, (a widow. 

That late he married,) hath referrM hewelf 
l/nto a poor but worthy gentleman : She's wedded ; 
1 ler husband banish'd ; she imprisoii'd : all 
Is outward sorrow ; though, I think, the king 
Be touchM at very heart. 

2 Gent. None but the king ? 

1 Gent. He, that hath lost her, too : so is the ([ueen. 
That most dcsir'd the match : But not a courtier. 
Although they wear their faces to the bent 

Of the king's looks, hath a heart that is not 
Ulad at the thing they scowl at. 

2 Gent. And why so ? 

1 Gent. He that hath miss'd the princess, is a thing 
Too bad for bad report : and he that hath her, 
\l mean, that marry 'd her, — alack, good man ! — 
And therefore banish'd) is a creature such 
As, to seek through the regions of the earth 
Tor one his like, there would be something failing 
in him that should compare. 1 do not think, 
•So fair an outward, and such stuff williin, 
l:Indows a man but he. 

[1] ITfl doiMC meU a man Intt frowns } our bloods— our countenances, which, is 
fioiiular speech, ore nid tu be regulated by the temper of the blood,— ne more 
•Acy the lant of Aeax-«n,— which direct us to appear what we' really taei^thsm mtr 
*vurtkn >~that is, than the bloods of our courtters } bat our bloods, like thein— «f ill 
1-' . ,. ai d9th the kmr't, JOHNSON. _ 

Vol IX. E2 
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2 Geni. You speak him far.' 

1 Gent, I do extend him, sir, within himself;' 
Crush him together, rather than unfold 

flis measure duly. 

2 Gent. What's his name, and hirth ? 

1 Gent, I cannot delve him to the root : his father 
Was call'd Sicilius, who did join his honour, 
Against the Romans, with Cassibelan ; 
But had his titles by Tenantius,* whom 
lie serv'd with glory and admir'd success : 
So gained the sur-addition, Leonatus : 
And had, besides this gentleman in question, 
Two other sons, who, in the wars o'the time, 
Died with their swords in hand ; for which their father 
(Then old and fond of issue,) took such sorrow, 
That he quit being ; and his gentle lady. 
Big of this gentleman, our theme, deceas'd 
As he was born. The king, he takes the babe 
To his protection ; calls him Posthumus ; 
Breeds him, and makes him of his bed-chamber : 
Puts him to all the learnings that his time 
Dould make him the receiver of ; which he took, 
As we do air, fast as 'twas minister'd ; and 
In his spring became a harvest : LivM in court, 
(Which rare it is to do,) most prais'd, most lov'd :* 
A sample to the youngest ; to the more mature, 
A glass that feated them ;^ and to the graver, 
A child that guided dotards : to his mistress, 

[2] Ton praise bim extensively. STEEVENS. 

[3] I extend him witbin tiimself: mr praise, however extensive^ is mUhin hi$ 
merit. JOHNSON. 

[4] Tenantius was the father of Cyrabeline, and nephew of Cassibelan, being the 
y.Hiiiger ton of liis elder brother Lud, king of the southern part of Britain *, on 
whose death Cassibelan u-as admitted kxne. Cat»ibeian repulsed the Romans on 
tiieir first attacli, but being vanquished by Julius Csesar on tiis second invasion o( 
Britain, he agreed to pay an annual tribute to Rome. After his death, Tenantius, 
land's youneer son Hiis elder brother Androgeus having fled to Rome) was establish- 
ed on the throne, of which they had been unjustly deprived by their uncle. Ac- 
rurding to some authorities, Tenantius quietly paid the tribute stipulated bv Cassi. 
belan; according to others, he refused to pay it, and warred with the Komans. 
Bhakeqfieare supposes the latter to be the truth. Holiosht^, who furnished our jpoet 
with these facts, furnished him also with the name of 6'tci/itu, who was admitted 
kiag of Britain, A. M. 3659. The name of Leonatus he found in Sidney's Arcadia. 
Lecmatus is there the legitimate son of the blind king of Paphlagonia, on whose 
story the episode of Gloster, Edgar, and Edmund, is formed in King Lear, MAL. 

[5| This encomium is high and artful. To be at once in any great degree leve4 
and praiMed is truly rare. JOHNSON. 

[6] A glass that formed them -, a model, by the contemplatieo and inspection of 
which tbey formed theh- manners. JOHNSON. 
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For whom he now is hanish'd — her own price 
Proclaims how she esteemed him and his virtue ; 
By her election may he truly read, 
What kind of man be is. 
2 Gent, I honoar him 
Even out of your report. But, 'pray you, tell me 
Is she sole child to the king ? 

1 Gent, His only child. 

lie had two sons, (if this be worth your hearing, 
Mark it,) the eldest of them at three years old, 
I 'the swathing clothes the other, from their nursery 
Were stolen ; and to this hour, no guess in knowledge 
Which way they went. 

2 Gent. How long is this ago ? 

1 Gent, Some twenty years. 

2 Gent. That a king's children should be so convey 'd 
So slackly guarded ! and the search so slow, 

That could not trace them ! 

1 Gent. Howsoe'er 'tis strange, 

Or tliat the negligence may well be laugh'd at. 
Yet is it true, sir. 

2 Gent. I do well believe you. 

1 Gent. We must forbear : Here comes the queen, and 
princess. [Exeunt, 

SCENE II. 
The same. Enter the Queen, Posthumus, and Imogen. 

Queen, No, be assurM, you shall not find me, daughter^ 
After the slander of most step-mothers, 
Evil-ey'd unto you : you are my prisoner, but 
Your gaoler shall deliver you the keys 
That lock up your restraint. — For you, Posthumus, 
.So soon as I can win the offended king, 
I will be known your advocate : marry, yet 
The fire of rage is in him ; and 'twere good, 
You lean'd unto his sentence, with what patience 
Your wisdom may inform you. 

Post. Please your highness, 
1 will from hence to-day. 

Queen, You know the peril : — • 
I'll fetch a turn about the garden, pitying 
The pangs of barr'd affections ; though the king 
Hath charg'd you should not speak together. [Exit 
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Imo, O 
Dissembling courtesy ! How fine this tyrant 
Can tickle where she wounds ! — My dearest husband, 
I something fear my father's wrath ; but nothing, 
(Always reserr'd my holy duty,)^ what 
His rage can do on mc : You must be gone ; 
And I shall here abide the hourly shot 
Of angry eyes ; not comforted to live, 
But that there is this jewel in the world, 
That I may see again. 

Post. My queen ! my mistress ! 
O, lady, weep no more ; lest I give cause 
To be suspected of more tenderness 
Than doth become a man I I will remain 
The loyal'st husband that did e'er plight troth. 
My residence in Rome at one Philario's ; 
Who to my father was a friend, to me 
Known but by letter : thither write my queen, 
And with mine eyes I'll drink the words you send. 
Though ink be made of gall. 

Re-enter Queen, 

Queen, Be brief, I pray you : 
If the king come, I shall incur I know not 
How much of his displeasure : — Yet I'll move him [Aside 
To walk this way : I never do him wrong. 
But he does buy my injuries, to be friends ; 
Pays dear for my offences. . [Exit, 

Post, Should we taking leave 
As long a term as yet we have to live, 
The loathness to depart would grow : Adieu ! 

Imo, Nay, stay a little : 
Were you but riding forth to air yourself, 
Such parting were too petty. Look here, love j 
This diamond was my mother's : take it, heart ; 
But keep it till you woo another wife, 
When Imogen is dead. 

Post, How ! how ! another ? — 
You gentle gods, give me but this I have, 
And sear up my embracements from a next 
With bonds of death !*^ Remain thou here 

[Putting on the ring, 

[7] I laj I do not few mv fother, so far as I may say it without breach of dntj. 
* ^ ^ ' JOHNSON. 

(8] To umr «»« is properly to dose np &y Wming -, but in this passage the Met mar 
hare dropped Ituit idea, and used the yrord simply fur to ctnt «p. STEEVENS* 
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While sense can keep it on ?^ And sweetest, fairest, 

As I my poor self did exchange for you, 

To your so infinite loss ; so, in our trifles 

I still win of you : For my sake, wear this ; 

It is a manacle of love ; Til place it 

Upon this fairest prisoner. 

\Puttxng a bracelet on her arm* 
Imo. O, the gods ! 
When shall we see again ? 

Enter Cymbelixe and Lords, 

Post. Alack, the king I 

Cym, Thou hasest thing, avoid ! hence, from my sight ! 
If, afler this command, thou fraught the court 
With thy unworthiness, thou diest : Away I 
Thou art poison to my hlood. 

Pott, The gods protect you ! 
And hless the good rcmmnders of the court ! 
I am gone. [Exit, 

lino. There cannot he a pinch in death 
More sharp than this is. 

Cym, O disloyal thing, 
That shouldst repair my youth ; thou heapcst 
A year's age on me ! 

Lno. I heseech you, sir, 
Harm not yourself with your vexation ; I 
Am senseless of your wrath ; a touch more rare 
Suhdues all pangs, all fears. 

Cym, Past grace ? ohedience ? 

Imo, Past hope, and in despair ; that way, past grace, 

Cym. That might^st have had the sole son of my queen ! 

Imo, O hless'd, that I might not ! I chose an eagle> 
And did avoid a puttock.* 

Cym, Thou took'st a heggar ; wouldst have made my 
throne 
A seat for haseness. 

Imo, No ; I rather added 
A lustre to it. 

Cym. O thou vile one 1 

Imo, Sir, 
It is your fault that I have lov'd Posthumus : 
You bred him as my play-fellow ; and he is 

19] VniUe seme am BMintain its operatioDf } while flenie continttM to |^v« po^*^- 
f 1] A jmUftnok-^ Utt. JOUNSON. 
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A man, worth any woman ; overbuys me 
Almost the sum he pays. 

Cym, What ! — ^art thou mad ! 

Imo, Almost, sir : heaven restore me ! — ^Would I were 
A neat-herd's daughter ! and my Leonatus 
Our neighbour shepherd's son ! 

Re-enter Qveen, 

Cym» Thou foolish thing ! — 
They were again together : you have done 

[To the queen. 
Not after our command. Away with her, 
And pen her up. 

Queen, 'Beseech your patience : — Peace, 
Dear lady daughter, peace. — Sweet sovereign, 
T.eavc us to ourselves ; and make yourself some comfort 
Out of your best advice. 

Cyin, Nay, let her languish 
A drop of blood a day ; and, being aged. 
Die of this folly ! [Exit 

Enter Pisanio. 

Qi/cen. Fie ! — ^you must give way : 
Here is your servant.— ^How now, sir ? what news ? 

Pts, My lord your son drew on my master. 

Queen, Ha ! 
No harm, 1 trust, is done ? 

Pis, There might have been, 
But that my master rather play'd than fought, 
And had no help of anger : they were parted 
By gentlemen at hand. 

Queen, I am very glad on't. 

Imo. Your son's my father's friend ; he takes his part.-^ 
To draw upon an exile ! — O brave sir I — 
I would they Vere in Africk both together ; 
Myself by with a needle, that I might prick 
The goer back. — Why came you from your master ? 

Pis, On his command : He would not suffer me 
To bring him to the haven ; left these notes 
Of what commands I should be subject to, 
When it pleas'd you to employ me. 

Queen, This hath been 
Your faithful servant : I dare lay mine honour, 
He will remain so. 

Pis, I humbly thank your highness. 
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Queen. Pray, walk a while. 

bno. About some half hour hence, 
I praj you, speak with me : you shall, at least. 
Go see my lord aboard : for this time leave me. 

[Extuni 



SCENE III. 

j9 public Place, Enter Cloteit, and two Lords, 

1 Lord. Sir, I would advise you to shift a shirt ; the 
j violence of action hath made you reek as a sacrifice. 
> Where air comes out, air comes in : there's none abroad 
' so wholesome as that you vent. 

Go, If my shirt were bloody, then to shift i t ■ Have 
I hurt him ? 

2 Lord, No, faith ; not so much as his patience. [Aside. 

1 Lord. Hurt him ? his body's a passable carcass, if he 
be not hurt : it is a thoroughfare for steel, if it be not 
hurt. 

2 Lord, His steel was in debt ; it went o'the backside 
ihe town. [Aside. 

Clo. The villain would not stand me. 
2 Lord, No ; but he fled forward still, toward your 
face. [Aside, 

1 Lord, Stand you ! you have land enough of your 
own ; but he added to your having ; gave you some 
ground. 

2 Lord, As many inches as you have oceans : Puppies ! 

[Aside. 

Clo. I would, they had not come between us. 

2 Lord, So would I, till you had measured how long a 
fool you were upon the ground. [Aside. 

Clo, And that she should love this fellow, and refuse 
me ! 

2 Lord, If it be a sin to make a true election, she is 
damned. [Aside, 

1 Lord. Sir, as I told you always, her beauty and her 
brain go not together :* She's a good sign,^ but I have seen 
small reflection of her wit. 

2 Lord. She shines not upon fools, lest the reflection 
should hurt her. [Asidt. 



[2] I believe the lord means to speak a sentence*, ('Sir, as I told you always, 
braoty and brain go not together." JOHNSON. «„^rr. *t 

[3] I bcttere the poet meant by sic;D--;^a«r eirfwoni show. J0U>902f. 
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Clo. Come, ril to my chamber * 'Would there had 
been some hurt done ! 

2 Lord, I wish not so ; unless it had been the fall ef an 
ass, which is no (p*eat hurt. [Aside. 

Go. You'll go with us ? 
- 1 Lord. I'll attend your lordship. 

Go. Nay, come, let's go together. 

2 Lord. Well, my lord. [Exeunt 

SCENE IV. 
A Room in Cymbeline's Palace. Enter Imogen and Pisakio. 

Imo. I would thou grew'st unto the shores o'the hayen. 
And question'dst every M;dl : if he should write, 
And 1 not have it, 'twere a paper lost 
As offer'd mercy is.* What was the last 
That he spake to thee ? 

Pis. 'Twas, His queen^ his queen ! 

Imo. Then wav'd his handkerchief? 

Pis. And kiss'd it, madam. ' * 

hno. Senseless linen ! happier therein than I ! — 
And that was all ? 

Pis. No, madam ; for so long 
As he could make me with this eye or ear 
Distinguish him from others, he did keep 
The deck, with glove, or hat, or handherchief^ 
Still waving, as the fits and stirs of his mind 
Could best express how slow his soul sail'd on, 
How swiil his ship. 

Im^. Thou shouldst have made him 
As little as a crow, or less, ere left 
To after-eye him. 

Pis. Madam, so I did. 

Imo. I would have broke mine eye-strings ] crackM 
them, but 
To look upon him ; till the diminution 
Of space had pointed Iiim sharp as my needle :* 
Nay, follow'd him till he hud melted from 
The smallness of a gnat to air ; and then 



"».^ 



[4] I believe the poet's meaning^ is, that the loss of that paper woald PfOTe a* fittal' 
to ner, as tlie loss of a panlon to a condemned criminal. STEEVfCNS. 

[5] The diminution of space— is the diminution of which space is the caute. 
Trees are killed by a blast of Ughtning, that is, by Uattinc, not blasted iifffatninr. 

JOH^'SOlC. 



ACT t. CTIIBBLINE. 113 

Have tarnM mine eye, and wept. — ^Bat, good Pisanio, 
When shall we hear from him ? 

Pi$. Be assur'd, madam, 
With his next vantage.^ 

Imo, I did not take my leaye of him, but had 
Most pretty things to say : ere I could tell him, 
How I would think on him, at certain hours, 
Such thoughts, and such ; or L could make him sWear 
The shes of Italy should not betray 
Mine interest, and his honour ; or bare chargM him. 
At the sixth hour of mom, at noon, at midnight. 
To encounter me with orisons, for then 
I am in heaven for him ; or ere 1 could 
Give bim that parting kiss, which 1 bad set 
Betwixt two charming words, comes in my father 
And, hke the tyrannous breathing of the north, 
Shakes all our buds from growing.^ 

Enter a Lady. 

Lctdy, The queen, madam, 
Desires your highness' company 

Imo, Those things 1 bid you do, get them despatch^. 
— -I will attend the queen. 

Pis, Madam, I shall. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V. 

Rome, An Apartment in Philario's house. Enter Phi- 
LARio, Iacimo, a Frenchman, a Dutchman^ and a Spaniard. 

lack. Believe it, sir : 1 have seen him in Britain : he 
was then of a crescent note ; expected to prove so wor- 
thy, as since he hath been allowed the name of: but I 
could then have looked on him without the help of admi- 
ration ; though the catalogue of his endowments had been 
tabled by his side, and I to peruse him by items. 

Phi, You speak of him when he was less furnished, 
than now he is, with that which makes him' both without 
and within. 

French, I have seen him in France : we had very many 
there, could behold the sun with as firm eyes as he. 

[61 Next opportuBitj. JOHNSON. 

[7] A hvdy without any distiiict Idea, whether of flower or fiuit, ii a Datnral tt- 
presentation of any thing incipient or immature ; and the buds of flowers, if flowers, 
ara meant, gnrn to flowers, as the buds of fhUts grow to fruits. JOHNSON. 

[S] lu tha sense Ui which we say, This will moJfct or mor you. JOHNSQX. 

8 Vol. IX, 



114 CYMBELIKE. ACT I. 

lack. This matter of raarrying his king^s daughter, 
(wherein he must be weighed rather by her value, thaa 
his own,) words him, I doubt not, a great deal from the 
matter.' 

French, And then his banishment : — 

lack. Ay, and the approbation of those, that weep this 
lamentable divorce, under her colours,' are wonderfully 
to extend him ; be it but to fortify her judgment, which 
else an easy battery might lay flat, for taking a be^ar 
without more quidity. But how comes it, he is to sojourn 
with you ? How creeps acquaintance ? 

Phi, His father and 1 were soldiers together ; to whom 
I have been often bound for no less than my life : — 

Enter PoSTHiiMUS. 

Here comes the Briton : Let him be so entertained 
amongst you, as suits, with {gentlemen of your knowing, to 
a stranger of his quality. — I beseech you all, be' better 
known to this gentleman ; whom I commend to you, as a 
noble friend of mine : How worthy he is, I will leave to 
appear hereafter, rather than story him in his own hear- 
ing.^ 

French, Sir, we have known tosjether in Orleans. 

Post, Since when 1 have been debtor to you for courte- 
sies, which I will be ever to. pay, and yet pay still. 

French. Sir, you o'er-rate my poor kindness : I was 
glad I did atone my countrymen and you ;• it had been 
pity, you should have been puttogether with so mortal a 
purpose, as then each bore, upon importance' of so 
.slight and trivial a nature. 

Post, By your pardon, sir, I was then a young travel-, 
ler ; rather shunned to go even with what 1 he^]^, than 
in my every action to be guided by others' experiences :* 
but, upon my mended jud«rment, (if I offend not to say 
it is mended,) my quarrel was not altogether sUght. 

French. 'Faith, yes, to be put to the arbitrement of 
awords ; and by such two, that would, by all likelihood, 
have confounded one the other, or have fallen both. 



!91 Makes the deieription of him very distant from the truth. JOHMSOK. 

1 Under her banner; bj her influence. JOHNSON. 

2; To atone—eigniiies, in this place, to reconcile. STEEVENS. 

3] /mpertcniM b here, b$ elwrhere in Shakespeare, iniportaulty, instigation. 

UALONE. 
[4] Poatbumiis is describing' a presumptuous young nmn, and means to say, that 
he -radier studied to avoid cmiducting himself by the opinions of other people, thsa 
to be guided by their experience. M. MASON. 
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kich. Can we, with manners, ask what was the differ- 
ence ? 

Frtihch. Safely, I think : 'twas a contention in public- 
He, which may, without contradiction,' suffer the report. 
It was mach like an argument that fell out last night, 
where each of us fell in praise of our country mistresses : 
This gentleman at that time vouchini^, (and upon warrant 
of bloody affirmation,) his to be more fair, virtuous, wise, 
chaste, constant-qualified, and less attemptible, than any 
the rarest of our ladies in France. 

loLchi That lady is not now living ; or this gentleman's 
opinion, by this, worn out. 

Post. She holds her virtue still, and I my mind. 

lack. You must not so far prefer her 'fore ours of Italy. 

Post, Being so far provoked as I was in France, I would 
abate her nothing ; though I profess myself her adorer, 
not her friend.^ 

lack. As fair, and as good, (a kind of hand-in-hand com- 
parison,) had been something too fair, uid too good, for 
iiny lady in Britany. If she went before others I have 
seen, as that diamond of yours out-lustres many I have 
beheld, I could not but believe she excelled many : but 
I have not seen the most precious diiunond that is, nor 

you the lady. 

Post. I praised her as I rated her : so do I my stone. 

Jack. What do you esteem it at ? 

Post. More than the world enjoys. 

letch. Either your unparagoned mistress is dead, or she's 
outprized by a trifle. 

Post. You are mistaken : the one may be sold, or giv- 
en ; if there were wealth enough for the purchase, or 
merit for the gift : the other is not a thing for sale, and 
only the gifl of the gods. 

Jack. Which the gods have given you ? 

Post. Which, by their graces, I will keep. 

lack. You may wear her in title yours : but, you 
know, strange fowl light upon neighbouring ponds. 

[51 Which, nndoubledly. may be publicly told. JOHNSON. 

[61 Though I have not the common oblijerations of a lover to his mistress, and re- 

fara her not with the fondness of a . tnend, but the reverence of an adorer. 
0HN80N. A/rtnui, in ancient colloquial Iang:uaee, is occasionally synonymous 

to a paramour or nusmortUo of either sex, in lioth the favourable and untavourable 
sense of tlibt word. It is still current among the harlotry of London, who, as often 
«• they have'oocasion to sp»k of their absent keepen, invariably call them their 
Ariends. I loake my avowaL^says Posthumus, in the character of her adorer) not of 
ber posseft£Or. 8TEEVENS. 
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Your ring may be stolen too : so, of your brace of nn- 
prizeable estimations, the one is but frail, and the other 
casual : a cunning thief, or a that-way-accomphshed cour-* 
tier, would hazard the winning both of first and last. 

P<^t, Your Italy contains none so accomplished a cour- 
tier, to convince the honour of my mistress ;^ if, in the 
holding or loss of that, you term her frail. I do nothing 
doubt, you have store of thieves ; notwithstanding I fear 
not my ring. 

Phi. Let us leave here, gentlemen. 

Post. Sir, with all my heart. This worthy signior,- 1 
thank him, makes no stranger of me ; we are familiar at 
first. 

lack. With five times so much conversation, I should 
get ground of your fair mistress : make her go back, even 
to tiie yielding ; had I admittance, and opportunity to 
friend. 

Post No, no. 

lack. I dare, thereon, pawn the moity of my estate to 
your ring ; which, in my opinion, o'er-values it some- 
thing : But I make my wager rather against your con- 
fidence, than her reputation ; and, to Ikbut your ofience 
herein too, 1 durst attempt it against any lady in the world. 

Post. You are a great deal abused in too bold a persua- 
sion ;* and I doubt not you sustain what you're worthy of 
by your attempt. 

lack. What's that? 

Post. A repulse : Though your attempt, as you call it^ 
deser^'c more ; a punishment too. 

Phi. Gentlemen, enough of this : it came in too sud- 
denly ; let it die as it was bom, and, I pray you, be bet- 
ter acquainted. 

Jack. 'Would I had put my estate, and my neighbour's, 
on the approbation of what I have spoke.* 

Post. What lady would you choose to assail ? ■ 



^ CoiiTiiice— for orercooie. WARBURTON 

lo in Maebeth : 

« their nala^ oonvinoet 

The graat eiiay of art" JOHNSON. 

[8] Abiued-~aecelTed. So in OtheHo : 

** The Moor*s ahu'd by some mod ▼UMnoufl ImtTC." STEEVXNS. 

[9] Approbatlon~.firoof. 80 in King Henry V, 
**— — how nuunr now lo health. 
Shall drop their blood in «|iprofrattaH 
Of what joar reverenoe sliall incite in to.* 8TEEVENS. 
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lachm Yours ; whom in constancy, 3'ou think, stands so 
safe. 1 wiD lay you ten thousand ducats to your ring, 
that, coHunend me to the court where your lady is, with 
no more advantage than the opportunity of a second con- 
ference, and I will bring from thence that honour of hers, 
which you imagine so reserved. 

Post. I will wage against your gold, gold to it ; my ring 
I hold dear as my finger ; 'tis part of it. 

IcLch. You are a friend, and therein the wiser.' If you 
buy ladies' flesh at a million a dram, you cannot preserve 
it from tainting : But, I see, you have some religion in 
you, that you fear. 

Post. This is but a custom in your tongue ; you bear a 
graver purpose, I hope. 

Each. I am the master of my speeches ; and would un- 
dergo what's spoken, I swear. 

Post, Will you ? — I shall but lend my diamond till your 
return :— Let there be covenimts drawn between us : My 
mistress exceeds in goodness the hugeness of your unwor- 
thy thinking : I dare you to this match : here's my ring. 

Phi. I mil have it no lay. 

lack. By the gods it is one : — If I bring you no suffi- 
cient testimony that I have enjoyed the dearest bodily 
part of your mistress, my ten thousand ducats are yours ; 
so is your diamond too. If I come off, and leave her in 
such honour as you have trust in, she your jewel, this 
your jewel, and my gold are yours ; — ^provided, I have 
your commendation, for my more free entertainment. 

Post, I embrace these conditions : let us have articles 
betwixt us :— only, thus far you shall answer. If you 
make your voyage upon her, and give me directly to un- 
derstand you have prevailed, I am no further your enemy, 
she is not worth our debate : if she remain unseduced 
(you not making it appear otherwise,) for your ill opinion, 
and the assault you have made to her chastity, you shall 
Answer me with your sword. 

lach. Your hand ; a covenant : We will have these 
things set down by laTvfnl counsel, and straight away for 

[1] You are a friend to tlie IaiIv, ami tliercia the wiser, as you will not ezpoM 
ber to hasard } and that you fear, 'is a proof of your relifioas fidelity. JOHNSON. 

Bee p. 1& n. C. Though the icply of lachimo may not have been warraated bj the 
Mccedai; words of Posthuniu«, it was certainly meant by the speaker as a morok- 
mg droamstaooe, a circumstance of incitatioa to tlie wa^er. BTECVENS* 
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Britain ; lest the bargain should catch cold, and stanre : I 
will fetch my gold, and have our two wagers recorded. 

Pott. Agreed. [Exeunt Post, and Iach. 

French. Will this hold, think you ? 

Phi. Signior lachimo will not from it. Pray, let ua ibl- 
low 'em. {Exeunt, 

SCENE VI. 

Britain, A Room in Cymbeline'^ Palace, EnUr Qmcm, 

Ladies^ and Cornelius. 

Queen. Whiles yet the dew's on ground, gather those 
flowers ; 
Make haste : Who has the note of them ? 

1 Lady, I, madam. 

Queen, Despatch. — [Exeunt Ladies, 

Now, master doctor ; have you brought those drugs ? 

(Jar, Pleaseth your highness, ay : here they are, madam : 

[Presenting a small Box. 
But I beseech your grace, fwithout offence ; 
My conscience bids me ask,) wherefore you have 
Commanded of me these most poisonous compounds, 
Which are the movers of a languishing death ; ^ 

But, though slow, deadly ? 

Queen, I do wonder, doctor. 
Thou ask't me such a question : Have I not been 
Thy pupil long ? Hast thou not leam'd me how 4 

To make perfumes ? distil ? preserve ? yea, so, ] 

That our great king himself doth woo me oft 
For my confections ? Having thus far proceeded, 
(Unless thou think'st me devilish,) is't not meet i 

That I did amplify my judgment in 
Other conclusions ?• I will try the forces 
Of these thy compounds on such creatures as 
We count not worth the hanging, (but none human,) 
To try the vigour of them, and apply 
AUayments to their act ; and by them gather 
Their several virtues, and effects. 

(Jar. Your highness 
Shall from this practice but make hard your heart :' 

IS] Other ezperimentf. I commend, sajs Waltop, an angier that tridfe egfldttF> 
aioiu, and iim>roye« his art JOHNSON. 

[S\ There m in this jiassage nothing that much requires a note, yet I cannot fw^ 
bear to push It foi'ward into observation. The thought would prc^hly have been 
wore unpUfied, had our nuihor Ured to be shockeil with such experuoents as Itaive 
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ides, the seeing these effects will he 
1 noisome and infectious. 
ueen, O, content thee. — 

Enter Pisanio. 

e comes a flattering rascal ; upon him [Aside, 

I first work : he's for his master, 
enemy to my son. — How now, Pisanio ? — 
tor, your service for this time is ended ; 
e your own way. 
>r. I do suspect you, madam ; 

you shall do no harm. [Aside, 

ueen. Hark thee, a word. — [To Pisanio. 

7r. [Aside,] I do not like her. She doth think, she 

has 
age lingering poisons : I do know her spirit, 

will not trust one of her malice with 
"ug'of such dam'd nature : Those, she has, 

kupify and dull the sense a while : 
ch first, perchance, she^ll prove on cats, and dogs ; 
n afterward up higher : but there is 
langer in what show of death it makes, 
e than the locking up the spirits a time, 
l)e more fresh, reviving. She is fool'd 
1 a most false efiect ; and I the truer, 
> be false with her. 
ueen. No further service, doctor, 
1 I send for thee. 

>r, I humbly take my leave. [Exit. 

ueen. Weeps she still, say'st thou ? dost thou think, in 

time 
will not quench -,* and let instructions enter 
ire folly now possesses ? Do thou work ; 
mthou shalt bring me word, she loves ray son, 
:ell thee, on the instant, thou art then 
:reat as is thy master : greater ; for 
fortunes all lie speechless, and his name 
: last gasp : Return he cannot, nor 
Linue w^hcre he is : to shift his being,^ 

HibUsbed in later times, by a race of men wbo have pnicUied tortures wUtovt 
ad related them without shame, and are yet raffercd to erect tikcir bcnde 
l boman beings. 

** Cape saxa raanu, cape rohort. pastor.*^ J#1IN80K. 

rhat is, grow cool. STEEVKNS. 

ro cfaaage his abode. JOHNSON. 
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Is to exchange one misery with another ; 
And every day, that comes, comes to decay 
A day's work in him : VV hat shalt thou expect. 
To be depender on a thing that leans ?^ 
Who cannot be new built ; nor has no friends, 

[The Queen drops a box : Pisanio ttdtes it itp. 
So much as but to prop him ? — Thou tak'st up 
Thou know'st not what ; but take it for thy labour : 
It is a thing I made, which hath the king 
Five times redeem'd from death : I do not know 
What is more cordial : — Nay, I pr'ythee, take it ; 
It is an earnest of a further good 
That I mean to thee. Tell thy mistress how 
The case stands with her ; do't, as from thyself. 
Think what a chance thou changest on ;^ but think 
Thou hast thy mistress still ; to boot, my son. 
Who shall take notice of thee : I'll move the king 
To any shape of thy preferment, such 
As thouUt desire ; and then myself, I chiefly. 
That set thee on to this desert, am bound 
To load thy merit richly. Call my women : 
Think on my words. [Ex, Pisa.] — ^A sly and constant 
knave ; 

- Not to be shak'd : the agent for his master ; 
And the remembrancer of her, to hold 
The hand fast to the lord. — I have given that, 
Which, if he take, shall quite unpeople her 
Of liegers for her sweet ;® and which she, after, 

'.'Except she bend her humour, shall be assur'd 

Re-enter Pisanio, and Ladies. 

To taste of too. — So, so ; — well done, well done : 

The violets, cowslips, and the primroses. 

Bear to my closet : — Fare thee well, Pisanio ; 

Think on my words. [Exeunt Queen and Ladies 

Pis, And shall do : 
But when to my good lord I prove untrue, 
I'll choke myself: there's all I'll do for you. [Exit 

rei That inclines towards its fall. JOHNSOis. 

t?] The meaning- is, ** think with what a Tnir prusnert of mending joqt 
jtra now change yoar present service." STKHVENS. 

(8] A lieger ambassador, is one that resides in u fureiru court to promote hta 
ter's interest JOHNSON. 
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SCENE VII. 

Another Room in the same. Enter Imogen. 

/mo. A father cruel, and a step-dame false ; 
A foolish suitor to a wedded lady, 
That hath her husband banish'd ;— O that husband ! 
Mj supreme crown of grief ! and those repeated 
Vexations of it ! Had 1 been thief-stolen, 
As my two brothers, happy ! but most miserable 
Is the desire that's glorious :' Blessed be those, 
How mean so'er, that have their honest wilb. 
Which seasons comfort. — Who may this be ? Fye ! 

Enter Pisanjo and Iachimo. 

Pis, Madam, a noble gentleman of Rome ; 
Comes from my lord with letters. 

lach. Change you, madcun ? 
The worth Leonatus is in safety. 
And greets your highness dearly [Presents a letter. 

Imo, Thanks, good sir ; 
Y6u are kindly welcome. 

loch. All of her, that is out of door, most rich ! 
If she be furnished with a mind so rare, [Aside 

She is alone the Arabian bird ; and I 
Have lost the wager. Boldness be my friend ! 
Arm me, audacity, from head to foot ! 
Or, Hke the Parthian, I shall flying fight ; 
Rather, directly fly. 

Jfmo, [Reads.] — He is one of the noblest note^ to whose 
kindnesses I am most infinitely tied. Reflect upon hdm ac- 
cordingly y as you v€Uue your truest 

Leonatus. 

So far I read aloud : 

Bat even the very middle of my heart 

is warm'd by the rest, and takes it thankfully. — 

Too are as welcome, worthy sir, as I 

(91 Bar Imitniid, she nvs, proves ber supreme grief. She had been happgr bad 
Ae DMB flolen as her brothers were, but now she Is miserable, as all those are who \4i 
• sense of worth and honour snpoior to the Tnlgan .wUeh ooeaskms them la* ^t; 
i moDtAom ftwn the envious and Worthless part of maiddnd. Had she not •» 
d a tasle as to be content only with the superior merit of Poithamnsjtat 

hun taken op wllh Cloten, she might have escaped these perKcutions. This 

dlefsnee of taste, which always discovers an excellence and looses It, she caDf, 
wttk cms sabUmitj of eznrcsrion, The desire that's g lorioas. WARBURTON. 

Vol. IX. F 
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Ifaye words to bid you ; and shall find it so, 
In all that I can do. 

lack. Thanks, fairest lady. — 
^Vhat ! are men mad ? Hath nature given them eyes 
To see this vaulted arch, and the rich crop 
Of sea and land, which can distinguish 'twixt 
The fiery orbs above, and the twinn'd stones 
Upon the number'd beach ? and can we not 
Partition make with spectacles so precious 
'Twixt fair and foul ? 

Imo, What makes your admiration ? 

lack. It cannot be i'the eye ; for apes and monkeys^ 
'Twixt two such shes, would chatter this way, and 
Contemn with mows the other : Nor i'the judgment ; 
For idiots, in this case of favour, would 
Be wisely definite : Nor i'the appetite ; 
Sluttery, to such neat excellence opposed, 
Should make desire vomit emptiness, 
Not so allur'd to feed.' 

Imo, What is the matter, trow ? 

lack. The cloyed will, 
rrhat satiate yet unsatisfied desire, 
That tub both filPd and running,) ravening first 
The lamb. Tongs afler for the garbage. 

Imo, Whcit, dear sir. 
Thus raps you ? Are you well "^ 

lack. Thanks, madam, well : — 'Beseech you, sir, de- 
sire [To PiSAKIO. 

My man's abode where I did leave him : he 
Is strange and peevish.' 

Pis, I was going, sir. 
To give him welcome. [Eoeit, 

Imo. Continues well my lord ? His health, 'beseech 
you ? 

lack. Well, madiun. 

Imo, Is he disposed to mirth ? I hope, he is. 

lach. Exceeding pleasant ; none a stranger there 



[1[ lacfaimo, in this counterfeit rapture, has shown how theeret and the Judg- 
ment would determine in favour of Imogen, comparing her witn the preMat mfi* 
tress of Po5thumu4, and proceeds to say, that appetite too would give the iRiiift sof* 
fri^. Desire, says he, when it approached siuttery, and considered it in conMurl- 
•on with twh neat exoeUence, would not only be not fo aUwred to ft^ but, seiMd 
DHth a fit of ioathing. voould vomit emptinut, would feri the conTolsiou ni dbgwt. 
though, being unfed, it had no object To vomit emptiness. Is, In the huuniaf* m 
poeby, to feel the convulsions of eructadon wltliout pleutitnde. J0HS8ON. 

rs] Ue is a for«>igner, and easily fretted. JOHNSON. 
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So merry and so gamesome : he is callM 
The Briton reveller. 

Imo. When he was here, 
lie did incline to sadness ; and oil-times 
Not knoving why. 

IcLch. I never saw him sad. 
There is a Frenchman his companion, one 
An eminent monsieur, that, it seems, much loves 
A Gallian girl at home : he furnaces 
The thick sighs from him ; whiles the jolly Briton 
fYour lord, I mean,) laughs from 's free lungs, cries, 0/ 
Can my sides hold, to think, that man, — ucho knorcs 
By history, report, or his own proof, 
IVhat woman is, yea, what she cannot choose 
But must be, — will his free hours languish for 
Assured bondage ? 

Imo. Will my lord say so ? 

lach. Ay, madam ; with his eyes in flood with laughter. 
It is a recreation to be by, 

And hear him mock the Frenchman : but, heavens know. 
Some men are much to blame. 

hno. Not he, I hope. 

lach. Not he : But yet heaven's bounty towards him 
might 
Be us'd more thankfully. In himself, 'tis much* 
In you, — ^which I count his, beyond adl talents, — 
Whilst I am bound to wonder, I am bound 
To pity too. 

Imo. What do you pity, sir ? 

lach. Two creatures, heartily. 

Imo. Am I one, sir ? 
You look on me ; what wreck discern you in me, 
Deserves your pity ? 

lach. Lamentable ! what ! 
To hide me from the radiant sun, and solace 
rthe dungeon by a snuff. 

bno. I pray you, sir. 
Deliver with more openness your answers 
To my demands. Why do you pity me ? 

lack. That others do, 

I was about to say, enjoy your ^But 

It is an office of the god& to 'venge it, 

jm If ke merely regarded his own cfaamoler, withoHt «nj cOOfldentleB cf lli 
wife. His «0Mioet wttoU be in|Mundonable. UAAOlf E. 
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Not mine to speak on't. 

Imo. You do seem to knovr 
Something of me, or what concerns me ; 'pray you, 
r Since doubting things go ill, oflen hurts more 
'Irhan to be sure they do : for certainties 
Either are past remedies ; or, timely knowing/ 
The remedy then bom) discover to me 
What both you spur and stop.* 

lach. Had I this cheek 
To bathe my lips upon ; this hand, whose touch, 
Whose every touch, would force the feeler's soul 
To the oath of loyalty ; this object, which 
Takes prisoner the wild motion of mine eye, 
Fixing it only here : should I (daum'd then,) 
Slaver with lips as common as the stairs 
That mount the Capitol ; join gripes with hands 
Made hard vriih hourly falsehood,^ (falsehood, as 
With labour ;) then lie peeping in an eye. 
Base and unlustrous as the smoky light 
That's fed with stinking tallow ; it were fit, 
That all the plagues of hell should at one time 
Encounter such revolt. 

Imo. My lord, I fear. 
Has forgot Britain. 

lack. And himself. Not I, 
Inclin'd to this intelligence, pronounce 
The beggary of his change ; but 'tis your graces 
That, from my mutest conscience, to my tongue, 
Charms this report out 

Imo, Let me hear no more. 

lack, O deiirest soul ! your cause doth strike my heart 
With pity, that doth make me sick. A lady 
So fair, and fasten'd to an empery, 
Would make the greatest king double ! to be partoer'd 
With tomboys, hir'd with that self-exhibition^ 
Which your own cofiers yield I with discas'd ventures; 
That play witli all infirmities for gold 
Which rottenness can lend nature ! such boil'd stufi". 
As well might poison poison ! Be reveng'd ; 

[4] Rather, timely known. JOHNSON. 

[5j What it is that at unce incites you to speak, and reftraina yon firom it 

JOHNSOK. 
[6] Hard with falsehood— Is, hard by being often griped with freqaent cbange of 
liands. JOHNSON. 

[7] Gross slnnnpetF, hired with the very jMaiita whiak yoa aHow yonr bodiand. 
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Or she, that bore you, was no queen, and you 
Recoil from your great stock. 

Irno, Reveng'd ! 
How should I be reveng'd ? If this be true, 
(As I have such a heart, that both mine ears 
Must not in haste abuse,) if it be true. 
How should I be reveng'd ? 

lack. Should he make me 
Live like Diana's priest, betwixt cold sheets ; • 

Whiles he is vaulting variable ramps, 
In your despite, upon your purse ? Revenge it. 
I dedicate myself to your sweet pleasure ; 
More noble than that runagate to your bed ; 
And will continue fast to your a£fection. 
Still close, as sure. 

Imo. What ho, Pisanio ! 

lack. Let me my service tender on your lips. 

Imo. Away ! — I do condemn mine ears, that have 
So long attended thee. — If thou wert honourable, 
Thou would'st have told this tale for virtue, not 
For such an end thou seek'st ; as base, as strange. 
Thou wrong's t a gentleman, who is as far 
From thy report, as thou from honour ; and 
Solicit'st here a lady, that disd^iins 
Thee and the devil alike : — What ho, Pisanio !— 
The king my father shall be made acquainted 
Of thy assault : if he shall think it lit, 
A saucy stranger, in his court, to mart 
As in a Romish stew, and to expound 
His beastly mind to us ; he hath a court 
He little cares for, and a daughter whom 
He not respects at all. — ^What ho, Pisanio !— 

lack, O happy Leonatus ! I may say ; 
The credit, that thy lady hath of thee. 
Deserves thy trust ; and thy most perfect goodness 
Her assur'd credit! — Blessed hve you long ! 
A lady to the worthiest sir, that ever 
Country call'd his ! and you his mistress, only 
For the most worthiest fit! Give me your pardon. 
[ have spoke this, to know if your affiance 
Were deeply rooted ; and shall make your lord, 
That which he is, new o'er : and he is one 
The truest-manner'd ; such a holy witch, 
That he enchants societies unto him : 
Half all men's hearts are his. 
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Imo, You make amends. 

lack. He sits 'mongst men, like a descended god : 
He hath a kind of honour sets him off, 
More than a mortal seeming. Be not angry, 
Most mighty princess, that I have adventured 
To try your taking of a false report ; which hath 
HonourM with confirmation your great judgment 
In the election of a sir so rare, 
Which you know, cannot err : That love I bear him 
Made mc to fan you thus ; but the gods made you, 
Unlike all others, chaflfless. Pray, your pardon. 

Imo. All's well, sir: Take my power i'the court for yours 
lach. My humble thanks. I had almost forgot 
To entreat your grace but in a small request, 
And yet of moment too, for it concerns 
Your lord ; myself, and other noble friends. 
Are partners in the business. 
Imo. Pray, what isH ? 

lack. Some dozen Romans of us, and your lord, 
rPhe best feather of our wing) have mingled sums, 
To buy a present for the emperor ; 
Which I, the factor for the rest, have done 
In France : 'Tis plate, of rare device ; and jewels, 
Of rich and exquisite form ; their values great ; 
And I am something curious, being strange," 
To have them in safe stowage ; May it please you 
To take them in protection ? 

Imo. Willingly ; 
And pawn mine honour for their safety : since 
My lord hath interest in them, I will keep them 
In my bed-chamber. 

lack. They are in a trunk. 
Attended by my men : I will make bold 
To send them to you, only for this niglit ; 
I must aboard to-morrow. 
Imo, O, no, no. 

lack. Yes, I beseech ; or I shall short my word, 
By longth'ning my return. From Gallia 
1 crossed the seas on purpose, and on promise 
To see your grace. 

Imo. I thank you for your pains ; 
But not away to-morrow ? 

[8] Being strange- L e. bring a stranger. BTEEVEKS. 
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lack. O, I must, madam : 
Therefore, I shall beseech you, if you please 
To greet your lord with writing, do't to-night : 
I have outstood my time ; which is materiad 
To the tender of our present. 

Imo, I will write. 
Send your trunk to me ; it shall safe be kept. 
And truly yielded you : You are very welcome. 

[Exeunt. 



ACT ir. 

SCENE I.— Court before Cymbeline's Palace. Enter 

Cloten and two Lords. 

Cloten. 
Was there ever man had such luck ! when I kissed the 
jack upon an up-cast,^ to be hit away ! I had a hundred 
pound on't : And then a whoreson jackanapes must take 
me up for swearing ; as if I borrowed mine oaths of him., 
and might not spend them at my pleasure. 

1 Lord, What got he by that ? You have broke his pate 
with your bowl. 

2 Lord. If his wit had been like him that broke it, it 
would have ran all out. [Aside. 

do. When a gentleman is disposed to swear, it is not 
for any standers-by to curtail his onths : Ha ? 

2 Lord. No, my lord ; nor [AsiS\ crop the ears of them. 

Clo. Whoreson dog ! — I give him satisfaction ? 
'Would, he had been one of my rank ! 

2 Lord. To have smelt like a fool. [Aside. 

Clo. I am not more vexed at any thing in the earth, — 
A pox on't ! I had rather not be so noble as I am ; they 
dare not fight with me, because of the queen my mother : 
every jack-slave hath his belly full of fighting, and I must 
go up and down like a cock that no body can match. 

2 Lord. You are a cock and capon too ; and you crow, 
cock, with your comb on.' [Aside. 

[9] He is describingr his (ate at bowls. The jack is tlie small bowl at whicb the 
others are aimed. He who is nearest to it wins. To kiss the jack is a state of great 
advantage. JOHNSON. 

[ I ] Tiie allusion is to a fool*s cap, which has a comb like a cock^s. JOHNSON. 
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Clo. Sayest thou ? 

1 Lord. It is not fit, year lordship should undertake 
CTeiy companion* that you give offence to. 

Clo. No, 1 know that : hut it is fit, I should commit 
offence to my inferiors. 

2 Lord. Ay, it is fit for your lordship only. 
Clo. Why, so I say. 

1 Lord. Did you hear of a stranger, that's come to 
court to-night ? 

Clo. A stranger ! and I not know on't ! 

2 Lord. He's a strange fellow himself, and knows it 
not. [Aside. 

1 Lord, There's an ItaUan come ; and, 'tis thought, one 
of Leonatus' friends. 

Clo. Leonatus ! a banished rascal ; and he's another, 
whatsoever he be. Who told you of this stranger ? 

1 Lord. One of your lordships pages. 

Clo. Is it fit, I went to look upon him ? Is there no 
derogation in't ? 

1 Lord. You cannot derogate, my lord. 
Clo. Not easily, I think. 

2 Lord. You are a fool granted ; therefore your issues 
being foolish, do not derogate. [Aside 

Clo. Come, I'll go see this Italian : what I have lost to- 
day at bowls, I'll win to night of him. Come, go. 

2 Lord. I'll attend your Lordship. 

[Exeunt Cloten and first Lord, 
That such a crafty devil as is his mother 
Should yield the world this ass ! a woman, that 
Bears all down with her brain ; and this her son 
Cannot take two from twenty for his heart. 
And leave eighteen. Alas, poor princess. 
Thou divine Imogen, what thou endur'st ! 
Betwixt a father by thy step-dame govern'd ; 
A mother hourly coining plots ; a wooer, 
More hateful than the foul expulsion is 
Of thy dear husband, than that horrid act 
Of the divorce he'd make ! The heavens hold firm 
The walls of thy dear honour ; keep unshak'd 
That temple, thy fair mind ; that thou may 'st stand. 
To enjoy thy banish'd lord, and this great land ! 
; [ExU 

(21 The use at companion was the tame as of felUno now. It was a word of eon-. 
(«nipt. JOHNSON. 
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SCENE II. 

A Bed'Chamber ; in one part of it a trunk, Ihooest read- 
ing in her bed ; a Lady attending, 

Imo. Who's there ? my woman Helen ? 

Ijady. Please jotf, madam. 

Imo, What hour i» it ? 

iMdy, Almost midnight, madam. 

Imo. I have read three hours then ; mine eyes are weak : 
— Fold down the leaf where I have left. To bed : 
Take not away the taper, leave it burning ; 
And if thou canst awake by four o'the clock, 
I pr'ythee, call me. Sleep hath seiz'd me wholly. 

[Exit Ladij. 
To your protection I commend rne, gods ! 
From fairies, and the tempters of the night, 
Guard me, beseech ye ! [Sleeps. 

Iachimo, from the trunk, 
lacli. The crickets sing, and man's o'er-labour'd sense 
Repairs itself by rest : Our Tarquin* thus 

. Did softly press the rushes,* ere he waken'd 
The chastity he wounded. — Cythcrea, 

. liow bravely thou becom'st thy bed ! fresh lily ! 
And whiter than the sheets !' That I might touch ! 
But kiss ; one kiss ! — ^Rubies unpanigon'd, 
How dearly they do't ! — 'Tis her breathing that 
Perfumes the chamber thus : The flame o'the taper 
Bows toward her ; and would under-peep her lids, 
To see the enclosed lights, now canopied 
Under these windows : White and azure, laced 
With blue of heaven's own tinct.* — But my design ? 
To note the chamber : — I will write all down : — 
iSuch, and such, pictures ; — There the window ; — Such 
The adornment of her bed ; — The arras, figures. 
Why, such, and such : — And the contents o'the story, — 
Ah, but some natural notes about her body, 
Above ten thousand meaner moveables 
Would testify, to enrich mine inventory : 

13] The speaker is an Italian. JOHNSON. 

[4] It wa« the custom in the time of our author to strew chambers with ruthex, 
a« we now cover tliem with carpets. JOHNSON. 

[5J We should reaiJf 

White with azure lac'd, 

The blue of lieaven's own tinct. 

•Jliat is, ihr white skiii ia«.H;a wi;h blue veius. WARBURTON. 

i» Vol. IX. F 2 
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O sleep, thou ape of death, lie dull upon her! 

And be her sense but as a monument, 

Thus in a chapel lying ! — Come off, come off ; — 

[Taking off' her bracelet. 
As slippery, as the Qordian knot was hard ! — 

Tis mine ; and this will witness outwardly, 
As strongly as the conscience docs within. 
To the madding of her lord. On her Icfl breast 
A mole cinque-spotted, like the crimson drops 
rthe bottom of a cowslip :^ here's a voucher, 
Stronger than ever law could make : this secret 
Will force him think I have pickM the lock, and ta'eo 
The treasure of her honour. No more. — To what end ? 
Why should I write this down, that's ri vetted. 
Screw M to my memory ? She hath been reading late 
The tale of Tereus ; here the leaTs turn'd down, 
^Vhere Philomel gave up ; — 1 have enough : 
To the trunk again, and shut the spring of it. 
Swift, swift, you dragon*s of the night !' — that dawning 
May bare the raven's eye : I lodge in fear ; 
TJiough this a heavenly angel, heU is here. 

[Clock strikes. 
One, two, three, — Time, time ! 

[Goes into the trunk. Hie scene closes 

SCENE Ilf. 

An Ante-chamber adjoining Imogen's Apartment. Enter 

Cloten and Lords. 

1 Lord. Your lordship is the most patient man in loss, 
the most coldest that ever turned up ace. 

Clo. It would make any man cold to lose. 

1 Lord. But not every man patient, after the noble 
temper of your lordship ; You are most hot, and furious 
when you win. 

Clo. Winning would put any man into courage : If 1 
could get this foohsh Imogen, I should have gold enough : 
It's almost morning, is't not ? 



[6] This simile contains the smallest out of a thousand proofs that Shakespeare 
was a most accurate observer of nature. STEEVENS. 

[7] The taslK of drawiner the chariot of night was assig^ied to dragons, on account 
of their supposed watchfulness. Milton mentions ^ the dragon-yoke of night** in // 
Pcnieroso ; and in his Masque : 

w the dragnn womb 

Of Stygian darkness." 

It raar be remarked, that the whole tribe of serpents sleep with their eyes opeo,aai 
tbexclore appear to exert a constant Tigilanoe. 8T£fiV£N/i. 
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1 Lord. JysLy, my lord. 

Gom I would tliis music would come : I am advised to 
give her music o'mcunings ; they say, it will penetrate. 

Enter Musicians, 

— Come on ; tune : If you can penetrate her with your 
iiugering, so ; we'll try with tongue too : if none will do, 
let het* remain ; but I'll never give o'er. First, a very 
excellent good-conceited thing ; after, a wonderful sweet 
air, with admirable rich words to it, — and then let her 
ronsider, 

SONG. 

Hark! hark! the- lark a4 heaven's gate sir^s^ 
And Phaibus ^gins arise, 
' His steeds to water at those springs 
On chalic*d flowers that lies ;• 
And winking Mary-buds begin 
To ope their golden eyes ; 
With every thing that pretty bin :* 
My lady sweet, arise ; 

Arise, arise. 

So. get you gone : If this penetrate, I will consider your 
music the better : if it do not, it is a vice in her ears, 
which horse-hairs, and cats-guts, nor the voice of unpa- 
ved eunuch to boot, can never amend, 

[Exeunt Musicians, 

Enter Cymbeline and Queen 

2 Lord, Here comes the king. 

Go, I am glad, I was up so late ; for that's the reason 
1 was up so early : He cannot choose but take this service 
I have done, fatherly. — Good morrow to your majesty, 
and to my gracious mother. 

Cym, Attend you here the door of our stem daughter ? 
Will she not forth ? 

Clo, I have assailed her with music, but she vouchsafes 
no notice. 

[8] The same hyperbole occurs in Milton's Paradise Lost^ book V. 

« -^ ye birds. 

That singling up to heaven's rate ascend.'' STEEVENS. 

[9] L e. The morning sun dries up the aow which lies io the cups of floweri». It 
tfivy be noted, that the cup of a flower is called calix^ whence chalice. JOHNSON. 
in K e. Pretty is. Thus, 

«* As fresh as bin the flowers in May." STEEVENB. 
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Cym, The exile of her minion is too new ; 
She hath not jet forgot him : some more time 
Must wear the print of his remembrance out, 
And then she's yourd. 

Queen. You are most bound to the king ; 
Who lets go by no vantages, that may 
Prefer you to his daughter : Frame yourself 
To orderly solicits ; and be friended 
With aptness of the season : make deniab 
Increase your services : so seem, as if 
You were inspired to do those duties which 
You tender to her ; that you in all obey her, ^ 
Save when command to your dismission tends. 
And therein you are senseless. 

do. Senseless ? not so. 

Ewter a Messenger. 

Mes. So like you, sir, ambassadors from Rome ; 
The one is Caius Lucius. 

Cym. A worthy fellow, 
Albeit he comes on angry purpose now ; 
But that's no fault of his : We must receive him 
According to the honour of his sender ; 
And towards himself his goodness forespent on us' 
We must extend our notice. — Our dear son, 
When you have given good morning to your mistress, 
Attend the queen, and us ; we shall have need- 
To employ you towards this Roman. — Come, our queen. 
[Exeunt Cym. Queen, Lords, and Messenger. 

Clo. If she be up, I'll speak with her ; if not, • 
Let her lie still, and dream. — By your leave iio !— 

[KMKiks. 
I know her women are about her ; What 
if I do line one of their hands ? 'Tis gold 
Which buys admittance ; ofl it doth ; yea, and makes 
Diana's rangers false themselves, yield up 
Their deer to the stand of the stealer ; and 'tis gjold 
Which makes the true man kill'd, and saves the thief ; 
Nay, sometime, hangs both thief and true man : What 
Can it not do, and undo ? I will make 
One of her women lawyer to me ; for 
I yet not understand the case myself. 
By your leave. [Knocks. 

,} \ The good offices done by him to us herttofure. WARBURTON. 
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ErUer a Lady, 

Lady. Who's there, that knocks ? 

Go, A gentlemaD. 

Lady. No more ? 

Clo. Yes, and a gentlewoman's son. 

Lady, That's more 
Than some, whose tailors are as dear as yours, 
Can josthr hoast of: What's yonr lordship's pleasure ? 

Go. Your lady's person : is she ready ? 

Lady. Ay, 
To keep her chamber. 

Qo. There's gold for you ; sell me your good report. 

Lady, How ! my good name ? or to report of you 
What I shall think is good ? — The princess 

Enter Imogen. 

€2o^ Good-morrow, fairest sister : your sweet hand* 

hno. Good-morrow, sir : You lay out too much pains 
For purchasing but trouble : the thanks I give, 
Is telling y6u Uiat I am poor of thanks. 
And scarce can spare them. 

Clo. StiU, I swear, I love you, 

Imo. Uyon but said so, 'twere as deep with me ; 
If you swear still, your recompence is still 
TlAt I regard it not. 

Clo. Tfcos is no answer. 

huo. But that you shall not say I yield, being silent, 
I would not speak. I pray you, spare me : i'faith, 
I shall Ti^ld equal discourtesy 
To your best kindness ; one of your great knowing 
Should learn, being taught, forbearance.' 

Clo. To leave you in your madness, 'twere my sin : 
i^will not 

Imo. Fools are not mad folks.* • 

Clo. Do you call me fool ? 

hno. As I am mad, ( do : 
If you'll be patient, I'll no more be mad ; 
That cures us both. I am much sorry, sir, 
You put me to forget a lady's manners, 
By being so verbal :* and learn now, for all, 

[21 A man who is taug^ht forbearance sbould learn it JOHNSON. 

. [3J This, M Cloten very well understands it, is a covert mode of calling him fool. 
The meaning implied is this: If I am mail, us you tell me, I am what you cau 
nf\eT\te^ Foof Mare not mad Mk$. STEKVENS. 

(tj So vcrl>al--i.s so verbose, fo full of talk. JOHNSOX 
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That f , which know my heart, do here pronounce, 

By the very truth of it, I care not for you ; 

And am so near the lack of charity, 

(To accuse myself) I hate you : which I had rather 

I o\i felt, than make't my boast. 

Oo. You sin against 
Obedience, which you owe your father. For 
The contract you pretend with that base wretch» 
^One, bred of ahns, and fosterM with cold dishes, 
With scraps o'the court,) it is no contract, aone : 
And though it be allow'd in meaner parties, 
Yet who, than he, more mean ?)to knit their souls 
On whom there is no more dependency 
But brats and beggary) in solf-rin;ur'd knot ;* 
Yet you are curb'd from that enlargement by 
The consequence o'the crown ; and must not soil 
The precious note of it with a base slave, 
A hilding for a hvery, a squire's cloth, 
A pantler, not so eminent. 

Into. Profane fellow ! * 

Wert thou the son of Jupiter, and no more. 
But what thou art, besides, thou wert too base 
To be his groom : thou wert dignified enough, 
Even to the point of envy, if 'twere made 
Comparative for your virtues, to be styl'd* 
The under-hangman of his kingdom ; and hated 
For being preferr'd so well. 

Clo, The south-fog rot him ! 

Imo. He never can meet more mischance, t^yi come 
To be but nam'd of thee. His meanest garment, 
That ever hath but clipp'd his body, is dearer,* 
In my respect, than all the hairs above thee, 
Were they all made such men. — How now, Pisanio ? 

Enter Pisanio. 

Go, His garment ? Now, the devil — 

Imo. To Dorothy my women hie thee presently :— * 

Clo, His garment ? 

Imo. I am sprighted with a fool f 
Frighted, and anger'd worse : — Go, bid my woman 
Search for a jewel, that too casually 



[51 A nelf-figur'd knot, is a knot Ibrmed by yourself. JOHNSON. 

[6j If it were considered as a compen$ation adegwOe to your virtuet) !• %e Hfied^ 
Ice. MALONE. 

[7] I am haunted by a fool as liy a tpritt. STEEVENS. 
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Hath left mine arm ;* it wus thy master^s : 'shrew me. 

If I would lose it for a revenue 

Of any king's in Europe. I do think, 

1 saw^t this morning : confident I am, 

Last night 'twas on mine arm ; I kiss'd it : 

I hope, it he not gone, to tell my lord 

That I kiss aught but he. 

Pis. *Twill not be lost. 
I Imo, I hope so : go, and search. [Exit Pisanio 

Clo, You have abnsM me : — 
- Ilis meanest garment ? 

hfio. Ay ; I said so, sir : 
If you will make't an action, call witness to't. 

Clo. I will inform your father. 
' Imo, Your mother too : 
. She's my good lady ; and will conceive, I hope, 
But the worst of me. So I leave you, sir, 
To the worst of discontent. lExii 

Clo. I'll be reveng'd : — 
His meanest garment ? — Well. [Exit 

SCENE IV. 

Rome, An AparimeTU in Philario's Home. Enter Post- 

HUMCs and Philario. 

Post, Fear it not, sir : I would, I were so sure 
To win the king, as I am bold, her honour 
Will remain liers. 

Phi, What means do you make to him ? 

Post, Not any ; but abide the change of time ; 
Qjaake in the present winter's state, and wish 
That warmer days would come : In these fear'd hopei, 
1 barely gratify your love ; they failing, 
\ must die much your debtor. 

Phi, Your very goodness, and your company 
O'erpays sdl I can do. By this, your king 
Hath heard of great Augustus : Caius Lucius 
Will do his commission throughly : And, I thinks 
He'll grant the tribute, send the arrearages, 
Or look upon our Romans, whose remembrance 
Is yet fresh in their grief. 

Post, I do believe, 
(Statist? though 1 am none, nor like to be,) 



[^ 



That hath aoddentmlly fallen from my arm by my too great paglifeiic». XAIr 
Statcfman. See a note on Uamleu Act V. sc ii. BTKSYEKS, 
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That this will prove a war ; and you shall hear 

The legions, now in Gallia, sooner landed 

In oar not-fearing Britain, than have tidings 

Of any penny tribute paid. Our countrymen 

Are men more orderM, than when Julius Caesar 

Smil'd at their lack of skill, but found their courage 

Worthy his frowning at : Their dicipline 

rNow mingled with their courages) will make known 

To their approvers,' they are people, such 

As mend upon the world. 

Enter Iachimo. 

Phi. See ! Iachimo ? 

Post. The swiflest harts have posted you by land : 
And winds of all the corners kiss'd your sails, 
To make your vessel nimble. 

Phi. Welcome, sir. 

Post. I hope, the briefness of your answer made 
The speediness of your return. 

lach. Your lady 
Is one the fairest that I have look'd upon. 

Post. And, therewithal, the best ; or let her beauty 
liOok through a casement to allure false hearts, 
And be false with them. 

lach. Here are letters for you. 

Post. Their tenour good, I trust. 

lach. 'Tis very like. 

Phi, Was Caius Lucius iu the Britain coArt, 
When you were there ? 

lach. He was expected then, 
But not approach'd. 

Post. All is well yet. — 
Sparkles this stone as it was wont ? or isH not 
Too dull for your good wearing ? 

lach. If I have lost it, 
I should have lost the worth of it in gold. 
I'll make a journey twice as far, to enjoy 
A second night of such sweet shortness, which 
Was mine in Britain ; for the ring is won. 

Post. The stone's too hard to come by. 

lach. Not a whit, 
Your lady being so easy. 

Post. Make not, sir, 



[1] That t<, To thoM who Uy. WARBURTON. 
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Toar loss your sport : I hope, you know that we 
Must not continue friends. 

lack. Good sir, we must, 
If you keep covenant : Had I not brought 
The knowledge of your mistress home, 1 grant 
We were to question further : but 1 now 
Profess myself the winner of her honour, 
Together with your ring ; and not the wronger 
Of her, or you, having proceeded but 
By both your wills. 

Post. If you can make't apparent 
That you have tasted her in bed, my hand, 
And ring, is yours : If not, the foul opinion 
You had of her pure honour, gains, or loses, 
Your sword, or mine ; or masterless leaves botli 
To who shall find them. 

lack. Sir, my circumstances, 
Being so near the truth, as 1 will make them. 
Must first induce you to believe : whose strength 
I will confirm with oath ; which, I doubt not. 
You'll give me leave to spare, when you shall find 
You need it not. 

Post, Proceed. 

lach. First, her bed-chamber, 
(Where, I confess, I slept not ; but, profess, 
Had that was well worth watching,) It was hangM 
With tapestry of silk and silver ; the story 
Proud Cleopatra, when she met her Roman, 
And Cydnus swell'd above the banks, or for 
The press of boats, or pride : A piece of work 
So bravely done, so rich, that it did strive 
In workmanship, and value ; which, I wonder'd, 
Coold be so rarely and exactly wrought, 
Since the true life on't was 

Post. This is true ; 
And this you might have heard of here, by me^ 
Or by some other. 

Ictch. More particulars 
Must justify my knowledge. 

Post. So they must, 
Or do your honour injury. 

lack. The chimney 
Is south the chamber ; and the chimney-piece> 
Chaste Dian, bathing : never saw I figures 
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'So likely lo report themselves :• the cutter 
Was as another nature, dumb ; outwent her, 
Motion and breath left out.^ 

Post. This is a thing, 
Which you might from lelation likewise reap j 
Being, as it is, much spoke of. 

lack. The roof o'the rhamber 
With golden cherubins i? fretted : Her andirons 

8'. had forgot them,) were two winking Cupids 
f silver, each on one foot standing, nicely 
Depending on their brands. 

Post. This is her honour ! — 
Let it be granted, you have seen all this, (and praise 
Be given to your remembjance,) the description 
Of what is in her chamber, nothing saves 
The wager you have laid. 

Inch. Then, if you can, [Pulling out the bracelet. 

Be pale ;* I beg but leave to air this jewel : See ! — 
And now 'tis up again : It must be married 
To that your diamond ; I'll keep them. 

Post. Jove ! — 
Once more let me behold it : Is it that 
Which I left with her ? 

lack. Sir, (I thank her,) that : 
She stripp'd it from her arm : 1 see her yet ; 
Her pretty action did outsell her gift, 
And yet encrich'd it too : She gave it me, and said, 
She priz'd it once. 

Post. May be, she pluck'd it off, 
To send it me. 

lack. She writes so to you ? doth she ? 

Post. O, no, no, no ; 'Tis true. Here, take this too j 

[Gives the fing. 
It is a basiUsk unto mine eye, 
Kills me to look on't : — Let there be no honour, 
Where there is beauty ; truth, where semblance ; love, 
Where there's another man : 'I'he vows of women 
Of no more bondage be, to where they are made, 
Than they are to their virtues ;* which is nothing : — 



{2] So near to speech. The Italians call a poi-trait, when the likeness is remadiaUe. 
a iHpraklng: picture. JOHNSON. 

[S] The meaning is tLts, The sculptor was as nature, but as nature dumb : he fare 
every thing that nature e^ves, but breath and niotiop. In brtatk is included speedL 

JOHNSON. 

Ml If you can forbear to flush your cheek with rage. JOHNSON. 

[5] The love rowed by women no ntore hhiAes with him to iKiiom it Is vowtd. 
than women adhere lo their Tirtue. JOHNSON. 
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0, abore measure false ! 

Pki. Have patience, sir, 
And take your ring again ; 'tis not yet won : 
It may be probable, she lost it ; or, 
~ Who knows if one of her women, being corrupted, 
Hath stolen it from her. 

Post. Very true ; 
And so, I hope, he came by't : — Back my ring ;— 
Render to me some corporal sign about her, 
More evident than this ; for this was stolen. 
lach. By Jupiter, I had it from her arm. 
Post. Hark you, he swears ; by Jupiter he swears. 
"Tis true ; — nay, keep the ring — 'tis true : I am sure. 
She would not lose it : her attendants arc 
All sworn, and honourable : — They induc'd to steal it I 
» And by a stranger ? — No, he hath enjoy'd her : 
f The cognizance® of her incontinency 

Is this, — she hath bought the name of whore thus dearly 
' —There, take tliy hire ; and all the fiends of hell 
Divide themselves between you ! 

Phi. Sir, be patient : 
This is not strong enough to be believ'd 

f Of one persuaded well of 

L Post. Never talk on't ; 
She hath been colted by him. 
lach. If you seek 
j For further satisfying, under her breast 

(Worthy the pressing,) lies a mole, right proud 
I Of that most delicate lodging : By my life, 
I I kiss'd it ; and it gave me present hunger 
: To feed again, though full. You do remember 
This stain upon her ? 

Post. Ay, and it doth confirm 
Another stain, as big as hell can hold, 
Were there no more but it. 
lach. Will you hear more ? 

Post. Spare your arithmetic : never count the turns ^ 
Once, and a million ! 

lack, m be sworn, 

* Post. No swearing. 

If you will swear you have not done't, you lie , 
And I will kill thee, if thou dost deny 
Thou hast made me cuckold. 



iq Tlie co^xance- -Uae bad^ej the token ) the visible proo£ J0U2<JS0Nt 
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lack. I will denv nothing. 

Post. O, that I had her here, to tear her limb-meal! 
I will go there, and do't ; i'the court ; before 
Her father : — I'll do something [Ex 

Phi. Quite besides 
The government of patience ! — You have won : 
Let's follow him, and pervert tlie present wrath 
Ue hath against himself. 

lach. With all my heart. [Exm 

SCENE V 

llie same. Another Room in the same. Enter Posthumi 

Post. ^Is there no way for men to be, but women 
Must be half-workers ? We are bastards all ; 
And that most venerable man, which I 
Did call my father, was I know not where 
When I was stamp'd ; some coiner with his tools 
Made me a counterfeit : Yet my mother scem'd 
The Dian of that time : so doth my wife 
The nonpareil of this. — O vengeance, vengeance ! 
Me of my lawful pleasure she restrained. 
And pray'd me, ofl, forbearance : did it with 
A pudency so rosy, the sweet view on't 
Might well have warm'd old Saturn ; that I thou^t he 
As chaste as unsunn'd snow : — O, all the devils ! — 
This yellow lachimo, in an hour, — ^was't not ? — 
Or less, — ^at first : Perchance he spoke not ; but, 
Like a full-acorn'd boar, a German one, 
Cry'd, oh ! and mounted : found no opposition 
But what he look'd for should oppose, and she 
Should from encounter guard. Could I find out 
The woman's part in me ! for there's no motion 
That tends to vice in man, but I affirm 
It is the woman's part : Be it lying, note it, 
The woman's ; flattering, hers ; deceiving, hers ; 
Ambitions, covetings, change of prides, disdain, 
Nice longings, slanders, mutability, 
All faults that may be nam'd, nay, that hell knows, 
Why, hers, in part, or all ; but, rather, all : 
For ev'n to vice 

. .1 u 1,1 I I i_ ■ I I ■ ■ ■_i^ M ■ J I ■ ■ _ I mM^mmmum^tmm.m- 

[7| Milfon wu very probably indebted to this speech for one of the asntiBM 
which he faai iiapaited to Adam, Paradise Lost, book x. 8TERVENS. 
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Thej are not constant, but are changing still 

One Tice, but of a minute old, for one 

Not half so old as that. I'll write against them, 

Detest them, curse them : — Yet 'tis greater skill 

In a true hate, to pray they have their will : 

The very devils cannot plague them better. [Exit 



i ACT III. 

^ SCENE I. — Britain. A Room of State in Cymbelike's 
Paliue, Enter Cymbeline, Queen, Cloten, and Lordsy 
at one Door; and at another, Caius Lucius, and Attendants, 

Cym. Now say, what would Auguf*tu8 Cassar with us ? 

Imc. When JuUus Caesar (whose remembrance yet 
Lives in men's eyes ; and will to ears, and tongues, 
Be theme, and hearing ever,) was in this Britain, 
And conquer'd it, Cassibelan, thine uncle, 
(Famous in Caesar's praises, no whit less 
' Than in his feats deserving it,) for him. 

And his succession, granted Rome a tribute, 
L Yearly three thousands pounds ; which by thee lately 
Is left untender'd. 

Queen, And, to kill the marvel, 
Shadl be so ever. 

Go, There be many Caesars, 
Ere such another JuHus. Britain is 
A world by itself; and we will nothing pay. 
For wearing our own noses. 

Queen. That opportunity. 
Which then they had to take from us, to resume 
We have again. — Remember, sir, my liege. 
The kings your ancestors ; together with 
The natursd bravery of your isle ; which stands 
As Neptune's park, ribbed and paled in 
With rocks unscaleable, and roaring waters ; 
With sands, that will not bear your enemies' boats, 
Put suck them up to the top-mast. A kind of conquest 
Caesar made here ; but made not here his brag 
Of, cajnCf and saw, and overcame : with shame 
(The first that ever touch'd him,) he was carried 
From off our coast, twice beaten ; and his shipping. 
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(Poor ignorimt baubles !)* on our terrible seas, 
ijike efi;g-sbe!ls movM upon their surges, crack'il 
As easily 'gsiinst our rocks : For joy whereof. 
The fam'd Cassibel.ui, who was once at point 
(O, giglet fortune !) to nias»ter Caesar's sword, 
Alade Lud'd town witli rejoicing fires bright. 
And Britons strut with courage. 

Clo. Come, there's no more tribute to be paid : Our 
kingdom is stronger thnn it was at that time ; and, as I 
said, there is no more such Cajsars ; other of them may 
have crooked noses ; but, to owe such strait arms, none. 

Cym, Son, let your mother end. 

Clo, We have yet many among us can gripe as hard afi 
Cassibelan : 1 do not s;iy, 1 am one ; but I have a hand. 
— Why tribute ? why sliould we pay tribute ? If Cietar 
can hide the sun from us with a bhmkct, or put the moon 
in his pocket, we will pay him tribute for light ; else, sir, 
no more tribute, pray you now. 

Cijm, You must know. 
Till the injurious Romans did extort 
This tribute from us, we were free : Casar's ambition, 
(Which sweird so much, that it did almost stretch 
The sides o'the world,) agjiinst all colour,'* here 
Did put the yoke upon us ; which to shake off. 
Becomes a warlike people, whom we reckon 
Ourselves to be. We do say then to Caesar, 
Our ancestor was that Mulmutius, which 
Ordain'd our laws ; (whose use the sword of Caesar 
Hath too much mangled ; whose repair, and franchise^ . 
Shall, by the power we hold, be our good deed, 
Though Rome be therefore angry ;) Mulmutius, 
Who was the first of Britain, which did put 
His brows within a golden crown, and callM 
Himself a king. 

Luc, I am sorry, Cymbeline, 
That I am to pronounce Augustus Caesar 
(Caesar, that hath more kings his servants, than 
Thyself domestic officers,) thine enemy : 
Receive it from me, then : — War, and confusion; 
In Caesar's name pronounce I 'gainst thee : look 
For fury not to be resisted : — Thus defied. 



[8] Ignorant — unacquainted with the nature of our boistarous ceaf . 
l^J Without vaj pretence of riffht J OilNtSON. 



joHNtoir. 
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I thank thee for myself. 

Cym, Thou art welcome, Caius. 
Thy CsBsar knighted me ; my youth I spent 
Much under him ; of him I gather'd honour ; 
Which he, to seek of me agiiin, perforce. 
Behoves me keep at utter:mce ;' 1 am i)erfcct,' 
That the Pannonians and Dalmatians, for 
Their liberties, are now in arms : a precedent 
Which, not to read, wo':!d show the Britons cold : 
So Cassar shall not tind them. 

Lmc. Let proof speak. 

do. His majesty bids you welcome. Make pastime 
with U8 a day, or two, longer : H you seek us aAerwards 
in other terms, you shall find us in our salt-water girdle : 
if you beat us out of it, it is yours ; if you fall in the ad- 
Yenture, our crows shall fare the better for you ; and 
there's an end. 

Luc, So, sir. 

Cym, I know your master's pleasure, and he mine : 
All the remain is, welcome. [Exeunt, 

SCENE II. 

Another Room in the same. Enter Pisanio. 

Pis. How ! of adultery ? Wherefore write you not 
What monster's her accuser ? — Leonatus ! 
O, master ! what a strange infection 
Is &Uen into thy ear ? What false Italian 
(As poisonous tongu'd, as handed,)' hath prevail'd 
On thy too ready hearing ? — Disloyal ? No : 
She's punish'd for her truth ; and undergoes, 
More goddess-like than wife-like, such assaults 
As would take in some virtue.* — O, my master ! 
Thy mind to her is now as low, as were 
Thy fortunes. — How I that I should murder her ? 
Upon the love, and truth, and vows, which 1 
Have made to thy command ? — I, her ? — her blood '/ 



m Keep at atterance means to keep at the extremity of defiance. BTSEYIIVS 
m I am well informed. So, in Macbttk : 

* « in your state of honour / am perfxt:^ JOHNSON. 

[81 About Shakespenre^s time the practise of poisoning was very comraoa In Ilhl^, 
aM the siM^on or Italian poisons yet more common. JOHNSON. 

[4] To tadce in a town, is to conquer it. iOUNSON. 
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If it be so to do good service, never 

Let me be counted serviceable. How look I, 

That I should seem to lack humanity, 

So much as this fact comes to ? DoH : The letter 

[Readmg, 

Hiat I have sent her, by her ottji command 
Shall give thee opportunity : — O damn'd paper ! 
Clack as the ink that's on thee ! senseless bauble* 
Art thou a f'Ofl;»ry for this act,* and look'st 
So virgin-like without Lo, here she comes. 

Enter Imogen. 

1 am ignorant in what I am commanded.^ 

Imo. How now, Pisanio ? 

Pts. Madam, here is a letter from my lord. 

hno. Who ? thy lord ? that is my lord ? LeonatOB ? 
O, learn'd indeed were that astronomer, 
That knew the stars, as 1 his cluracters ; 
He'd lay the future open. You good gods. 
Let what is here contain'd relish of love, 
Of my lord's health, of his content, — yet not. 
That we two are asunder, — let that iiirieve him, — 
rSome griefs are med'cinablo ;) that is one of them, 
For it doth physic love f of his content. 
All but in that I — Good wax, thy leave : — Bless'd be. 
You bees, that make these locks of counsel ! LoTers 
And men in dangerous bonds, pniy not alike ; 
Though forfeitures you cast in prison, yet 
You clasp young Cupid's tables. — Good news, godi t 

[Reads. 

Justice, and yourfather^s wrath, should he take nu m htM 
dominion, could not be so cruel to me, 05 you, O ike deartU 
of creatures, would not even renew me with your ewt* Take 
notice, that lam in Cambria, at Milford Haven: fVhatyour 
•wn love will, out of this, advise you,follffOo, So, hewiikMt 
you all happiness, that remains loyal to his vow, and your^ in' 
creasing in love, Leonatus PosTHUinrB. 

[S] Art tboa too combined, art thou a confederaU, in this actf A /Mifwf WM •■ 
ofllcer to be pre»tni vnth and atsiiittint to the Escheatora in evety €0«iitj at tbm 
iat of offices, kc MALONE. 

TBI I am unpraetis'd in the arts of murder. STKEVENS. 

rt That is, gfrief for absence lieeps love in health ami vigour. JCXBX809I. 

[tlj This passage, \vliich is probably erroneous, is nonsense, unlcif we n 
Inat the word as has the force of hvt. " Your father's wrath could BoC be M 
to me. but yon cotild renew me with your ryes." SL MASON. 
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O, for a horse with wings ! — Hear'st thou, Pisanio ? 

He is at Milford-Haven : Read, and tell me 

How &r 'tis thither. If one of mean affairs 

May plod it in a week, why may not I 

Glide thither in a day ? — Then, true Pisanio, 

rWho longest, like me, to see thy lord ; who long'st,— - 

U, let me 'bate, — ^but not hke me : — ^yet longest, — 

Bat in a fauiter kind : — O, not like me ; 

For niineV beyond beyond,) say, and speak thick,* 

Sjove's counsellor should fill the bores of hearing, 
o the smothering of the sense,) how far it is \ 

To this same blessed Milford : And, by the way, 
Tell me how Wales was made so happy, as 
To inherit such a haven : But, first of all, 
How we may steal from hence ; and, for the gap 
Tiiat we shall make in time, from our hence-going. 
And our return, to excuse : — ^but first, how get hence -. 
Why should excuse be born or e'er begot ? 
We'll talk of that hereafter. Pr'ythee, speak. 
How many score of miles may we well ride 
'Twixt hour and hour ? 

Pis, One score, 'twixt sun and sun. 
Madam, 's enough for you ; and too much too. 

Jttio. Why, one that rode to his execution, man, 
Could never go so slow : I have heard of riding wagers, 
Where horses have been nimbler than the sands 

That run i'the clock's behalf.* But this is foolery.— ^ 

Qo, bid my woman feign a sickness ; say 

She'll home to her father : and provide me, presently, 

A riding^oit ; no costlier than would fit 

A franklin's housewife.' 

P%9* Madam, you're best consider.* 

hno, I see before me, man, nor here, nor here, 
Nor what ensues ; but have a fog in them, 
That I cannot look through. Away, I pr'ythee ; 
Do as I bid thee : There's no more to say ; 
Accessible is none but Milford way. [Exeuni, 

[11 Orawd one word on another u fkst as possible. STEEVENS. 

10] This fcntastieal exprewinn means no more than sand in an hour-glass, used to 
meanire time. WARBURTON. 

[1] A franliUn is, literally, a flwefaolder, with a small estate, neither Tillaia DOT 
vaWaL JOHNSON. 

rs] That is * wm'iI best consider.' BI. MASON.— ^o afterwards iD ic. vi. • I MfV 
best not cali.^ BIALONE. 

10 Vol. IX. G 
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SCENE III. 

JValei. A Mountainous Country, with a Cave, Enter Be* 
LARius, GuiDERius, and Arviraous. 

Bel. A goodly day not to keep house, with such 
Whose roof*s as low as ours ! Stoop, hoys : This gate 
Instnicts you how to adore the heavens ; and bows you 
To morning's holy office : The gates of monarcha 
Are arch'd so high, that giants may jet through 
And keep their impious turhands on,^ without 
(jood-morrow to the sun. — Hail, thou fair heaven 1 
We house i'the rock, yet use thee not so hardly 
As prouder livers do. ^ 

Gui, Hail, heaven ! 

Arv. Hail, heaven ! 

Bel. Now, for our mountain sport : Up to yon hill. 
Your legs are young ; Til tread these flats. Consider. 
When you above perceive me like a crow, 
That it is place, which lessens, and sets off. 
And you may then revolve what tales I have told yon, 
Of courts, of princes, of the tricks in war : 
This service is not service, so being done, 
But being so allow'd : To apprehend thus, 
Draws us a profit from all things we see : 
And oflen, to our comfort, shall we find 
The shardcd beetle^ in a safer hold 
Than is the fuU-wingM eagle. O, this Jife 
Is nobler, than attending for a check ; 
Richer, than doing nothing for a babe ;* 
Prouder, than rustling in unpaid-for silk : 
Such gain the cap of him, that makes them fine, 
Yet keeps his book uncrossed :^ no life to ours. 

Gill. Out of your proof you speak : we, poor unfledged. 
Have never wing'd from view o'thc nest ; nor know not 

[31 The idea of a giant was, among the renders of roniaores, who were alnuist 
all the readers of those times, always confounded with that of a Smeaa. 

JOHNSON. 

[4] The beetle whose wing^ are enclosed within two dry kudu or thtrdt, * TImbm 
oases (says Goldsmith) which beetles Iiave to tlieir wings, are the more ntoiMBiyy 
as they oAen live under the surface of the earth in holes, which thay dif oat Of 
Iheir own industry." M ALONE. 

\p] I read,-~-^ Richer than doing nothing for a brabe.* Brabium b a badn of 

honour, or the ensign of an honour, or any tiling worn as a muk of dignhj. Bob^ 
oak. In his dictionary, terms it a reward. Cooper, in his Thefluims, doiaot Uto M 
a price, or reward fur any game. JOHNSON. 

[61 So, in a Collection of Epigranis, Alc 1598 : 

<* Yet stands be in the debet book uncrost.** STEEVKNS. 
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WhBt air's from home. Haply, this hte is best, 

If quiet life be best ; sweeter to you, 

That have a sharper knowo ; well corresponding 

With your stiff age : but, unto us, it is 

A cell of ignorance ; travelling abed ; 

A prison for a debtor, that not dares 

To stride a limit. 

Arv. What should w^e speak of. 
When we are old as you V when we shall hear 
The rain and wind beat dark December, how, 
In this our pinching cave, shall we discourse 
The freezing hours away ? We have seen nothing : 
We are beastly ; subtle as the fox, for prey ; 
Like warlike as the woli^ for what we eat : 
Our valour is, to chase what flies ; our cage 
We make a quire, as doth the prison bird. 
And sing our bondage freely. 

BeL How you speak ! 
Did you but know the city's usuries, 
And felt them knowingly : the art o'the court, 
As hard to leave, as keep ; whose top to climb 
Is certain falling, or so slippery, that 
The fear's as bad as falling : the toil of the war, 
A pain that only seems to seek out danger 
I'the name of fame, and honour ; which dies i'the search ; 
And hath as ofl a slanderous epitaph. 
As record of fair act ; nay, many times. 
Doth ill deserve by doing well ; what's worse. 
Must court'sy at the censure : — O, boys, this story 
The world may read in me : My body's mark'd 
With Roman swords ; and my report was once 
First with the best of note : Cymbeline lov'd me ; 
And when a soldier was the theme, my name 
Was not far off : Then was I as a tree. 
Whose boughs did bend with fruit : but, in one night, 
A storm, or robbery, call it what you will, 
Shook down my mellow hangings, nay, my leaves, 
And lefl me bare to weather. 

Gui. Uncertain favour ! 

BeL My fault being nothing (as I have told you oft,) 
But that two villain!*^ whose false oaths pr evaiPd 

[7] This dnraidTf an old age, unsunplied wUh matter for discouraeand meditaiioU} 
Is a sentiment natural and nctbie. No state can be more deHt:f.i«e than that of him 
who, when the delights uf sense forsake him, has no pleasures of ti. ; mind. 



f iO < VMj;;.i.K\r. act iu« 

He fore niy perfect honour, swore to Cyinbeline, 

I was confederate with the Romans : so, 

l'ollow'*il my banishment ; and, this twenty years, 

This rock, and tliese demesnes, have been my world : 

Where I have livM at honest freedom ; paid 

iMore pious debts to heaven, than in all 

The fore-end of my time. — But, up to the mountaiiis ; 

This is not hunters' language : — ^He, that strikes 

The venison first, shall be the lord o'the feast ; 

To him the other two shall minister ; 

And we will fear no poison, which attends 

In place of greater state. Til meet you in the valleys. 

[Exeunt Gui. and Arv 
How hard it is to hide the sparks of nature ! 
These boys know little, they are sons to the king ; 
Nor Cymbeline dreams that they are alive. 
They think, they are mine ; and, though train'd up thus 

meanly 
Pthe cave, wherein they bow, their thoughts do hit 
The roofs of palaces ; and nature prompts them, 
In simple and low things, to prince it, much 
Beyond the trick of others. This Polydore, — - 
The heir of Cymbeline and Britain, whom 
The king his father call'd Guiderius, — Jove ! 
'When on my three -foot stool I sit, and tell 
The warlike feats I have done, his spirits fly out 
Into my story : say, — Thus mine enemy fell ; 
And tku8 I set my foot on his neck ; even then 
The princely blood flows in his cheek, he sweats^ 
Strains his young nerves, and puts himself in posture 
That acts my words. The younger brother, Cadwal, 
(Once, Arvir^gus,) in as like a figure. 
Strikes life into my speech, and shows much more 
His own conceiving. Plark ! the game is rous'd ! — 
O Cymbeline ! heaven, and my conscience, knows, 
Thou didst unjustly banish me : whereon. 
At three, and two years old, I stole these babes ; 
Thinking to bar thee of succession, as 
Thou reft's me of my lands. Euriphile, 
Thou wast their nurse ; they took thee for their mother. 
And every day do honour to her grave : 
Myself, Belarius, that am Morgan call'd. 
They take for natural father. The game is up. [Exit. 
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SCENE IV. 
Near Milford-Haven. Enter Pisanio and Imogen. 

Lno. Thou told'st me, when we came from horse, the 
place 
Was near at hand : — Ne'er longM my mother so 
To see me first, as I have now : — Pisanio ! Man ! 
Where is Posthtimus ? What is in thj mind. 
That makes thee stare thus ? Wherefore breaks that sigh 
From the inward of thee ? One, hut painted thus, 
Would be interpreted a thing perplex'd 
Beyond self-expUcation : Put thyself 
Into a haviour of less fear, ere wildness 
Vanquish my staider senses. What's the matter ? 
Why teoder'st thou that paper to mc, with 
A look nntender ? If it be summer news, 
Smile to't before : if winterly, thou need'st 
But keep that countenance still. — My husband's hand I 
That drug-damn'd Italy hath out-cniflied him,^ 
And he^s at some hard point. — Speak, man ; thy tongue 
May take ofif some extremity, which to read 
Would be even mortal to me. 

Pis, Please you, read ; 
And you shall find me, wretched man, a thing 
The most disdain'd of fortune. 

Imo. [Reads.] Thy mistress^ Pisanio^ hatJi played the 
strumpet in my bed : the testimonies whereof lie bleeding in 
me, I speak not out of weak surmises ; frwn proof as strong 
as my grief and a>s certain as I expect my revenge. That 
party (£oti, Pisanio y must act for me, if thy faith be not tainted 
with the breach of hers. Let thine orsm hands take away her 
life : I shall give thee opportunities at Milford-Haven : she 
hath my letter for the purpose : Where, if thou fear to strike, 
and to make me certain it is done, thou art the pandar tOj 
her dishonour, and equally to me disloyal. 

Pis. What shall I need to draw my sword ? the paper 
Hath cut her throat already. — No, 'tis slander ; 
Whose edge is sharper than the sword ; whose tongue 
Out-venoms all the worms of Nile ;^ whose breath 



1"! 



Tlib is another allusion to Italian poisons. JOHNSON. 

Serpents and dragons by the old writers were called worms. STECVENS- 
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Rides on the posting winds, and doth belie 

All comers of the world : kings, queens, and states,' 

Maids, matrons, nay, the secrets of the grave 

This viperous slander enters. — What cheer, madam ? 

Imo, False to his bed ! what is it, to be false ? 
To lie in watch there, and to think on him ? 
To weep 'twixt clock and clock ? .if sleep charge nattire, 
To break it with a fearful dream of him, 
And crv mvsclf awake ? that's faUe to his bed ? 
Is it? 

Pis. Ala.^, good lady ! 

Imo, I false ? Thy conscience witness : — lachimo, 
Thou didst accuse him of incontinency ; 
Thou then look'dst hke a villain ; no\V, methinks, 
Thy favour's good enough. — Some jay of Italy, 
Whose mother was her painting," hath betray'd him : 
Poor I am stale, a garment out of fashion ; 
And, for I am richer than to hang by the walls, 
I must be ripp'd :' — to pieces with me ! — O, 
Men's vows are women's traitors ! All good seeiQing, 
By thy revolt, O husband, shall be thought 
Put on for villany ; not born, where't grows ; 

[11 States— persons of high nnk. JOHNSON. 

[2] There is a iNPettiness in this expression •, patta. in Italian, signifyiogboth a 
jay and a whore : I suppose from the gay feathers of that bird. WAHBuRTON. 

Some Jay of Italy, made by art the creature, not of nature, but of paintinfl% In 
tikis sense, painting may be not improperly termed her mother. JOUMBON. 

[3] To hang by the walls^ does not mean, to be converted into hanginr$/or « rsem, 
but to be Atttir up, as useless, among the neglected contents of a wararAe. So, In 
Measure /or Meaaure : 

**That have, like unscour*d armourj hunghu the tooiZ.*' 
When a boy, at an ancient mansion-house m Sufibu, I saw one of these reposito- 
ries, which (thanks to a succession of old maids t) had been preserved, with super- 
stitious reverence, for almost a century and a half. 

Clothes were not formerly, as at fHvsent, made of Uffht materials, w«pe not kept 
in drawers, or given away as soon as lapse of time or change of fiuhion bad impair- 
ed their value. On the contrary, they were hung up on wooden pegs in a room ap- 
propriated to the sole purpose of recriving them ; and though such eastoff things 
as were composed of rich substances, were occasicmally rifped for domestic uses, 
(viz. mantles for infants, vests for children, and counterpanes for beds,) articks of 
inferior quality were suffered to hang by the wo//*, till age and moths had destroy- 
ed what pride would not permit to be worn by servants or poor relations. 

** Gommitem horridulum trita donare lacema," 
seems to have been customary among our ancestors.— When Queen Elizabeth died, 
she was found to have left above three thousand dresses behind her *, and there is 
ret in the wardrobe of Covent-Oarden Theatre, n rich suit of clothes that once bo- 
longed to King James I. When I saw it last, it was on the back of Justice Q reedy, 
a character in Massinger's JVew ITay to pay Old Dtht*. STEKVKNS. 
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>rn, a bait for ladies. 

Good wiadam, hear me. 

True honest men being heard, like false ^neas. 

in his time, thought false : and Sinon's weeping 
rndal many a holy tear ; took pity 
nost true wretchedness : So, thou, Posthumus, 
y the leaven on all proper men ; 
', and gallant, shall be false, and perjur'd, 
hy great fail. — Come, fellow, be thou honest ; 
a thy master's bidding : When thou see'st him, 

witness my obedience : Look ! 

the sword myself : take it ; and hit 
nocent mansion of my love, my heart : 
ot ; 'tis empty of all things, but grief: 
aster is not there ; who was, indeed, 
ches of it : Do his bidding ; strike, 
nay'st be yaliant in a better cause ; 
w thou seem'st a coward. 

Hence, vile instrument ! 
(halt not damn my hand. 

Why, I must die ; 

I do not by thy hand, -thou art 

^ant of thy master's : Against self-slaughter 

is a prohibition so divine, 

ravens my weak hand. Come, here's my heart ; 

ing's afore't : — Soft, soil ; we'll no defence ; 

ot as ^e scabbard.^What is here ? 

riptures of the loyal Leonatus, 

I'd to heresy ? Away, away, 

ters of my faith ! you shall no more 

oachers to my heart ! Thus may poor fools 

\ fahe teachers : Though those that are betray'd 

the treason sharply, yet the traitor 
in worse case of woe. 
ra« Posthumus thou that didst set up 
obedience 'gainst the king my father, 
ke me put into contempt the suits 
iCely fellows, shall hereafter find 
act of common passage, but 
1 of rareness : and I grieve myself, 
k, when thou shalt be disedg'd by her' 
vw thou tir'st on,* how thy nxemory 

I Hmnlet : '^It would coit you a groaning to tnkt ofmlm tdg e.^ 

STfiEVENS. 
nrk it laid to tin upon that which she peclis } from (irer, Fr. JOHNIQ,' 
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Will then be pang'd by me. — Pr*ythee, despatch : 
The lamb entreats the butcher : Where's thy knife ? 
Thou art too slow to do thy master's bidding, 
When I desire it too. 

Pis. O gracious lady, 
Since I receivM command to do this business, 
I have not slept one wink. 

Imo. Do't, and to bed then. 

Pis. I'll wake mine eye-balls blind first. 

hno. Wherefore then 
Didst undertake it ? Why hast thou abus'd 
So many miles, with a pretence ? this place ? 
Mine action, and thine own ? our horses' labour ? 
The time inviting thee ? the perturb'd court. 
For my being absent ; whereunto I never 
Purpose return ? Why hast thou gone so far, 
To be unbent,' when thou hast ta'en thy stand, 
The elected deer before thee ? 

Pis. But to win time 
To lose so bad employment : in the which 
1 have consider'd of a course ; Good lady, 
Hear me with patience. 

Imo. Talk thy tongue weary ; speak : 
I have heard, I am a strumpet ; and mine ear, 
Therein false struck, can take no greater wound^ 
Nor tent to bottom that. But speak. 

Pis. Then, madam, 
I thought you would not back again. 

Imo. Most like ; 
Bringing me here to kill me. 

Pis. Not so, neither : 
But if I were as wise as honest, then 
My purpose would prove well. ^ It cannot be, 
But that my master is abus'd : 
Some villain, ay, and singular in his art, 
Ilath done you both this cursed injury. 

Imo. Some Roman courtezan. 

Pis. No, on my life. 
I'll give but notice you are dead, and send him 
Some bloody sign of it ; for 'tis commanded 
I should do so : You shall be miss'd at court, 
And that will well confirm it. 

Imo. Why, good fellow, 

r5] To have thy bow unbent, alluding to a hunter. JOHNSON. 
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What shaU I do the while ? Where hide ? Hovr lire ? 
Or in my life what comfort, when I am 
Dead to my husband ! 

Pis. If you'll back to the court, — 

Imo. No court, no father ; nor no more ado 
With that harsh, noble, simple, nothing ; 
That Cloten, whose love-suit hath been to me 
As fearful as a siege. 

Pis, If not at court, 
Then not in Britaia must you bide. 

Imo. Where then ? 
Hath Britain all the sun that shines ? Day, night, 
Are they not but in Britain ? Fthe world's yolume 
Our Britain seems as of it, but not in it ; 
la a great pool, a swan's nest ; Pr'ythee, think 
There's livers out of Britain. 

Pis, I am most glad 
You think of other place. The embassador, 
Lucius the Roman, comes to Milford-Haven 
'I'o-morrow : Now, if you could wear a mind 
Dark as your fortune is,^ and but disguise 
That, which, to appear itself, must not yet be, 
But by self-danger ; you should tread a course 
Pretty, and full of view ;^ yea, haply, near 
The residence of Posthumus : so nigh, at leasts 
That though his actions were not visible, yet 
Heport should render him hourly to your ear, 
As truly as he moves. 

Imo, O, for such means ! 
Though peril to my modesty, not death on't, 
I would adventure. 

Pis. Well then, here's the point : 
You must forget to be a woman ; change 
Command into obedience ; fear, and niceness, 
(The handmaids of all women, or, more truly, 
Woman its pretty self,) to a waggish courage ; 
Ready in gibes, quick-answer'd, saucy, and 
As quarrellous as the weasel : nay, you must 
Forget that rarest treasure of your cheek, 

[6] To wear a dark mind, is to carry a mind impenetrable to the tearcb of 
otners. Darkness, afipUed to the mind, is secrecy *, applied to the fortune, is obscu- 
rity. The next lines are obscure. You must, says Pisanio, disguise that |rreat- 
aess, triikh, to appear hereafter in its proper form, cannot yet appear without 
Sreat danger to itself. JOHNSON. 

[7] l!in» opportuDities of examining your afiairs with your own eyes. JOHN. 

Vol. IX. G 2 
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Exposing it (but, O, the harder heart ! 
Alack no remedy !) to the greedy touch 
Of common-kissing Titan ; and rorget 
Your laboursome and dainty trims, wherein 
You made great Juno angry. 

Imo. Nay, be brief: 
I see into thy end, and am almost 
A man already. 

Pis, First, make yourself but like one. 
Fore-thinking this, 1 have iilready fit, 
TTis in my cloak bag,) doublet, hat, hose, all 
That answer to them : Would you, in their ser?iQg». 
And with what imitation you can borrow 
From youth of such a season, 'fore noble Lucius 
Flresent yourself, desire his service, tell him 
"Wherein you are happy,* (which you'll make him know 
if that his head have ear in music,) doubtless. 
With joy he will embrace yon ; for he's honourable, 
And, doubling that, most holy. Your means abroad 
You have me, rich ; and I will never fail 
Beginning, nor supplyment. 

Imo, Thou art all the comfort 
The gods will diet me with. Pr'ythee, away : 
There's more to be consider'd ; but we'll even 
All that good time will give us :^ This attempt 
I'm soldier to,' and will abide it with 
A prince's courage. Away, I pr'ythee. 

Pis. Well, mad«'uii, we must take a short farewell ; 
Lest, being miss'd, I be suspected of 
Your carriage from the court. My noble mistress, 
Here is a box : I had it from the queen ; 
What's in't is precious : if you are sick at sea, 
Or stomach-qualm'd at land, a dram of this 
Will drive away distemper. — To some shade. 
And fit you to your manhood : — May the gods 
Direct you to the best ! 
Imo, Amen : I thank thee. [Exeunt. 

m Wherein you are accomplished, STEEVENS. 

[91 We'll miJbe our work even with our time : we'll do what tiaie vrVl allow. 

JOHNSON. 
[1] I haye inlitted and bound myielf to It WARBURTON. 
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SCENE V. 

2 Roam in Cfmbeline's Palace, Enter Cymbeliive, Queeii, 

Cloten, Lucius, and Lords, 

Cym, Thus far ; and so farewell. 

Luc, Thanks, royal sir. 
My emperor hath wrote ; I must from hence ; 
And am right sorry, that I must report ye 
My master's enemy. 

Cym, Our subjects, sir. 
Will not endure his yoke ; and for ourself 
To show less sovereingty than they, must needs 
Appear unkinglike. 

Ialc, So, sir, I desire of you 
A conduct over land, to Milford-IIaven. — 
Madam, all joy befall your grace, and you ! 

Cytn, My lords, you are appointed for that office ; 
The due of honour in no point omit : — 
So, farewell, noble Lucius. 

Luc. Your hand, my lord. 

Clo. Receive it friendly : but from this time forth 
1 wear it as your enemy. 

Luc, Sir, the event 
Is yet to name the winner : Fare you well. 

Cym, Leave not the worthy Lucius, good my lords, 
Till he have cross'd the Severn. — Happiness ! 

[Exeunt Lucius, and Lords* 

Queen, He goes hence frowning : but it honours us, 
That we have given him cause. 

Clo. 'Tis all the better ; 
Your valiant Britons have their wishes in it. 

Cym, Lucius hath wrote already to the emperor 
How it goes here. It fits us therefore, ripely, 
Our chariots and our horsemen be in readiness ; 
The powers that he already hath in Gallia 
Will soon be drawn to head, from whence he moves 
His war for Britain. 

Queen. 'Tis not sleepy business ; 
But must be look'd to speedily, and strongly. 

Cym, Our expectation that it would be thus. 
Hath made us forward. But, my gentle queen. 
Where is our daughter ? She hath not appeared 
Before the Roman, nor to us hath tender'd 
The duty of the day : She looks us hkc 
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A thing more made of malice, than of duty : 
We have noted it. — Call her before us ; for 
We have been too slight in soficrance. 

[Elxit an Mendofii. 

Queeti, Royal sir, 
Since the exile of Postliumus, most retir'd 
liath her life been ; the cure whereof, my lord, 
'Tis time must do. 'Beseech your majesty, 
Forbear sharp speeches to her : She's a lady 
So tender of rebukes, that words are strokes, 
And strokes death to her. 

Re-enter an Attendant. 

Cym. Where is she, sir ? How 
Can her contempt be answer'd ? 

Attend. Please you, sir. 
Her chambers are all lock'd ; and there's no answer 
That will be given to the loud'st of noise we make. 

Queen. My lord, when last I went to visit her, 
She pray'd me to excuse her keeping close ; 
Whereto constrain'd by her infirmity, 
She should that duty leave unpaid to you, 
Which daily she was bound to proffer : this 
She wish'd me to make known ; but our great court 
Made me to blame in memory. 

Cym. Her doors lock'd ? 
Not seen of late ? Grant, heavens, that which I fear. 
Prove false ! lExit, 

Queen. Son, I say, follow the king. 

Clo. That man of her's, Pisanio, her old servant, 
I have not seen these two days. 

Queen. Go, look afler. — [Exit Cloten'. 

Pisanio, thou that stand'st so for Posthtimus ! — 
He hath a drug of mine : I pray, his absence 
Proceed by swallowing that ; for he believes 
It is a thing most precious. But for her, 
Where is she gone ? Haplv, despair hath seiz'd her ; 
Or, wing'd with fervour of her love, she's flown 
To her desir'd Posthtimus : Gone she is 
To death, or to dishonour ; and my end 
Can make good use of either : She being down, 
1 have the placing of the British crown. 

Re-enter Cloten. 
How now, my son ? 

Clo. 'Tis certain she is j9ed : 
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Go in, and cheer the king ; he rages ; none 
Dare come ahout him. 

QiMe». All the better : May 
Thu night forestall him of the coming day ! [Exit. 

do. I loYC, and hate her : for she's fair and royal ; 
And that she hath all courtly parts more exquisite 
Than lady, ladies, woman ;* from eyery one 
The best she hath, and she, of aD compounded, 
Oatsells ihem all : I love her therefore ; but, 
Disdaining me, and throwing favours on 
The low Posthlimus, slanders so her judgment. 
That what's else rare, is chok'd ; and, in that point, 
I will conclude to hate her, nay, indeed. 
To be reveng'd upon her. For, when fools 

Enter Pisanio. 
Shal l W ho is here ? what ! are you packing, sirrah ? 
Come hither : Ah» you precious pandar ! Villain, 
Where is thy lady ? In a word ; or else 
Thou art straightway with the fiends. 

Ptf. O, good my lord ! 

Go, Where is Uiy lady ? or, by Jupiter 
I vnll not ask again. Close Tillain, 
m have tiiis secret from thy heart, or rip 
Thy heart to find it. Is she with Posthnmus ? 
From whose so many weights of baseness cannot 
A dram of worth be drawn. 

Pts, Alas, my lord. 
How can she be with him ? When was she miss'd t 
He is in Rome. 

Go. Where is she, sir ? Come nearer ; 
No further halting : satisfy me home. 
What is become of her ? 

Fm. O, my all-worthy lord ! 

Go, All-worthy villain ! 
Discover where diy mistress is, at once. 
At the next word, — No more of worthy lord,— - 
Speak, or thy silence on the instant is 
Thv condemnation and thy death. 

Pm. Then, sir. 
This paper is the history of my knowledge 
Touching her flight. [Presenting a letter. 

Go. Let's see't : — I will pursue her 

[SJ She has all courtly parts, aavs he, more exquisite than aDyladjT) than tUkcUcf; 
than all womankind. JOHNSON. 
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Even to Augostus^ throne. 

Pi$. Or this, or perish. ^ 

She's far enough ; and what he learns hy this, > Aiiie, 
May prove his travel, not her danger. S 

Clo. Humph ! 

Pis. ril write to my lord she's dead. O Imogen, i ^^.^^ 
Safe may'st thou wander, safe return again! ^ 

Clo. Sirrah, is this letter true ? 

Pis. Sir, as I think. 

Clo. It is Posthumus' hand ; I know't. — Sirrah, if thou 
wouldist not be a viUain, but do me true service ; undergo 
those employments, wherein 1 should have cause to use 
thee, with a serious industry, — that is, what villany soe'er 
I bid thee do, to perfuiia it, directly and truly, — I would, 
think thee an honest man : thou shouldst neither want my 
means for thy relief, nor my voice for thy preferments 

Pis. Well, my good lord. 

Clo. Wilt thou serve me ? For since patiently and con* 
stantly thou hast stuck to the bare fortune of that beggar 
Posthumus, thou canst not in the course of gratitude but 
he a diligent follower of mine. Wilt thou serve m^ ? 

Pis. Sir, I will. 

Clo. Give me thy hand,, here's my purse. Hast any oi' 
thy late master's garments in thy possession { 

Pis. I have, my lord, at my lodging, the same suit he 
wore when he took leave of my lady and mistress. 

Clo. The first service thou dost me, fetch that suit 
hither : let it be thy first ser\'ice ; go. 

Pis. I shall, my lord. ^Exit 

Clo. Meet thee at Milford-Haven : — I forgot to ask 
him one thing ; I'll remember't anon : — Even there thou 
villain, Posthumus, will I kill thee. — I would, these gar- 
ments were come. She said upon a time, (the bitterness 
of it I now belch from my heart,) that she held the very 
garment of Posthumus in more respect than my noble 
and natural person, together with the adornment of my 
qualities. With that suit upon my back, will I ravish 
her : First kill him, and in her eyes ; there shall she 
see my valour, which will then be a torment to her 
contempt. He on the ground, my speech of insultment 
ended on his dead body, — and when my lust hath dined, 
(which, as I say, to vex her, I will execute in the clothes 
that she so praised,) to the court I'll knock her back, 
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foot her home again. She hatli despised me rejoicingly, 
and I'll be merry in my reyenge. 

Re-enter Pisanio, Tsnih the Clothes. 
— ^Be those the garments ? 

Pis. Ay, my noble lord. 

C^. How long is't since she went to Milford-Haven ? 

Pm. She can scarce be there yet. 

Go. Bring this apparel to my chamber ; that is the 
second thing that I haye conmianded thee : the third is, 
that thou shall be a voluntary mute to my design. Be but 
iuteous, and true preferment shall tender itself to thee.— 
My revenge is now at Milford ; 'Would 1 had mngs to 
follow it ! — Come, and be true. [EaptY. 

Pis, Thou bidd'st me to my loss : for, true to thee. 
Were to prove false, which I will never be, 
To him that is most true. — To Milford go, 
And find not her whom thou pursu'st. Flow, flow. 
You heavenly blessings, on her ! This fool's speed 
Be crossed with slowness ; labour be his meed ! [Exit. 

SCENE VI. 

Before the Cave ofBELJLRivs. Enter Imooen, in Boy* s Clothes . 

hno. I see, a man's hfe is a tedious one : 
I have tir'd myself; and for two mights together 
Have made the ground my bed. I should be sick; 
But that my resolution helps me. — Milford, 
When from the mountain-top Pisanio show'd thee. 
Thou wast within a ken : O iTove ! I think, 
Foundations fly the wretched : such, I mean. 
Where they should be reliev'd. Two beggars told me, 
I could not miss my way : Will poor folks lie^ 
That have afflictions on them ; knowing 'tia 
A punishment, or trial ? Yes ; no wonder. 
When rich ones scarce tell true : To lapse in fulness 
Is sorer, than to lie for need ;^ and falsehood 
Is worse in kings, than beggars. — My dear lord I 
Thou art one o'the false ones : Now I think on thee, 
My hunger's gone ; but even before, I was 
At point to sink for food. — But what is this ? 
Here is a path to it : 'Tis some savage hold : 
I were best not call ; I dare not csJl : yet famine, 

[S] I« lorer,— is a greater or heavier crime. JOHNSON. 
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£re dean it overthrow nature, makes it ?aliant 
Plenty, and peace, breeds cowards ; hardness ever 
Of hurdiness is mother. — Ho ! who's here ? 
If any thing that's civil, speak ; if savage, 
Take, or lend. — Ho ! — No answer ? then I'll enter. 
Best draw my sword ; and if mine enemy 
But fear the sword like me, he'll scarcely look on't 
^uch a foe, good heavens ! [She goes into the cave 

Enter Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. 

Bel. You, Polydore, have prov'dbest woodman/ and 
Are master of the fetist : Cadwal, and I,. 
Will play the cook and servant ; 'tis our match :' 
The sweat of industry would dry, and die. 
But for the end it works to. Come ; our stomachs 
Will make what's homely, savoury : Weariness 
Can snore upon the flint, when restive sloth 
Finds the down pillow hard. — Now, peace be here. 
Poor house, that keep'st thyself! 

Gui, I am throughly weary. 

Arv. I am weak with toil, yet strong in appetite. 

Gui. There is cold meat i'the cave ; we'll browze ou 
that. 
Whilst what we have kill'd be cook'd. 

Bel. Stay ; come not in : [Looking iti 

But that it eats our victuals, I should think 
Here were a fairy. 

Gui. What's the matter, sir ? 

Bel. By Jupiter, an angel ! or, if not. 
An earthly paragon ! — Behold divinenesf 
No elder than a boy ! 

Enter Imogen. 

Imo. Good masters, harm me not : 
Before I enter'd here, I call'd ; and thought 
To have begg'd, or bought, what I have took : Good troth. 
I have stolen nought ; nor would not, though I had found 
Gold strew'd o'the floor. Here's money for my meat : 
I would have lefl it on the board, so soon 
As I had made my meal ; and parted 
With prayers for the provider. 

Gui. Money, youth ? 

Arv. All gold and silver rather turn to dirt * 

41 A tooodman in iti common acceptation, signifies a kunttr. fiT££V£2(^- 

•^ That i«, oar compact. See p. 148. L 9. BTEEVJENS. 
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As 'tis no better reckon'd, but of those 
Wbb worship dirty gods. 

hno, I see, yon are angry : 
Know^ if you kill me for my fault, I should 
Have died, had I not made it. 

Bel. Whither bound ? 

bno. To Milford-Haven, sir. 

BeL What is your name ? 

Imo. Fidele, sir : I have a kinsman, who 
Is bound for Italy ; he embark'd at Milford ; 
To whom being going, almost spent with hunger, 
I am fallen in tliis offence. 

BeL Pr'ythee, fair youth, 
Think us no churls ; nor measure our good minds 
By this rude place we live in. Well encountered ! 
'Tis almost night : you shall have better cheer 
Ere you depart ; and thanks, to stay and eat it. — 
Boys, bid him welcome. 

Gui. Were you a woman, youth, 
I should woo hard, but be your groom. — In honesty, 
I bid for you, as Td buy. 

Arv. m make't my comfort, 
lie is a man ; I'll love him as my brother:-— 
And such a welcome as I'd give to him. 
After a long absence, such as yours : — Most welcome 
Be sprightly, for you fall 'mongst friends. 

Imo. 'Mongst friends ! 
If brothers ? — 'Would it had been so, that they 
Had been my father's sons ! then had my prize 
- Been less ; and so more equal ballasting 
To thee, Posthfimus.^ 

BeL He wrings at some distress. 

GuL 'Would, 1 could free't ! 

Jlrv. Or I ; what'er it be. 
What pain it cost, what danger ! Gods ! 

BeL Hark, boys. [Whiipering. 

Imo, Great men. 
That had a court no bigger than this cave, 
That did attend themselves, and had the virtue 
AVhich their own conscience seal'd them, (laying by 

f 6] Had I been less a prize, I should not have been too heavy for Posthumus. 

JOHNSON 

1 1 Vol IX. 
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That nothing gifl of difTering multitudes,)' 
Could not out-peer these twain. Pardon ine, gods ! • 
I'd change my sex to be companion with them, 
Since Leonatus' false. 

Bel, It shall be so : 
Boys, we'll go dress our hunt. — Fair youth, come in : 
Discourse is heavy, fasting ; when we have supp'd, 
We'll mannerly demand thee of thy story, 
Lo far as thou wilt speak it. 

Gui, Pray, draw near. 

Arv, The night to the owl, and morn to the lark, less 

Imo, Thanks, sir. [welcome. 

Arv. I pray, draw near. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VII. 

Rome, Enter two Senators and Tribunes, 

1 Sen, This is the tenor of the emperor's writ ; 
That since the conmion men are now in action 
'Gainst the Pannonians and Dalmatians,^ 

And that the legions now in Gallia are 
Full weak to undertake our wars against 
The fallen-ofT Britons ; that we do incite 
The gentry to this business : He creates 
Lncius pro-consul : and to you the tribunes, 
For this immediate levy, he commands 
His absolute commission.^ Long live Cssar I 
Tri. Is Lucius general of the forces ? 

2 Sen, Ay, 

Tri, Remaining now in Galha ? 

1 Sen, With those legions 
Which I have spoke of, whereunto your levy 
Must be supply ant : The words of your commission 
Will tie you to the numbers, and the time 
Of their despatch. 

Tri, We will discharge our duty. [Exeunt. 

aDifTering-may be a general epithet, and the ezttression equiyalent to the 
Mi rabble JOHNSON. 

[81 These facts are historicaL JOHNSON. 



9] He commands the commission to be given to yoa. So we say, I 9rdtnd ihft 
materials to the workmen. JOHNSON. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I. — The Forest, near the Cave* Enter Cloten. 

do, I am near to the place where they should meet, 
if Pisanio have mapped it truly. How nt his garments 
serve me ! Why should his mistress, who was made by 
him that made the tailor, not be fit too ? the rather (sav- 
ing reverence of the word) for 'tis said, a woman's fitness 
comes by fits. Therein 1 must play the workman. I 
dare speak it to myself, (for it is not vain-glory, for a 
man and his glass to confer ; in his own chamber, I mean,) 
the lines of my body are as well drawn as his ; no less 
young, more strong, not beneath him in fortunes, beyond 
him in the advantc^e of the time, above him in birth, 
alike conversant in general services, and more remarka- 
able in single oppositions : yet this imperseverant thing 
loves liim in my despite. What mortality is ! Posthumus, 
thy head, which now is growing upon thy shoulders, shall 
within this hour be ofi" ; thy mistress enforced ; thy gar- 
ments cut to pieces before thy face ; and all this done^ 
spurn her home to her father ; who may, haply, be a lit- 
tle angry for my so rough usage : but my mother, having 
power of his testiness, shall turn all into my commenda- 
tions. My horse is tied up safe : Out, sword, and to a 
sore purpose ! Fortune, put them into my hand ! This is 
the very description of their meeting-place ; and the fel- 
low dares not deceive me.* [JExi^ 

SCENE 11. 

Before the Caroe, Enter, from the Cave, Belarius, Gui- 
DERius, Arviragus, and Imooeit. 

Bel. You are not well : [To Imo.] remain here in the 
We'll come to you after hunting. [cave ; 

Arv. Brother, stay here : \To Imooeit. 

Are we not brothers ? 

Imo. So man and man should be ; 
But clay and clay differs in dignity. 
Whose dust is both alike. I am very sick. 

Gui. Go you to hunting, I'll abide with him. 

Jmo. So sick I am not ; — ^yet I am not well : 
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But not so citizen a wanton, as 

To seem to die, ere sick : So please you, leave me ; 

Stick to your journal course : the breach of custom 

Ib breach of all.' I am ill ; but your being by me 

Cannot amend me : Society is no comfort 

To one not sociable : Tm not very sick, 

Since I can reason of it. Pray you, trust me here : 

I'll rob none but myself; and let me die, 

Stealing so poorly. 

Gtti. I love thee ; I have spoke it : 
How much the quantity, the weight as much, 
As I do love my father. 

Bel. What ? how ? how ? 

Arv, If it be sin to say so, sir, I yoke me 
In my good brother's fault : I know not why 
I love this youth ; and I have heard you say. 
Love's reason's without reason ; the bier at <^iOor 
And a demand who i8't«hall die, I'd say, 
My father, not this youth, 

Bel. O noble strain ! [Andc. 

worthiness of nature ! breed of griiatnes.- ' 
Cowards father cowards, and base things ire base : 
Nature hath meal, and bran ; contempt, and grace. 

1 am not their father ; yet who this ^should j[)e, 
Doth miracle itself, lov'd before me.— 

'Tis the ninth hour o'the mom. 

Arv. Brother, farewell. 

Imo. I wish ye sport. 

Arv. You health. — So please you, sir. 

Into. [Aside] These are kind creatures. Gods, what 
lies 1 have heard ! 
Our courtiers say, all's savage, but at court : 
Experience, O, thou disprov'st report ! 
The imperious seas breed monsters ; for the dish, 
Poor tributary rivers as sweet fish. 
I am sick still ; heart-sick : — Pisanio, 
I'll now taste of thy drug. 

Gui. I could not stir him :• 
He said, he was gentle, but unfortunate ;' 
Dishonestly afflicted, but yet honest. 

Arv. Thus did he answer me : yet said, hereafter 



[l\ Keep your daily coarse uninterrupted *, if tbe stated olan of life to once broken. 

pothine follows Imt confusion. JOHNSON. 

[21 Not move him tell his story. JOHNSON. 

;G) Gentle— is Avell-bOfD, of birth above the vulgar. JOHNSON. 
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I might know more. 

Bel. To the field, to the field :— 
We'll leave you for this time ; go in, and reit. 

Arv. We'll not be long away. 

BeL Pray, be not sick, 
For you must be our housewife. 

Itno. Well, or ill, 
I am bound to you. 

BeL And so shalt be ever. [Exit Imogeic. 

This youth, howe'er distressed, appears, he hath had 
Good ancestors. 

Arv. How angel-like he sings ! 

GuL But his neat cookery ! He cut our roots in char- 
acters ; 
And sauc'd our broths, as Juno had been sick, 
And he her dieter. 

Arv. Nobly he yokes 
A smiling with a sigh : as if the sigh 
Was that it was, for not being such a smile ; 
The smile mocking the sigh, that it would fly 
From so divine a temple, to commix 
With virinds that sailors rail at. 

Gut. I do note, 
That grief and patience, rooted in him both, 
Mingle their spurs together.^ 

, Arv, Grow, patience ! 
And let the stinking elder, grief, untwine 
His perishing root, with the increasing vine !' 

Bel, It is great morning.^ Come ; away. — ^Who's 
there? 

Enter Cloten. 

Clo. I cannot find those runagates ; that villain 
Hath mock'd me : — I am faint. 

BeL Those runagates ! 
Means he not us ? I partly know him ; 'tis 
Cloten, the son o'the queen. I fear some ambush. 
I saw him not these many years, and yet 
I know 'tis he : — We are held as out-laws : — Hence . 

[4] Spun are the longest and largest leading roots of trees. MALONE. 

[5] Shakespeare had only seen English vines which errow ngninst walls, and there- 
(ore may be sometimes entangled wUh the elder. Perhaps we should read—un- 
ftwfie~/rtmi the vine. JOHNSON. 

Mr Hawkins proposes to read entwine. He says, « Let the Mhikinp elder [Grief| 
entwine his root with the vine [Patience,] and in tlie end, raticijce must outgrow 
Ftlef." 8TEEVEN8. 

[6] A GalUehm. Ortrndjour. STEEVEXS. 
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Gill, He is but one : You and my brother search 
What companies are near : pr.iy you, away ; 
Let me alone with him. 

[Exeimt Belarius and Aryiragus. 

Clo, Soft ! what are you 
That fly me thus ? Some villain mountaineers ? 
L have heard of such. — What slave art thou ? 

Gui. A thing 
More slavish did I ne'er, than answering 
.'2 slave without a knock. 

Clo. Thou art a robber, 
A law-breaker, a yillain : Yield thee, thief. 

Gui. To whom ? to thee ? What art thou ? Have not I 
An arm as big as thine ? a heart as big ? 
Thy words, I grant, are bigger ; for I wear not 
My dagger in ray mouth. Say, what thou art ; 
Why 1 should yiehl to thee ? 

Clo. Thou villain base, 
Know'st me not by my clothes ? 

Gui. No, nor thy tailor, rascal. 
Who is thy grandfather ; he made those clothes, 
Which, as it seems, mcike thee. 

Clo. Thou precious varlet, 
My tailor made them not. 

Gui. Hence then, and thank 
The man that gave them thee. Thou art some fool ; 
I am loath to beat thee. 

Clo. Thou injurious thief. 
Hear but my name, and tremble. 

Gui. What's thy name ? 

Clo. Cloten, thou villain. 

Gui. Cloten, thou double villain, be thy name, 
I cannot tremble at it ; were't toad, or adder, spider, 
*T would move me sooner. 

Clo. To thy further fear, 
Xay, to thy mere confusion, thou shalt know 
Vm son to the queen. 

Gui. I'm sorry for't ; not seeming 
So worthy as thy birth. 

Clo. Art not afeard ? 

Gut. Those that I reverence, those I fear ; the wise ; 
At fools 1 laugh, not fear them. 

Clo. Die the death : 
When I have slain thee with my proper hand. 
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I'll follow those that even now fled hence, 

And on the gates of Lud's town set your heads : 

Yield, rustic mountaineer. [Exeunt, Jurhting, 

Enter Belarius ajid Arviragus. 

BeL No company's abroad. 

Arv, None in the world : You did mistake him, sure. 

BeL I cannot tell : Long is it since 1 saw him, 
But time hath nothing blurrM those lines of favour 
Which then he wore ; the snatches in his voice. 
And burst of speaking, were as his :^ I am absolute, 
'Twas very Cloten. 

Arv. In this place we lefl them : 
I wish my brother make good time with him, 
You say he is so fell. 

BeL Being scarce made up, 
I mean, to man, he had not apprehension 
Of roaring terrors ; for the effect of judgment 
Is oft the cause of fear : But see, thy brother. 

Re-enter Guiderius, with Cloten 's head. 

(hit. This Cloten was a fool ; an empty purse. 
There was no money in't : not Hercules 
Could have knock'd out his brains, for he had none ; 
Yet I not doing this, the fool had borne 
My head, as I do his. 

BeL What hast thou done ? 

GuL I am perfect, what :® cut off one Cloten's head; 
Son to the queen, after his own report ; 
Who calPd me traitor, mountaineer ; and swore. 
With his own single hand heM take us in. 
Displace our heads, where (thank the gods !) they grow, 
And set them on Lud's town. 

BeL We are all undone. 

Gut. Why, worthy father, what have we to lose. 
But, that he swore to take, our lives ? The law 
Protects not us : Then why should we be tender. 
To let an arrogant piece of flesh threat us ; 
Play judge, and executioner, all himself; 
For we do fear the law ? What company 
Discover you abroad ? 

BeL No single soul 
Can we set eye on, but, in all safe reason, 

[7] This is one of our author^s strokes of observation. An abrupt and tamullttOiu 
utterance very frequently accompanies a confused and cloudy understanding 

[8] I am toen ir\formed, what. JOHNSON. 
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fie musl have eouic attendants. Though his humour 

Was nothii)];; but mutation ; ay, and that 

Prom one bad thing to worse ; not frenzy, not 

AbsOTUte madness could so far have ravM, 

To bring him here alone : Although, perhaps, 

It may be heard at court, that such as we 

Cave here, hunt here, are outlaws, and in time 

May m;ike some stronger head : the which he hearing, 

(As it is like him,) might break out,*and swear 

IleM fetch us in ; yet isH not probable 

To come alone, either he so undertaking, 

Or they so suffering : then on good ground we feaTy 

(f we do fear this body hath a tail 

More perilous than the head. 

Arv. Let ordinance 
Come as the gods foresay it : howsoever, 
My brother hath done well. 

Bel. I had no mind 
To hunt this day : the boy Fidele's sickness 
Did make my way long forth.' 

Gui. With his own sword, 
Which he did wave against my throat, I have ta'en 
His head from him : I'll throw't into the creek 
Behind our rock ; and let it to the sea. 
And tell the fishes, he's the queen's son, Cloten : 
That's all I reck. [Exit. 

Bel. I fear, 'twill be reveng'd : 
'Would, Polydore, thou had'st not done't ! though valour 
Becomes thee well enough. 

Arv. 'Would I had done't. 
So the revenge alone pursued me ! — Polydore, 
I love thee brotherly ; but envy much. 
Thou hast robb'd me of this deed : I would, revengest 
That possible strength might meet, would seek us throu|^, 
And put us to our answer. 

Bel. Well, 'tis done :— 
We'll hunt no more to-day, nor seek for danger 
Where there's no profit. I pr'ythee, to our rock ; 
You and Fidele play the cooks : I'll stay 
Till hasty Polydore return, and bring him 
To dinner presently. 

Jlrv. Poor sick Fidele ! 
I'll willingly to him : To gain his colour, 

[9] Fidele'k tiduwM made mj walk forth from Uie cave Udioas. JOBHSOK' 
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I'd let a parish of such Clotens blood, 

And prabe myself for charity. [Exit. 

BeL O thoQ goddess, 
Thou divine Nature, how thyself thou blazon*st 
In these two princely boys ! They are as gentle 
As zephyrs, blbwing below the violet. 
Not wagging his sweet head : and yet as rough, 
Their royal blood enchaf'd, as the rud'st wind, 
That by the top doth take the mountain pine. 
And make him stoop to the vale. 'Tis wonderful, 
That an invisible instinct should frame them 
To royalty unleam'd ; honour untaught ; 
Civility jaoi seen from other ; yalour. 
That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop 
As if it had been sow'd ! Yet still it's strange, 
What Cloten's being here to us portends ; 
Or wb^t bis death will briog us. 

Re-enter Gui.derius. 

(hit. Where's my brother ? 
I have sent Cloten's clotpoll down the stream, 
In embassy to his mother ; his body's hostage 
For his return. [Solemn music. 

BeL My ingenious instrument ! 
Hark, Polydore, it sounds ! But what occasion 
Hath Cadwal now to give it motion ! Hark ! 

Crui. Is he at home ? 

Bel, {le went hence even now. 

Gui. What does he mean ? since death of my dear'st 
mother 
It did not (gpieak before. All solemn things 
Should answer solemn accidents. The matter ? 
Triumphs for nothing, and lamenting toys, 
Is jollity for apes, and grief for boys. 
Is Cadwal mad ? 
FU-enter Arviragus, bearing Imogen as dead, in his arms. 

Bel, Look, here he comes, 
And brings the dire occasion in his arms. 
Of what we blame him for ! 

Arv, The bird is dead, 
That we have made so much on. I had rather 
Have skipp'd from sixteen years of age to sixty, 
To have turn'd my leaping time into a crutch, 
Than have seen this. 

Vol. IX. H 
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Gui. O sweetest, fairest lily ! 
My brother wears thee not the one half so well, 
As when thou grew'st thyself. 

Bel, O, melancholy I 
Who ever yet could sound thy bottom ? find 
The ooze, to show what coast thy sluggish crare 
Might easiliest harbour in ?' — Thou blessed thing ! 
Jove knows what man thou might^st have made ; bat I, 
Thou died'st, a most rare boy, of melancholy !— 
How found you him ? 

Arv. Stark, as you see :* 
Thus smiUng, as some fly had tickled slumber, 
Not as death's dart, being laugh'd at : his right cheek 
Reposing on a cushion. 

Gui. Where? 

Arv, O' the floor ; 
His arms thus leagu'd : I thought, he slept ; and pat 
My clouted brogues' from off my feet, whose radeneis 
Answer'd my steps too loud. 

Gui. Why, he but sleeps : 
If he be gone, he'll make his grave a bed ; 
With female fairies will his tomb be haunted. 
And worms will not come to thee. 

Arv, With fairest flowers. 
Whilst sunmier lasts, and I live here, Fidele, 
I'll sweeten thy sad grave : Thou shalt not lack 
The flower, that's like thy face, pale primrose ; nor 
The azur'd hare-bell, like thy veins ; no, nor 
The leaf of eglantine, whom not to slander, 
Out-sweeten'd not thy breath : the ruddock woold. 
With charitable bill (O bill, sore-shaming 
Those rich-left heirs, that let their fathers lie 
Without a monument !) bring thee all this ; 
Yea, and furr'd moss besides, when flowers are none, 
To winter-ground thy corse* 



[11 A crare, says the author of The Uevisal, is a small trading^ Teiwl, celled ia 
the Latin of the middle a^«, cmvera. tiTEEVKKS. 

m Stark'-\. e. stiff. STEEVKNS. 

[3J Clouted bro<ruesi are shoes strciiErthened with clout or Aofr-nails. In some pvti 
of Lapland, thin plates of iron railed rfouts, are likcvrbie fixed to the shoes of ploufh- 
raen and other ru>iios. Rror is the L-i>h word for a kind of shoe peculiar to mtt 
kinfrtlom. STEEVENfc. 

[4] To winter-ground a plant, is to protect it from the inclemency of the wiatvr 
M*a8on, bj straw, dun<r, Jicc. laid u\cr it. This pi-eraution is commonly takon la !•• 
i>pert of lender trees or tlowcr:*, surlt us Avira^s, who loTed Fidele, rrprmUkU 
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Gilt. Pr'ythee, have done ; 
And do not play in wench-like words with that 
Which is so serious. Let us bury him, 
And not protract with admiration what 
Is now due debt. To the grave. 

Arv. Say, where shall's lay him ? 

Gut. By good Euriphile, our mother. 

Arv. Be't so : 
And let us, Polydore, though now our voices 
Have got the mannish crack, sing him to the ground, 
As once our mother ; use like note, and words, 
Save that Euriphile must be Fidele. 

Cruu Cadwal, 
I cannot ising : I'll weep, and word it with thee : 
For notes of sorrow, out of tune, are worse 
Than priests and fanes that lie. 

Arv. We'll speak it then. 

BeL Great griefs, I see, medicine the less : for Cloten 
Is quite forgot. He was a queen's son, boys : 
And, though he came our enemy, remember. 
He was paid for that : though mean and mighty, rotting 
Together, have one dust ; yet reverence, 
(That angel of the world)* doth make distinction 
Of place 'tween high and low. Our foe was princely ; 
And though you took his life, as being our foe, 
Yet bury him as a prince. 

Crui. Pray you, fetch him hither. 
Thersites' body is as good as Ajax, 
When neither are alive. 

Arv. If you'll go fetch him, 
We'll say our song the whilst. — Brother, begin. 

[Exit Belarius. 

Gut. Nay, Cadwal, we must lay his head to the east ; 
My father hath a reason for't. 

Arv. 'Tis true. 

,Gui. Come on then, and remove him. 

Arv. So, — Begin. 

her to be. The ruddock is the red-breast, and is so called hj Chaucer and Spenaer. 
STEEVENS In Comttcopia, or divert Secrets, ^c 4to 1596, it is said, " The ro- 
bin redbreast if he find a roan or woman dead, will cover all the face with mosse, 
and some thinke that if the body should remaine unbaricd that he would cover the 
whole body also." REED. 

(4] Reverence^ or dtie regard to subordijaation, is tho ponrr that keeps peace and 
order in he world. JOHNSON. 
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SONG. 

Gui. Fear no more the heat o*the itin, 

Nor the furious nvinter^s rages ; 
Thou thy worldly task hast done. 

Home art gone, and ta*en thy 73»age$ : 
Golden lads and girls all must. 
As chimney-yweepers, come to dust, 

AiT. Fear no more the frown 6*the greai^ 

Thou art past the tyrant^ s stroke; 
Care no more to clothcy and eat; 

To thee the reed is as the oak: ^ 

The sceptre, learning, physic, must 
All follow this, and com^ to dust.^ 

Gai. Fear no more the lightning-flashy 
Aty. Nor the all-dreaded thunder-itone ; 

Gui. Fear not slander, censure ra^sh; 
Anr. Thou hast finisWd joy and moan. 

Both. All lovers young, all lovers mutt 
Consign to thee, and come to dust. 

Gui. Ab exorciser harm thee ! 

Atv, Nor no withcraft charm thee,' 
Gui. Ghost unlaid forbear thee ! 

Anr. Nothing ill come near thee! 
Both. Quiet consummation have ; 

And renowned be thy grave!'' > 

Re-enter Belarius, with the body of Clotev. 

Gui. We have done our obsequies : Come, lay him 
down. 

Bd. Here's a few flowers ; but about midui^t, more : 
The herbs, that have on them cold dew oHhe night. 
Are strewings fitt'st for graves. — Upon their faces :— 
You were as flowers, now withered : even so 



[5] This is the topic of consolation tliat nature dictates to all men on these 
idons. The same farewell we have over the dead body in Lacian. WAEBURTON. 

[6] The poet's sentiment se^ms to have been this. All human ezeeUence is aqnal- 
ly subject to the stroke of death : neitiier the power of kiBgs, nor the adene* ct' 
scholars, nor the arts of those whose immediate study is the nroloDgatioo of Ufe, 
can woteathem from the final destiny of man. JOHNSON. 

m For the obsequies of Fidele, a sou? was written hy my unhappy friend, Kr. 
WUuam OoUins, of Chichester, a man of uncommon tearnini? and abiiitics. I sImU 
glreit a place at the end, In honour of his memory. JOHNSON. 
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These herbUeta shall, which we upon you strow. — 
Come on, away : apart upon our knees. 
The ground, that gave them first, has them again : 
Their pleasures here are past, so is their pain. 

[Exeunt Bel. Gui. and A&v. 
Imo. [Awaking.] Yes, sir, to Milford-Haven ; Which is 
the way ? — 
I thank you. — By yon bush ? — Pray, how fkr thither ? 
'Ods pittikins ! — can it be six mile yet ?-7- 
I have gone all night : — 'Faith, I'll lie down and sleep. 
But, soil ! no bedfellow : — O, gods and goddesses ! 

[Seeing the body. 
These flowers are like the pleasures of tlie world ; 
This bliody man, the care on't. — I hope, I dream ; 
For, so, I thought I was a cave-keeper. 
And cook to honest creatures : But 'tis not so ; 
'Twas but a bolt of nothing, shot at nothing. 
Which the brain makes of fumes : Our very eyes 
Are sometimes like our judgments, bUnd. Good faith, 
I tremble still with fear : But if there be 
Yet lefl in heaven as small a drop of pity 
As a wren's eye, fear'd gods, a part of it I 
The dream's here still : even when I wake, it is 
Without me, as within me ; not imagin'd, felt. 
■A headless man ! — The garments of .Postliumus ! 
I know the shape of his leg : this is his hand ; 
His foot Mercurial ; his Martial thigh ; 
The brawns of Hercules ; but his Jovial face® — 
^lurder in heaven ? — how ? — 'Tis gone. — Pisanio, 
All curses madded Hecuba gave the Greeks, 
And mine to bf ot, be darted on thee I Thou, 
Conspir'd with that irregulous devil, Cloten, 
Hast here cut ofl" my lord. — To write, and read, 
Be henceforth treacherous ! — Damn'd Pisanio 
Hath with his forged letters, — damn'd Pisanio — 
From this most bravest vessel of the world 
Struck the main-top ! — O, Posthumus ! alas, 
Where is thy head ? where's that ? Ah me I where's that ? 
Pisanio might have kill'd thee at the heart, 
And left this head on. — How should this be ? Pisanio ? 
'Tis he, and Cloten : Malice and lucre in them 
Have laid this woe here. O, 'tis pregnant, pregnant ! 
The drug he gave me, which, he said, was precious 

[8] Jovial face, sifnifiet in this place, such a face as belonffs to i^^'}\^l^- 
^ueuflj used la tM laiue senie bj other old dreuutic wricerg. STCEVJENo. 
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And cordial to me, have I not found it 
Murd'rous to the senses ? That confirms it home ; 
This is Pisanio's deed, and Cloten's : O ! — 
Give colour to my pale cheek with thy hlood, 
That we the horrider may seem to those 
Which chance to find us : O, my lord, my lord ! 

Enter Lucius, a Qtptaifi, wid other Officers and a Soothsayer, 

Cap, To them the legions garrison'd in Gallia, 
After your will, have crossed the sea ; attending 
You here at Milford-Haven, with your ships : 
They are here in readiness. 

Luc, But what from Rome ? 

Cap. The senate hath stirrM up the c6nfiners, • 
And gentlemen of Italy ; most wilhng spirits, *^ 
That promise noble service : and they come 
Under the conduct of bold lachimo. 
Sienna's brother. 

Luc, When expect you them ? 

Cap, With the next benefit o'the wind. 

Luc, This forwardness 
Makes our hopes fair. Command, our present numben 
Be muster'd ; bid the captains look to't. — ^Now, sir, 
What have you dream'd, of late, of this war's purpose ? 

Sooth, Last night the very gods show'd me a vision : 
I fast, and pray'd, for their intelligence,) Thus :— 

saw Jove's bird, the Roman eagle, wing'd 
From the spongy south to this part of the west, 
There vanish'd in the sun-beams : which portends, 
(Unless my sins abuse my divination,) / 

success to the Roman host. 

Luc, Dream often so, . •, 

And never false. — Soft, ho ! what trunk is here. 
Without his top ? The ruin speaks, that sometime 

It was a worthy building. — How ! a page ! 

Or dead, or sleeping on him ? But dead, rather : 
For nature doth abhor to make his bed 
With the defunct, or sleep upon the dead. — 
Let's sec the boy's face. 

Cap, He is alive, my lord. 

Luc. He'll then instruct us of this body.— Young one. 
Inform us of thy fortunes ; for, it seems. 
They crave to be demanded : Who is this. 
Thou mak^st thy bloody pillow ? Or who was he. 
That, othcrwi^se than noble nature did. 
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Hath after 'd that good picture T' What's thy interest 
In this sad wreck ? How came it ? Who is it ? 
What art thou ? 

Imo* I ami nothing : or if hot, 
Nothuig to he were better. This was my master, 
A very vahant Briton, and a good. 
That here by mountaineers lies slain : — Alas ! 
There arc no more such masters: I may wander 
From east to Occident, cry out for service, 
Try many, idl good, serve truly, never 
Find such another master. 

Luc. 'Lack, good youth I 
Thou mov'st no less with tliy complaining, than 
Thy master in bleeding : Say liis name, good friend. 

Itno. Richard du Champ. — If I do lie, and do 
No harm by it, though the gods hear, I hope [Aside, 

They'll pardon it. — Say you, sir ? 

Luc. Thy name ? 

Lno. Fidelc. 

Luc. Thou dest approve thyself the very same : 
Thy name well fits thy faith ; thy fmth, thy name. 
Wilt take thy. chance with me ? J will not say, 
Thou shalt be so well master'd ; but, be sure. 
No less belov'd. The Roman emperor's letters, 
Sent by a consul to me, should not sooner 
Than thine own worth prefer thee : Go with me. 

Imo. I'll follow, sir. But first, an't please the gods, 
rU hide my master from the flies, as deep 
As these poor pickaxes can dig :' and when 
With wild wood-leaves and weeds I have strew'd his 

grave, 
And on it said a century of prayers, 
Such as I can, twice o'er, I'll weep, and sigh ; 
And, leaving so his service, follow you, 
So please you entertain me. 

Luc. Ay, good youth ; 
And rather father thee, than master thee. — 
My friends. 

The boy hath taught us manly duties : Lei us 
Find out the prettiest daizied plot we can. 
And make him with our pikes and partizans 

- [9] To do apicture, and a picture is well donf, are standing phrases) the qoestfon 
therefore is. Who has altered this picture, so as to make it othenvlfe than nature 
did it. JOHNSON. 

[1] Picltaxe»-4tteaaing her fingers. J01IX50>'. 
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A grave : Come, arm him.* — Boy, he is preferr'd 

By thee to us ; and he shall he interred, 

As soldiers can, Be cheerful ; wipe thine eyes : 

Some falls are means the happier to arise. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

A Room in Cvmbclixe'x Pa/ac«. Enter Cymbelinc, Lords 

and PiSANio. 

Cym, Agiiin ; and bring me word, how 'tis with her.' 
A fever with the Jibscnce of her son ; 
A madness, of which her life's in danger : — ^Heavens. 
How deeply you at once do touch me ! Imogen, 
The great part of my comfort, gone : my queen 
Upon a desperate hed ; and in a time 
When fearful wars point at me ; her son gone. 
So needful for this present : It strikes me, past 
The hope of comfort. — But for thee, fellow, 
Who needs must know of her departure, and 
Dost seem so ignorant, we'll enforce it from thee 
By a sharp torture. 

Pis. Sir, my hfe is yours, 
I humbly set it at your will : But, for my mistress, 
I nothing know where she remains, why gone, 
Nor when she purposes return. 'Beseech your highness. 
Hold me your loyal servant. 

1 Lord, Good my liege, 
The day that she was missing, he was here : 
I dare be bound he's true, and shall perform 
All parts of his subjection loyally. 
For Cloten, — 

There wants no diligence in seeking him, 
And will, no doubt, be found. 

Cym, The time's troublesome : • 

We'll slip you for a season ; but our jealousy, [To Pis. 
Does yet depend.* 

1 Lord. So please your majesty. 
The Roman legions, all from Gallia drawn. 
Are landed on your coast ; with a supply 
Of Roman gentlemen, by the senate sent. 

Cym. Now for the counsel of my son, and queen !— 
1 am amaz'd with matter. 

[31 That i», take him up in your arms. UANMER. 

[8j My suspicion 'w yet undetermined ; if I do not ccmdemn joa.1 likewise bavK 
not acquitted you. W e now say, the cause is dependioj;. JOUKBON. 
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1 Lard* Good my liege, 
Your preparation can afiront no less [ready : 

Than what you hear of :* come more, for more you're 
The want is, hut to put those powers in motion, 
I'hat long to move. 

Cym, f thank you : Let's withdraw : 
And meet the time, as it seeks us. We fear not 
What can from Italy annoy us ; hut 
We grieve at chances here. — Away, \Exe%titU, 

Pis, I heard no letter from my master, since 
I wrote him, Imogen was slain : 'Tis strange : 
Nor hear I from my mistress, who did promise 
Tq yield me oflen tidings ; Neither know 1 
W^hat is hetid to Cloten ; hut remain 
Perplex'd in all. The heavens still must work : 
Wherein I am false, I am honest ; not true, to be true. 
These present wars shall find 1 love my country. 
Even to the note o'the king, or I'll fall in them. 
All other doubts, by time let them be clear'd : 
Fortune brings in some boats, that are not stcer'd. [Exit, 

SCENE IV. 
Before the Cave, Enter Belarius, Gcjiderius, and Arvi- 

RAGUS. 

Gui, The noise is round about us. 

Bel, Let us from it. 

Arv, What pleasure, sir, find we in hfe, to lock it 
I'rom action and adventure ? 

Gill. Nay, what hope 
Have we in hiding us ; this way, the Romans 
Must or for Britons slay us, or receive us 
l^^or barbarous and unnatural revolts 
During their use, and slay us afler. 

Bel. Sons, 
We'll higher to the mountains ; there secure us. 
To the king's party there's no going: newness 
Of Cloton's death (we being not known, not musterM 
Among the bands) may drive us to a render 
^Vhere we have liv'd ;* and so extort from us that 



[4] "i'our forces are able to fact such an urmy as we hear the enemy will briDg 
«^iiist us. JOHNSON. 

[5] An accouut of our idace of abode. This dialo^e is a just repreientation of 
the diiptMHuous caution uf an old-man. JOHNSON. 

12 Vol, IX. H2 
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Which we have done, whose answer would he death 
Drawn out with torture. 

Gilt. This is, sir, a doubt, 
In such a time, nothing becoming you, 
Nor satisfying us. 

Arv. It is not likely. 
That when they hear the Roman horses neigh, 
Behold their quarter'd fires, have both their eyes 
And ears so cloy'd importantly as now. 
That they will waste their time upon our note, 
To know from whence we are. 

BtL O, I am known 
Of many in the army : many years. 
Though Cloten then but young, you see, not wore him 
From my remembrance. And, besides, the king 
Hath not deserv'd my service, nor your loves ; 
Who find in my exile the want of breeding. 
The certainty of this hard life ; aye hopeless 
To have the courtesy your cradle promis'd, 
But to be still hot summer's tanlings, and 
The shrinking slaves of winter. 

Gui, Than be so. 
Better to cease to be. Pray, sir, to the army : 
i and my brother are not known ; yourself. 
So out of thought, and thereto so o'ergrown. 
Cannot be question^. 

Arv, By this sun that shines, 
I'll thither : What thing is it, that I never 
Did see man die ? scarce ever look'd on blood. 
But that of coward hares, hot goats, and venison ? 
Never bestrid a horse, save one, that had 
A rider like myself, who ne'er wore rowel 
Nor iron on his heel ? I am asham'd 
To look upon the holy sun, to have 
The jj^nelit of his bless'd beams, remaining 
So long a poor unknown. 

Gui, By heavens, I'll go : 
If you will bless me, sir, and give me leave, 
I'll take the better care ; but if you will not, 
The hazard therefore due fall on me, by 
The hands of Romans ! 

Aro. So say 1 ; Amen. 

BeU No reason I, since on your lives you set 
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So slight a yaluatioD, should reserve 
Mj crack'd one to more care Have with you, boys : 
If in your country wars you chance to die, 
That is my bed too, lads, and there I'll lie : 
Lead, lead. — ^The time seems long; their blood thinks 
scorn ,^ [Aside. 

Till it fly out, and show them princes bom. [Exevnt. 



ACT V. 

SCENE I. — A Field betxvecn the British and Roman Camps. 
Enter Posthumus, T^ith a bloody Handkerchief.^ 

Post, Yea, bloody cloth, Til keep thee : for I wishM 
Thou shouldst be colour 'd thus.' You married ones. 
If each of you would take this course, how many 
Must murder wives much better than themselves , 
For wrying but a little ? — O, Pisanio ! 
Every good servant does not all commands : 
No bond, but to do just ones. — Gods ! if you 
Should have ta'en vengeance on my faults, I never . 
Had liv'd to put on this :* so had you saved 
The noble Imogen to repent ; and struck 
Me wretch, more worth your vengeance. But, alack. 
You snatch some hence for little faults ; that's love, 
To have them fall no more : you some permit 
To second ills with ills, each elder worse :* 
And make them dread it to the doers' thrift.' 
But Imogen is your own : Do your best wills. 
And make me bless'd to obey ! — I am brought hither 

[6] The bloody token of Imofren's death, which Pbanio in the forep>tn; met de- 
termined to send. JOHNSON. 

[7] -This is a soliloquy of imiun;, uttered when the elTervescentx of a mind ari- 
tatea and perturbed, S|K)ntaneausiy and inadvertently diHrliarfies itself in words. 
The speech, throuf^ut all its tenor, if the last conceit be excepted, seeins to issue 
warm from the henru Ho fir^t condemns his own violence \ then tries to dlsburdett 
himself^ by imputing part nf the crime to Pisanio; he nexi s Mjths his mind to an 
artificial and momentary iran<|ui hry hy ti-yinj>r :«> think that lie has been only an 
instrument of the (rods for the ha|>;iiiiess of Imogen. He Lh now '.'rowo reason- 
sd>le enough to determine, that hiivintr dniie si) much evil he will do no more; that 
lie will not fight against the coiintrv whicli he has aln>a<l^ injured ; but as life is not 
longer supportable, he will die in' a just oiuse, and die with the oitscurity of ft 
man who does not think himself wortliy to be renieiiilM>red. JOHNSON. 

J To put on— is to itviu, to u.^ii^iUe- JOHNSON. 

The last dee<l is certainly not ^bt> oldest, but Shakespeare calls the dttd of aa 
man an etdtr deed. JOHNSON. 

[11 ** Some you snatch from heiioe for litUe faults ; others you suffer to heap UU 
no iua, and afmrwardt nmke them draad tbeir having done so, to the etcfwd wcA- 
tue of dM dutn.'* M. MASON. " 
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Among the Italian gentry, and to fight 

Against my lady's kingdom : 'Tis enough 

That, Britain, I have kill'd thy oustress ; peace ! 

ru give no wound to thee. Therefore, good heavens 

Hear patiently my purpose : I'll disrohe me 

Of these Itahan weeds, and suit myself 

As does a Briton peasant : so Til fight 

Against the part I come with ; so I'll die 

For thee, O Imogen, even for whom my life 

Is, every hreath, a death : and ^hus, unknown^ 

Pitied nor hated, to the face of peril 

Myself I'll dedicate. Let me make men know 

More valour in me, than my hahits show. 

Gods, put the strength o'thc Leonati in me ! 

To shnne the guise o'the world, I will begin 

The fashion, less without, and more within. [Exit 

SCENE II. 

The same. Enter, at one side, Lucius, Iaciiiuo, and. the 
Roman Army ; at the otJier side the British Army ; Leoni* 
Tus PosTHUMus following it, like a poor Soldier, Th*^ 
march over, and go out. Alarums. Then enter again 
in skirmish Iachimo and Posthumus : he vanquishetli and 
disarmeth Iachimo, and then leaves him. 

lach. The heaviness and guilt within my bosom 
Takes off my manhood : I have belied a lady, 
The princess of this country, and the air on't 
Revengingly enfeebles me ; Or could this carl,* 
A very drudge of nature's, have subdu'd me, 
In my profession ? Knighthoods and honours, home 
As I wear mine, are titles but of scorn. 
If that thy gentry, Britain, go before 
This lout, as he exceeds our lords, the odds 
Is, that we scarce are men, and you are gods, [Exit. 

The battle continues ; the Britons fly ; Cvmbeline i$ taken : 
then enter, to his rescue, Belarius, Guiderius, and 
Arviragus. 

Bel. Stand, stand! We have the advantage of the 

The lane is guarded : nothing routs us, but [ground 

" • 

12] Cmrl or cAur/, ii & clown or husbandjoan. mTSOU 
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The TiDany of oar fears. 

GW. Arv, Stand, stand, and fight ! 
JCnter Posthumus, and seconds Hhe Britons : They rescue Cm- 

BELiNE, and exeunt. Then^ enter Lucius, lACfliJio, and 

Imooen. 

Luc. Away, boy, from the troops, and save thyself: 
For friends kill friends, and the disorder's such 
As war were hood-wink'd. 

la^Ji. 'Tis their fresh supplies. 

Luc, It is a day tum'd strangely : Or betimes 
Let's re-enforce, or fly. [Ejcemt. 

SCENE III. 

.Another Part of the Field. Enter Posthumus, and a Brit- 
ish Lord, 

Lord. Cam'st thou from where they made the stand ? 

Post, I did : 
Though you, it seems, come from the fliers. 

Ijord. I did. 

Post, No blame be to you, sir ; for all was lost, 
But that the heavens fought : The king himself 
Of his wings destitute, the army broken, 
And but the backs of Britons seen, all flying 
Through a strait lane ; the enemy full-hearted, 
Lolhng the tongue with slaughtering, having work 
More plentiful than tools to doH, struck down 
Some mortally, some slightly touched, some falling 
Merely throng fear ; that the strait pass was damm'd 
AVith dead men, hurt behind, and cowards living 
'i'o die with lengthened shame. 

Lord, Where was this lane ? 

Post. Close by the battle, ditch'd, and wall'd with turf j 
Which gave advantage to an ancient soldier, — 
An honest one, I warrant ; who deserv'd 
So long a breeding, as his white beard came to. 
In doing this for his country ; — athwart the lane, 
He, wiUi two striplings, (lads, more like to run 
The country base,' than to commit such slaughter ; 
With faces fit for masks, or ratlier fairer 
'I'han those for preservation cas'd, or shame,y , 
Made good the passage ; cry'd to those that fled, 

[3] A rustic game called prison-lMrc. vulgarly prit>on-ba:.C'. STEEVENS. 

[i] Shame, for modesty. W^AUHUKTON. 
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Our Brita%n*8 harts die Jlying, not our men: 

To darkness fleety souls that fiy backwards / Stikjtd ; 

Or we are Romans^ and will give you, thcU 

Lake beasts^ which you shun beastly ; and may save^ 

But to look back in frown : Standi stand, — These three ^ 

Three thousand confident, in act as many, 

(For three performers are the file, when all 

The rest do nothing,) with this word, iSStoneZ, standi 

Accommodated by the place, more charming. 

With their own nobleness, (which could have turn'd 

A distaff to a lance,) gilded pale looks. 

Part, shame, part, spirit renewM ; that some, tum'd cOwsiril 

But by example (O, a sin in war, 

Damn'd in the first beginners !) 'gan to look 

The way that they did, and to grin like hons 

Upon the pikes o'the hunters. Then began 

A stop i'the chaser, a retire ; anon, 

A rout, confusion thick : Forthwith, they fly 

Chickens, the way which they stoop'd eagles ; slayes. 

The strides they victors made : And now our cowards 

(Like fragments in hard voyages,) became 

The hfe o^the need ; having found the back-door open 

Of the unguarded hearts. Heavens, how they wound ! 

Some, slain before ; some, dying ; some, their friends 

O'er-borne i'the former wave : ten, chac'd by one. 

Are now each one the slaughter-man of twenty : 

Those, that would die or ere resist, are grown 

The mortal bugs o'the field.* 

Lord, This was strange chant.t; : 
A narrow lane I an old man, and two boys ! 

Post, Nay, do not wonder at it : You are made 
Rather to wonder at the things you hear, 
Than to work any. Will you rhyme upon*t, 
And vent it for a mockery ? Here is one : 
3\8?o boysy an old man twice a boy, a lane. 
Preserved the Britons, was the Romans* bane. 

Lord, Nay, be not angry, sir. 

Post. Lack, to what end ? 
Who dares not stand his foe, I'll be his friend : 
For if he'll do, as he is ma,le to do, 
I know, he'll quickly fiy my friendship too. 
You have pm me into rhyme. 

Lord. Farewell ; you are angry. [Exit 

[5] Bugs—terrors. * JOHNSOK 



jyCT V« CTMBELINE. 183 

PmU Still going ? — This is a lord ! O noble misery *. 
To be iHhe field, and ask, what news, of me ! 
To-day, how many would have given their honours 
To have sav'd their carcasses ? took heel to do't. 
And yet died too ? I, in mine own woe charm'd,^ 
Could not find death, where I did hear him groan ; 
Nor feel him, where he struck : Being an ugly monster, 
'Tis strange, he hides him in fresh cups, soft beds. 
Sweet words ; or hath more ministers than we 
That draw his knives i'the war. — Well, I will find him : 
For being now a favourer to the Roman, 
No more a Briton, I have resum'd again 
The part I came in : Fight 1 will no more, 
But yield me to the veriest hind, that shall 
Once touch my shoulder. Great the slaughter is 
Here made by the Roman ; great the answer be^ 
Britons must take ; for me, my ransome's death ; 
On either side I come to spend my breath ; 
Which neither here I'll keep, nor bear again, 
But end it by some means for Imogen. 

Enter two British Captains, and Soldiers, 

i Cop. Great Jupiter be prais'd ! Lucius is taken : 
'Tis thought, the old man and his sons were angels. 

2 Cap. There was a fourth man, in a silly habit, 
That gave the aflfront with them.' 

1 Cap, So 'tis reported ; 

But none of them can be found. — Stand ! Who is there ? 

Post, A Roman ; 
Who had not now been drooping here, if seconds 
Had answered him. 

2 Cap, Lay hands on him ; a dog! 
A leg of Rome shall not return to tell • 

What crows have peck'd them here. He brags his 

service 
As if he were of note : bring him to the king. 

[6] AUudine to the common superstition of ckarmt being- powerful enongii t* 
keep men unnurt in battle. It was derived from our Saxon ancestors, and so to 
eommon to us with the Germans, who are above alt other people eiven to this t«- 
uerstition } which made Erasmus, where in his Maria EncamvMn^ be gives to eadi 
nation its proper characteristic, say, '* Gennani corporum procerltate lb maj^ wg- 
nitioae sibi piaceni." And Prior, in his Alma, 

« North-Britons h«*nce have becond sipht j ,^»,^„ 

** And Gertnan« free from ffun-shot fiffht" WARBURTON 

m Aruroer, as once in this ulav Ijefore, is rttuhation* JOHNSON. 

[8] That if) that turntd their utces to the enemy. JOaNSON. 
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Enter Cyicbeline, attended ; Belarius, Quiderivs, Arvi- 
RAOU9, PiSANio, and Roman Captives, The Captaint 
present Postbumus to Cymbeline, who delivers him orer 
to a Gaoler : After which, all go out,^ 

SCENE IV. 

A prison. Enter Posthumvs, and two Gaolers, 

1 Gaol. You shall not now be stolen, you have locks 

upon you ;' 
So, graze, as you find pasture. 

2 GaoL Ay, or a stomach. [Exeunt Gaolers. 
Post. Most welcome, bondage ! for thou art a way, 

1 think, to liberty : Yet am I better 

Than one that^s sick o'the gout : since he had rather 

Groan so in perpetuity, than be cur'd 

By the sure physician, death ; who is the key 

To unbar these locks. My conscience ! thou art fetter'd 

More than my shanks and wrists ! You good gods, give me 

The penitent instrument, to pick that bolt, 

Then, free for ever ! Is*t enough, I am sorry ? 

So children temporal fathers do appease ; 

Gods are more full of mercy. Must I repent ? 

I cannot do it better than in gyves, 

Desir'd, more than constrain'd : to satisfy. 

If of my freedom 'tis the main part, take 

No stricter render of me, than my all. 

I know you are more clement than vile men, 

Who of their broken debtors take a third, 

A sixth, a tenth, letting them thrive again 

On their abatement ; diat's not my desire : 

For Imogen's dear life, take mine ; and though 

*Tis not so dear, yet 'tis a life ; you coin'd it. 

'Tween man and man, they weigh not every stamp ; 

Though light, take pieces for the figure's sake : 

You rather mine, being yours : And so, great powers, 

Jf you will take this audit, take this life. 

And cancel these cold bonds. O Imogen ! 

I'll speak to thee in silence. [He sleeps, 

[9\ This is the unly instance in thpt>e plays of the Imsinesi of the scooe beiii|^ «i- 
draly performed in dumb show. The direct ion niu&t liave proceeded from the ptay- 
cn, M it is perfectly unnecessary, nnd our author has eltfewhore [in HamletJ ex- 
(nned his contempt of such muiumory. RIT60N. 

[1] The wit of the gaoler alludes to the custom of putting a lock on a hone^i kg. 
When be U turned to pasture. JOHNSON. 
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M music* Enter as an apparition^ Sicilius Leonatus, 
hjsr to PosTHUMUS, an old man, attired like a warrior : 
ding in his hand an ancient matrony his wife, and m/other 
PosTHUMUS, rsDith mttsic before them. Then, ofter other 
sic, follow the two young Leonati, brothers to Posx- 
iiv§, with wounds as they died in the wars. They circle 
STHUMUS round, as he lies sleeping. 



SicL No more, thou thunder^master, diow 
Thy spite on mortal flies : 
With mars fall out, with Jimo chide, . 
That ^y aJuherics 

Rates and revenges. 
. Hath my poor boy done anght but well, 

Whose face I never saw f • ' • 

I died, whilst in the womh he stayed 

Attending Nature's law. 
Whose' father then (as men report, 

Thou orphans' father art^ 
Thou shouldst have t)een, and shielded him 
From this earth-vexing smart. 

Moth. Lucina lent not me her aid, 
But took me in ray throes j 
That from me was Posthumus ript, 
Caipe cryinfi: 'ntongst his foes, 
A thing of pity ! 

SicL Great Nature, lilie his ancestry, 
Moulded the stuff* so fair. 
That he deserv'd the praise of the wwld, 
As great Sicilius' heir. 

1 Bro. When once he was mature for man, 

■ In Britain where was he 
That could stand up his parallel ) 

Or fruitful object be 
In eyes of Imogen, tlie best 

f ould deem his dignity f 

Mpth. With marriage wherefore wbs he mockM, 
To be exird, and Arown 
From Leonatt* 8«at, aud cast 

From her his doarest one, 
Sweet Imogen f- 

Sici. Why did you suffer lachimo, 
Slight thing of Italy, 
To taint his nobler heart and braia 

With needless jealousy j 
And to become the geek and scorn 
O^the others villany i 

fTO follow a vision, or maMiue, and a prophecy, which interrupt thtifiMe 
tb« least necessity, and unmeasurably lengthen this act I think it wMgr 
in afterwards for mere show, and apparently not of Shakespeare. rOffK 
rouhi think that Shakespeare's 8t>'le being too refined for his wOknBmJ^m 
n had employed some playwright of the old school to regale them ^MMi 
t ** King Oarobyses' vein.'' The margin would be tOo bonountlile a pUMl 
npertlnent an interpolation. RIT80N. 
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2 Bn. For diis, from stiller aeats we came, 

Oar parents, and us twain, 
That, strikini^ in our coontry^s cause, 

Fell tMrarely, and were slain } 
Our fealihr, and Tenantius* rigrht. 

With honour to maintain. 

1 Bro. Like hardiment Posthnmvt hath 

To Cymbellne perform'd : 
"nwn Jupiter, thou king of rods, 

why iMst thou thus acyoum'd 
The praces for his merits due } 

Being all to dolours tumM i 

Siei. Thv crystal window ope } look out : 
No longer exercise 
Upon a yatiant race thy harsh 
And potent injuries : 

Mtth. Since, Jupiter, our son is good, 
Take off his miseries. 

Sid. Peep through thy marble mansion ; help! 
Or we poor ghosts will cry 
To the shining synod of the rest. 
Against thy deity. 

3 Bro. Help, Juidter; or we appeal, 

And from tny Justice fly. 

Jupiter descends in thunder and lightnings sitting upon an 
Eagle: he throws a thunder-bolt. The Ohosts fall on their 
knees. 

Jwait. No more, you petty spirits of region low, 

Offend our hearing ; hush .'—How dare you ghosts, 
Accuse the thunderer, whose bolt you know, 

Sky-planted, batters all rebelling coasts ? 
Poor shadows of Elysium, hence ; and rest 

Upon your never-withering banks of flowers : 
Be not with mortal accidents oppress'd j 

No care of yours it is ; you Imow, 'tis ours. ■ ' ' 

Whom best I love, I cross -, to make my gift, 

The more delay'd, delighted. Be content ; 
Tour low-laid son our podhead will uplift : -; 

His comforts thrive, nis trials well are spent. 
Our Jovial star reign'd at bis birth, and in 

Our temi^e was he married. — Rise, and fade !— 
Ue shall be lord of lady Imogen, 

And happier much by his affliction made. 
This tablet lay upon his breast ; wherein 

Our pleasure his full fortune doth confine} 
And so, away : no further with your diu 

Express impatience, lest you stir up roine.^ 

Mount, eagle, to my palace crystalline. (^liMllib. 

SieL He came in thunder ; his celestial breath 
Was sulphurous to smell *, the holy eagle 
Stoop'd as to foot us : his ascension is 
More sweet than our blessM fields ; his royal bird 
Prunes the immortal winjp, and cloys his beak, 
As when his god is pleas'a. 

All. Thanks, Jupiter! 

SieL The marble pavement doses, be is enteFd 
His radiant roof: — ^Away ! and, to be blest. 
Let us with care perform his great behest [QhtUt v«aM» 
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Poitt [fVaking.] Sleep, thou hast been & grandsire, anfl 
begot 
A &ther to me : and thou hast created 
A mother, aud two brothers : But (O scorn !) 
Gone ! they went hence so soon as they were born 
And so I am a^^ake. — Poor wretches that depend 
On greatness' favour, dream as I have done ; 
Wake, and find nothing. — But, alas, I swerve : 
Many dream not to find, neither deserve, 
And yet are steep'd in favours ; so am I, 
That have this golden chance, and know not why. 
What fairies haunt this ground ? a book ? O, rare one . 
Be not, as is our fangled world, a garment 
Nobler than that it covers : Let thy effects 
So follow, .to be most unlike our courtiers, 
As good as promise. 

[Reads.] When as a lion^s whelp shall, to himself knoum, 
Tjoithout seeking Jind, and be embraced by a piece of tender 
air ; and when from a stately cedar shall be lopped branch^ 
eSf 7s:hich, being dead many years, shall after revive, be 
jointed to the old stock, and freshly grow ; then shall Posthu' 
mus end his miseries, Britain be fortunate, and flourish in 
peace and plenty, 

'Tis still a dream ; or else such stuff as madmen 
Tongue, and brain not : either both, or nothing : 
Or senseless speaking, or a speaking such 
As sense cannot untie.^ Be what it is, 
The action of my life is like it, which 
I'll keep, if but for sympathy. 

Re-enter Gaolers, 

Gaol. Come, sir, are you ready for death ? 

Post. Over-roasted rather : ready long ago. 

Gaol. Hanging is the word, sir ; if you be ready for 
that, you are well cooked. 

Post. So, if I prove a good repast to the spectators, the 
dish pays the shot. 

Gaol. A heavy reckoning for you, sir : But the com- 
fort is, you shall be called to no more payments, fear no 
more tavern i>ills ; which are oflen the sadness of part- 

rS] The meaning, wliich is too thin to be easily caught, I take to be this : TUl b 
• areuB or madness, or both,— or nothing, — but whether it be a speech without con* 
•ehraflaess, as in a dream, or a speech uniBteUlgfble, as In madn«», be it as It If) » 
li Dke my coarse of life. We ini§^t periiaps read, 

Wbetber both, or nothing, JOHNSON. 
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ing, as the procuring of mirth : you come in &int for wi&t 
of meat, depart reehug with too much drink ; sorry that 
you have paid too much, and sorry that you are paid too 
much \* purse and hrain hoth empty : the brain the het- 
rier for being too light, the purse too light, being drawn 
of heaviness : O ! of this contradiction you shall now be 
quit. — O the charity of a penny cord ! it sums up thou- 
sands in a trice : you have no true debitor and creditor 
but it ;^ of what's past, is, and to come, the dischaige : — 
Your neck, sir, is pen, book, and counters ; so the ac- 
quittance follows. 

Post, 1 lun merrier to die, than tliou art to live. 

Gaol, Indeed, sir, he that sleeps feels not the toothach : 
But a mtiu that were to sleep your sleep, and a hangman 
to help him to bed, I think, he would change f)Iaces wiih 
his officer : for, look you, sir, you know not which way 
you shall go. 

Post, Yes, indeed, do I, fellow. 

GgoL Your death has eyes iu's head then ; 1 have not 
seen him so pictured : you must either be directed by 
some that take upon them to know ; or take upon your 
self that, wnich 1 am sure you do not know ; or jump 
the after-inquiry on your own peril :^ and how you shall 
speed in your journey's end, I think you'll never retani 
to tell one. 

Post, I tell thee, fellow, there are none want eyes to 
direct them the way I am going, but such as wink, and 
will not use them. 

GaoL What an infinite mock is this, that a man should 
have the best use of eyes, to see the way of blindness ! I 
am sure, hanging's the way of winking. 

Enter a Messenger, 

Mes. Knock off his manacles ; bring your prisoner to 
the king. 

Post, Thou bringest good news ; — I am called to be 
made free. 

Gaol, I'll be hanged then. 

[4] L e. Sorry that you hav§ paid too much out of your pocket, and Hny'Utet 
you are pmid or mbdwd too much by the liquor. So Falit^ 

t» seven of the eleven I pay'dJ* STEEVENS. 

[S\ Debitor and creditor, for an accounting book. JOHNSON. 

So, Ui Othello : 

^ By dtkUor and ereditor, this oownUr-casttr^^^ STSKVBNS. 

m That 18, venture at it without thou^t. So Macbeth, 

*" We'd jump the life tu cone."* JOHNSON. 
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Po9i, Thou shalt be then freer than a gaoler ; no bolts 
fbr the dead. [Exeunt Post, and Messenger, 

OcuU. Unless a man would marry a gallows, and beget 
young gibbets, I never saw one so pronc.^ Yet, on my 
conscience, there are verier knaves desire to live, for 
all he be a Roman : and there be some of them too, that 
die against their wills ; so should 1, if I were one. I 
would we were all of one mind, and one mind good ; O, 
there were desolation of gaolers, and gallowses ! I speak 
against my present profit ; but my wish hath a prefer- 
ment in't. [Exeunt, 

"" ' SCENE V. 

Cvmebeline's Tent, Enter Cymbeline, Belarius, Gui- 
DERius, Aryiragus, Pisaitio, Lords^ Officers , and Attend- 
ants. 

Cym, Stand by my side, you whom the gods have made 
Preservers of my throne. Woe is my heart. 
That the poor soldier, that so richly fought. 
Whose ragd sham'd gilded arms, whose naked breast 
Stepp'd before targe of proof, cannot be found : 
He shall be happy that can find him, if 
Our grace can make him so. 

Bel, I never saw 
Such noble fqry in so poor a thing : 
Such precious deeds in one that promis'd nought 
But beggjiry and poor looks." 

Cum, No tidings of him ? 

Pt9» He hath been search'd among the dead and living, 
But no trace of him. 

Cym. To my grief, I am 
The heir of his reward ; which I will add 
To you, the liver, heart, and brain of Britain. 

[To Belarius, Guiderius, and ArvirigvS. 
By whom, I grant, she lives : 'Tis now the time 
To ask of whence you are : — report it. 

Bel. Sir, 
In Cambria are we born, and gentlemen : 
Further to boast, were neither true nor modest, 
Unless I add, we are honest. 

Cym, Bow your knees : 

.. Pnme—i. e. forward. 8TEEVENS. 

'«] To promise nothing hu poor /ooif , tomj h^, to giv« no promiw of cwragtOlis 

■^ .via«ir JOHNSON. 



J 



190 CV\rBELIN*E. ACT f • 

Arise, my knights o'the battle ; I create you 
Companions to our person, and will fit you 
With dignities becoming your estates. 

Enter Cornelius, and Ladie$. 
There's business in these faces : — Why so sadly 
Greet you our victory ? you look like Romans, 
And not o^the court of Britain. 

Cor, Hail, great king ! 
To sour your happiness, I must report 
. The queen is dead. 

Cyrn. Whom worse than a physician 
Would this report become ? But I consider, 
By medicine life may be prolonged, yet death 
Will seize the doctor too. — How ended she ? 

Cor, With horror, madly dying, like her life ; 
Which, being cruel to the world, concluded 
Most cruel to herself. What she confessed, 
1 will report, so please you : these her women 
Can trip me, if I err ; who, with wet cheeks, 
Were present when she fmish'd. 

Cyin. Pr'ythee, say. 

Cor. First, she confessM she never lov'd you ; only 
Affected greatness got by you, not you : 
Married your royalty, was wife to your place ; 
Abhorr'd your person. 

Cym, She alone knew this : 
And, but she spoke it dying, I would not 
Believe her lips in opening it. Proceed. 

Cor. Your daughter, whom she bore in hand to lore ' 
With such integrity, she did confess 
Was as a scorpion to her sight ; whose life, 
But that her flight prevented it, she had 
Ta'en off by poison. 

Cym. O most delicate fiend ! 
Who is't can read a woman ? — Is there more ? 

Cor. More, sir, and worse. She did confess, sbe luid 
For you a mortal mineral ; which, being took. 
Should by the minute feed on life, and, ling'ring,. 
By inches waste you : in which time she purposed, 
By watching, weeping, tendance, kissing, to 
Overcome you with her show : yes, and in time, 
(When she had fitted you with her craft,) to work 
Her son into the adoption of the crown. 
But failing of her end by his strange absence, 
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Grew shameless-desperate ; open'd, in despite 
Of heaven and men, her purposes ; repented 
The evils she hatch'd were not effected ; so, 
Despairing, died. 

Cym. Heard you all this, her women ? 

Lady. We did so, please your highness. 

Cym, Mine eyes 
Were not in fault, for she was heautiful ; 
Mine ears, that heard her flattery ; nor my heart. 
That thought her like her seeming ; it had heen vicious. 
To have mistrusted her : yet, O my daughter ! 
That it was folly in hie, thou may'st say. 
And prove it in thy feeling. Heaven mend all I 

Enter Lucius, Iachimo, the Soothsayer, and other Roman 
Prisoners, guarded ; Posthumus behind, and Imogen. 

Thou com'st not, Caius, now for tribute ; that 
The Britons have razM out, though with the loss 
Of many a bold one ; who.^e kinsmen have made suit, 
That their good souls may be appcas'd with slaughter 
Of you their captives, which ourself have granted : 
So, think of your estate. 

Lmc. Consider, sir, the chance of war : the day 
Was yours by accident ; had it gone with us. 
We should not, when the blood was cool, have threatened 
Our prisoners with the sword. But ifince the gods 
Will have it thus, that nothing but our lives 
May he caird ransome, let it come : sufficeth, 
A Roman with a Roman's heart can sufifer : 
Augustus lives to think onH : And so much 
For my peculiar care. This one thing only 
I will entreat ; My boy, a Briton bom, 
Let him be ransom'd : never master had 
A page so kind, so duteous, diligent, 
So tender over his occasions, true, 
So feftt,^ 80 nurse-like : let his virtue join 
With my request, which. Til make bold, your highness 
Cannot deny ; he hath done no Briton harm, 
Though he have serv'd a Roman : save him, sir. 
And spare no blood beside. 

Cym. I have surely seen him : 
His favour is familiar to me. — 
Boy, thou hast look'd thyself into my grace, 

[9] 0o|e«t— tn ready j so dexteruus in walUii^. .FOHNSON. 
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And art mine own. — I know not why, nor wbeFefbre, 
To say, live, boy : ne'er ttiank thy master ; live : 
And ask of Cymbeline what boon Uiou wilt, 
Fitting my bounty, and thy state, I'll give it ; 
Vea, though thou do demand a prisoner, 
The noblest ta'en. 

Imo. I humbly thank your highness. 

Luc, I do not bid thee beg my life, good lad ; 
And yet, I know, thou wilt. 

///(o. No, no ; alack. 
There's other work in hand ; T see a thing 
l^ilier to me as death : your life, good master^ 
Must shuffle for itself. 

Luc, The boy disdains me, 
lie leaves mc, scorns me : Briefly die their joys, 
J'hat place them on the truth of girls and boys.— 
Why stands he so perplex'd ? 

Cynu What wouldst thou, boy ? 
I love thee more and more ; think more and more 
What's best to ask. Know'st him thou look'st on ? speak, 
Wilt have him live ? Is he thy kin ? thy friend ? 

Imo, He is a Roman ; no more kin to me, 
Than I to your highness ; who, being born your vassal. 
\m something nearer. 

Cym, Wherefore ey'st him so ? 

Imo, I'll tell you, sir, in private, if you please 
To give me hearing. 

Cytn, Ay, with all my heart. 
And lend my best attention. What's thj name ? 

Imo, Fidele, sir. 

Cym. Thou art my good youth, my page ; 
I'll be thy master : Walk with me ; speak freely. 

[Cymbeline and Imogen convene 0purt» 

Bel. Is not this boy reviv'd from death ? 

Arv, One sand another 
Not more resembles : That sweet rosy lad, 
Who died, and was Fidele : — What think you ? 

Gitid, The same dead thing alive. 

Bel, Peace, peace ! see further ; he eyes us not ; forbdr; 
Creatures may be alike : ^ere't he, I am sure 
He would have spoke to us. 

Guid. But we saw him dead. 

Bel, Be silent ; let's see further. 

Pin, It is my mistress : [jllub. 
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Since she is. living, let the time run on, 

To good, or bad. [Cym . and Imo. come forwards 

Cynu Come, stand thou by our side ; 
Make thy demand aloud. — Sir, step you forth ; [To Iach. 
Give answer to this boy, and do it freely ; 
Or» by our greatness, and the grace of it, 
W^hich is our honour, bitter torture shall 
Winnow the truth from falsehod. — On, speak to him. 

Imo. My boon is, that this gentleman may render 
Of whom he had this ring. 

Post. What's that to him ? [Aside, 

Cym. That diamond upon your finger, say. 
How came it yours ? 

lack, Thou'lt torture me to leave unspoken that 
Which, to be spoke, would torture thee. 

Cym. How ! me ? 

IcLch. I am glad to be constrained to utter that which' 
Torments me to conceal. By villany 
I got this ring ; 'twas Leonatus' jewel : 
Whom thou didst iianish ; and (which more may gneve 

thee, 
As it doth me,) a nobler sir ne'er liv'd 
'Twixt sky and ground. Wik thou hear more, my lord ? 

Cym. All that belongs to this. 

Iach. That paragon,* thy daughter, — 
For whom my heart drops blood, and my false spirits 
Q)aail to remember,' — Give me leave ; I faint. 

Cym. My daughter ! what of her ? Renew thy strength: 
I haid rather thou shouldst live while nature will. 
Than die ere I hear more : Strive man, and speak« 

lack. Upon a time, funhappy was the clock 
That struck the hour !) it was in Rome, (accurs'd 
The mansion where !) 'twas at a feast, (O, 'would 
Our viands had been poison'd ! or, at least, 
Those which 1 heav'd to head !) the good Posthdmus, 
(What should I say ? he was too good, to be 
Where ill men were : and was the best of all 
Amongst the rar'st of good ones,) sitting sadly, 
Hearing us praise our loves of Italy 

For beauty that made barren the swell'd boast 

» ■ » — ■ ' " ■ 

(11 Mr RitKm (and I perfectly agree vfiih him) is of opinion that thif praoooa 
amid be omitted, at in elliptical lanniag«, on similar occasions, is often known to 
iivt been the case. How injurious this syllable is to the present measure) I tUnk 
M rcMler of judgment can fail to perceire. STEEVENS. 

p] T« qnaU, is to sink into dejection. STEEVENS. 

IS Vol. IX. I 



"\ 



\0i CVMKV.LISE. ACT V. 

Of him tnai best could speak : for feature,' laming 
The shrine of Venus, or straight-pight Minerray 
Postures bejond brief nature ;* for condition, 
A shop of idl the qualities that man 
Loves woman for ; besides, that hook of wiving, 
Fairness which strikes the eye : 

Cym, I stand on fire : 
Come to tlie matter. 

lack. All too soon I shall, 
Unless thou wouldst grieve quickly. — This Posthdmui , 
''Most like a noble lord in love, and one 
That had a royal lover,) took his hint ; 
And, not dispraising whom we prais'd, (therein 
He was as calm as virtue) he began 
His mistress' picture ; which by his tongue being made^ 
And then a mind put in't, either our brags 
Were crack'd of kitchen- trulls, or his description 
Prov'd us unspeaking sots. ^ 

Cym, Nay, nay, to the purpose. 

lach. Your daughter's chastity — ^there it begins. 
He spake of her as Dian had hot dreams. 
And she alone were cold : Whereat, I, wretch ! 
Made scruple of his praise ; and wager'd with him 
Pieces of gold, 'gainst this which then he wore 
Upon his honour'd linger, to attain - 
In suit the place of his bed, and win this ring 
By hers and mine adultery : he, true knight, 
\o lesser of her honour con6dent 
Than I did truly iind her, stakes this ring ; 
And would so, had it been a carbuncle 
Of PhcBbus' wheel ; and might so safely, had i^ 
Been all the worth of his ctir. Away to Britain 
Post I in this design : Well may you, sir, 
Remember me at court, where I was taught 
Of your chaste daughter the wide difference 
'Twixt amorous and villanous. Being thus quenched 
Of hope, not longing, mine Italian brain 
'Gan in your duller Britain operate 
Most vilely ; for my vantage, excellent ; 
And, to be brief, my practice so prevail'd, 
That I return'd with simular proof enough 

[31 Feature—for proportion of parts. WARBURTON. 

C^j L e. The ancient statues of Venus and Minerva, which exceeded, ia beaofy Cf 
csact pruportion, anv living bmltei), the work of brief nature : tliat is, of hutr, we- 
/^'aborate nature. * WARBURTON. 
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To make the noble Leonatus mad, 
By wounding his belief in her renown 
With tokens thus, and thus ; averring notes' 
Of chamber-hanging, pictures, this her bracelet 
(O, cunning, how I got it !) nay, some marks 
Of secret on her person, Uiat he could not 
But think her bond of chastity quite crackM, 
I having ta'en the forfeit. Whereupon, — 
Methinks, I see him now, — 

Post. Ay, so thou dost, [Coming forward 

Italian fiend ! — ^Ab me, most credulous fool, 
Egregious murderer, thief, any thing 
That's due to all the villains past, in being, 
To come !- — O, give me cord, or knife, or poison, 
Som6 upright justicer !^ Thou, king, send out 
For torturers ingenious : it is I 
That all the jabhorred things oHhe earth amend. 
By being worse than they. I am Posthtimus, 
That kiird thy daughter : — villain-like, I lie ; 
That caus'd a lesser villain than myself, 
A sacrilegious thief, to do't : — the temple 
Of virtue was she ; yea, and she herself." 
Spit, and throw stones, cast mire upon me, set 
The dogs o'the street to bay me : every villain 
Be call'd, Posthdmus Leonatus ; and 
Be villany less than 'twas ! — O Imogen ! 
My queen, my life, my wife ! O Imogen, 
Imogen, Imogen ! 

Imo, Peace, my lord ; hear, hear — 

Post. ShalPs have a play of this ? Thou scornful page, 
There he thy part. [Striking her ; she falls. 

,Pis. O, gentlemen, help, help 
Mipe, and your mistress ; — O, my lord Posthumus I 
You ne^er kill'd Imogen till now : — Help, help 1— 
Mine honoured lady ! 
, C^. Does the world go round ? 

Post, How come these staggers on me ?* 

Pis. Wake, my mistress ! 



[5] ATening notes— such marks of ibe chamber and pictures, as tnerrtd or ton- 
firmed my report JOHNSON. 

16] The most ancient law books have juKwer* of the peace, as frequently uJMttku 
of tbo peace. REED. 

(71 She was not only the temple of Virtue, but Virtue herself. JOHNSON. 

[s] Thii wild and delirioas perourbatioa. Staggers is the horse^s apoplexy. 
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0;)n, If thid be so, the gods do mean to strike me 
I'o death with mortal joy. 

Fis. How fares my mistress ? 

I mo. 'O, get thee from my sight ; 
Thou gav'st me poison : dangerous fellow, hence ! 
JJreathe not where princes are. 

Cym. The tune of Imogen ! 

Fis, Lady, 
The gods throw stones of sulphur on me, if 
T'hat box I gave you was not thought by me 
A precious thing ; I had it from the queen. 

Cym, New matter still ? 

Itno. It poison'd me. 

Cor, O gods ! — 
f left out one thing which the queen confessr^d, 
Which must approve thee honest : If Plsaoio 
Have, said she, given his mistress that confecdoB 
Which I gave him for a cordial, she is serr'd 
As I would serve a rat. 

Chpn, What's this, Cornelius ? 

Cor, The queen, wr, very oft imp6rtuo^d me 
To temper poisons for her ; still pretendii^ 
Tlie satisfaction of her knowledge, only 
In killing creatures vile, as cats and dogs 
Of no esteem : I, dreading that her purpose 
Was of more danger, did compound for her 
A certain stuff, which, being ta'en, would cease 
The present power of life ; but, in short time, 
All offices of nature should again 
Do their functions. — ^Have you ta'en of it ? 

Imo, Most like I did, for I was dead. 

Bel, My boys. 
There w.i3 our error. 

Gut. This is sure Fidele. 

Imo, Why did you throw your wedded lady from.you ? 
Think, that you are upon a rock ; and now 
Throw me again, lEmhracing him. 

Fost. Hang there Uke fruit, my soul, 
Till the tree die 1^ 

Cym, Flow now, my flesh, my child ? 
What, mak'st thou me a dullard in this act ? 
Wilt thou not speak to me ? 

[9] i. e. Hang round my neck, till the frame thst now «upportl yoQ 
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hno. Your blessing, sir. [Kneeling. 

Btl, Though you did love this youth, I blame ye not ; 
You had a motive for't. [To Gvi. and Ar.r. 

Cym. My tears, that fall, 
Prove holy water on thee ! Imogen, 
Thy mother's dead. 

irno. I am sorry for't, my lord. 

Cym. O, she was naught ; and 'long of her it war. 
That we meet here so strangely : But her son 
Is gone, we. know not how, nor where. 

Pis, My lord, 
Now fear is from me, I'll speak troth. Lord Clotcn, 
Upon my lady's missing, came to me 
With his sword drawn ; foam'd at the mouth, and swore. 
If I discover'd not which way she was gone, 
It was my instant death : By accident, 
I had a Signed letter of my master's 
Then in my pocket ; which directed him 
To seek her on the mountains near to Milford ; 
Where, in a frenzy, in my master's garments. 
Which he inforc'd from me, away he posts 
With unchaste purpose, and with oath to violate 
Mv lady'd honour : what became of him, 
I mrther know not. 

Guu Let me end the story : 
I slew him there. 

Cym, Marry, the gods forfend ! 
I would not thy good deeds should from my lips 
Pluck a hard sentence : pr'ythee, valiant youth, 
Deny't again. 

Gut. I have spoke it, and I did it. 

Cym, He was a prince. 

Giii, A most uncivil one : The wrongs he did mt 
Were nothing prince-like ; for he did provoke me 
With language that would make me spurn the sea, 
If it could so roar to me : I cut off's head ; 
And am right glad, he is not standing here . * 
To tell this tale of mine. 

Cym, I am sorry for thee ; 
By thine own tongue thouart condemn'd, and must 
Endure our law : Thou art dead. 

hno. That headless man 

I thought had been my lord. 

Cym. Bind the offender, 
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And take him from our presence. 

Bel. Stay, sir king : 
This man is better than the man he slew, 
As well descended as thyself; and hath 
Mpre of thee merited, than a band of Clotens 
Had ever scar for. — Let his arms alone ; [To the Onar 
They were not born for bondage. 

Cym, Why, old soldier. 
Wilt thou undo the worth thou art unpaid for, 
By tasting of our wrath ?' How of descent 
As good as we ? 

Arv, In that he spake too far. 

Cym, And thou shalt die for't. 

Bel. We will die all three : 
But I will prove, that two of us are as good 
As I have given out him. — My sons, I must, 
For mine own part unfold a dangerous speech. 
Though, haply, well for you. 

Arv. Your danger is 
Ours. 

Crui. And our good his. 

Bel. Have at it then. — 
By leave ; — Thou hadst, great king, a subject, who 
Was call'd Belarius. 

Cym. What of him ? he is 
A banish'd traitor. 

Bel. He it is, that hath 
Assum'd this age :* indeed, a banish'd man ; 
I know not how, a traitor. 

Cym. Take him hence ; 
The whole world shaU not save him. 

Bel. Not too hot : 
First pay me for the nursing of thy sons ; 
And let it be confiscate all, so soon 
As I have receiv'd it. 

Cym. Nursing of my sons ? 

Bel. I am foo blunt, and saucy : Here's my knee ; 
Ere I arise, I will prefer my sons ; 
Then, spare not the old father. Mighty sir, 
These two young gentlemen, that call me father. 
And think they are my sons, are none of mine ; 
They are the issue of your loins, my liege, 

ril By tasting—is, by forcino: us to make thee taste. JOHNSON. 

[2] Asmm'd this oj-e, has a reference to tbe diflerent appearance which Bah 
now makes, in oooi{«risuu with that when Cymbdhie last nw hUn. HSNL 
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And blood of your begetting. 

Cym, How ! my issue ? 

Bel. So sure as you your father's. I, old Morgan, 
Am that Belarius whom you sometime banish'd : 
Your pleasure was my mere offence, my punishment 
Itself, and^all my treason ; that I suffer'd, 
Was all the harm 1 did. These gentle princea 
(For such, and so they are,) these twenty years 
Have I train'd up : those arts they have, as I 
Could put into th6m ; my breeding was, sir, as 
Your highness knows. Their nurse, Euriphile, 
Whom for the thefl 1 wedded, stole these children 
Upon my banishment : I mov'd her toH ; 
Haying receiv'd the punishment before. 
For that which I did then : Beaten for loyalty 
Excited me to treason : Their dear loss, 
The more of you 'twas felt, the more it shap'd 
Unto my end of stealing them. But, gracious sir, 
Here are your sons again ; and 1 must lose 
Two- of the sweet'st companions in the world ; 
The benediction of these covering heavens 
Fall on their heads like dew ! for they are worthy 
To inlay heaven with stars. 

Cym. Thou weep'st, and speak'st. 
The service, that you three have done, is more 
Unlike than this thou tell\st.^ 1 lost my children : — 
If these be they, I know not how to wish 
A pair of worthier sons. 

Bel, Be pleas'd a while. — 
This gentleman, whom I call Polydore, 
Most worthy prince, as yours, is true, Guiderius : 
This gentleman, my Cadwal, Arviragus, 
Your younger princely son ; he, sir, was lappM 
In a most curious mantle, wrought by the hand 
Of his queen mother, which, for more probation, 
1 can with ease produce. 

Cym. Guiderius had 
Upon his neck a mole, a sanguine star ; 
^It was a mark of wonder. 

BcL This is he ; 
Who hath upon him still that natural stamp ; 



[3] ** Thy tcan five tcidinony to the sincerity of thy rrlatinn ; and I have ttie lew 
renson to be incredidotM, beranse the actions which yuu have done, within my 
knuwledge, are more incredible than the story which you relate." The kin{ rea- 
aont very justly. JOOHBOV. 
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It was wise nature's end in the doQation, 
To be his eyidence now. 

Cytn. O, what am 1 
A mother to the birth of three ? Ne'er mother 
RejoicM deliverance more : — BlessM may you be. 
That, after this strange starting from your orbs. 
You may reign in them now !— O Imogen, 
Thou hast lost by this a kingdom. 

Imo, No, my lord ; 
I have got two worlds by't — O my gentle brother, 
Have we thus met ? O never say hereafter, 
But I am truest speaker : you call'd me brothery 
When I was but your sister ; I you brothers, . 
When you were so indeed. 

Cym. Did you e'er meet ? 

Arv, Ay, my good lord. 

Ckti. And at first meeting lovM ; 
Continued so, until we thought he died. 

Cor. By the queen's dram she swallow'd. 

Cym. O rare instinct ! 
When shall I hear all through ? This fierce abridgment^ 
Hath to it circumstantial branches, which 
Distinction should be rich in.* — Where ? how liv'd you ? 
And when came you to serve our Roman captive ? 
How parted with your brothers ? how first met them ? 
Why fled you from the court ? and whither ? These, 
And your three motives to the battle,* with 
I know not how much more, should be demanded ; 
And all the other by-dependencies 
From chance to chance ; but nor the time, nor place, 
Will serve our long intergatories. See, 
Posthdraus anchors upon Imogen ; 
And she, like harmless lightning, throws her ey^ 
On him, her brothers, me, her master ; hitting 
Each object with a joy ; the counterchange 
Is severally in all. Let's quit this ground, 
And smoke the temple with our sacrifices. — 
Thou art my brother ; So we'll hold thee ever. [To Bel. 

Imo. You are my father too ; and did relieve me, 

m Fierce—is vehement, rapid. JOHNSON. 

[5] Which ought to be rendered distinct by a liberal amplitude of narrattfc. 

STEEVENS. 

[G] That iSf thoueh strangely expressed, the motives of you three for enfagiiif in 
the battle. So, in Romeo ami Juliet, ^ both oar remedies*' meftiu> tkt nrnduf^ «* 
hoth. M. MASON. 
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To see this gracious season. 

Cym, AD o'er-joy'd. 
Save these in bonds ; let them be joyful too, 
For they shall taste our comfort. 

hno. My good master, 
I will yet do you service. 

Jjuc. Happy be you ! 

Cym, The forlorn soldierj that so nobly fought, 
He would have w.ell becomM this place, and grac'dl 
The thankings of a king. 

Post. I am, sir. 
The soldier that did company these three 
In poor beseeming ; 'twas a fitment for 
The purpose I then follow'd ; — That I was he, 
Speak, lachimo ; I had you down, and might 
Have made you finish. 

lack, I am down again : [Kneeling. 

But now my heavy conscience sinks my knee, 
As then your force did. Take that life, 'beseech you, 
Which I so often owe : but, your ring first ; 
And here the bracelet of the truest princess. 
That ever swore her faith. 

Post. Kneel not to me ; 
The power that I have on you, is to spare you ; 
The mahce towards you, to forgive you : Live, 
And deal with others better. 

Cym. Nobly doom'd : 
We*ll learn our freeness of a son-in-law ; 
Pardon's the word to all. 

Arv. You holp us, sir. 
As you did mean indeed to be our brother ; 
Joy'd are we,** that you are. 

Post. Your seirvant, princes. — Good iny lord of Rome, 
Call forth your soothsayer : As I slept, methought^ 
Great Jupiter, upon his eagle back, 
Appear'd to me, with other spritely shows 
Of mine own kindred : when I wak'd,'! found 
This label on my bosom ; whose containing 
Is 60 from sense in hardness, that I can 
Make no collection of it f let him show 
His skill in the construction. 

£«uc. Philarmonus, — 

[7] A collection is a corollary, a conseqaence deduced trom tlie premiitf, tfhHt 
MnKrininf , neam, the wUentt if rokich. STEEV ENiS. 

Vot. IX. \ ^ 
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Sooth, Here, my good lord. 

Luc, Read, and declare the meaning. 

Sooth. [Reads.] When at a liorCt whelp iftalh to himulf 
unknown, tcitliout seeking find, and be embraced by a piece 
of tender air ; and when from a lately cedar $hall be topped 
Iranchee, which, being dead many yean, ehall after rewve, be 
jointed to Hie old stuck, and freshly grow ; Hien shall PoMthu- 
nius end his miseries, Britain be fortunate, and fl'mrish in 
I nice and plenty, 

Thou, Leonatus, ai*t the lion's whelp ; 
The fit and apt construction of thy name, 
licing Leo-natus, doth import so much : 
-i'he piece of tender air, thy virtuous dau^^hter, [To Cym. 
Which we c;dl mollis aer ; and mollis aer 
We term it mulier : which mulier I divine, 
t> this most constant wife ; wlio, even now, 
Answering the letter of the oracle, 
Tuknown to you, unsought, were clipp'd about 
With this most tender air. 

Cym. This liath some secminiif. 

Sooth, The lofty cedar, royal Cymbeline, 
Personates thee : and thy lopp'd branches point 
rhy two sons forth : who, by Bolarius stolen, 
Tor many years thought dead, are now revived. 
To the majestic cedar join'd ; whose issue 
I'romises Britain peace and plenty. 

Cym, Well, 
My peace we will begin : — and, Caius Lucius. 
Although the victor, we submit to Caesar, 
And to the Roman empire ; promising 
To pay our wonted tribute, from the which 
We were dissuaded by our wicked queen ; 
Whom heavens, in justice, (both on her, and hers,) 
Have laid most heavy hand. 

Sooth, The fingers of the powers above do tune 
The harmony of this peace. The vision 
Which I made known to Lucius, ere the stroke 
Of this yet scarce-cold battle, at this instant 
Is full accomplished : For the Roman eagle. 
From south to west on wing soaring alofl, 
LessenM herself, and in the beams o'the sun 
So TanishM : which foreshowM our princely ei^e. 
The imperial CaBsar, should again unite 
JUs &ro\ir with the ra&anl CyrBbeVme^ 



ACT r. CVJUBfiLUrS. 203 

Which shines here in the west. 

Chftn, Laud we the gods ; 
^nd let our crooked smokes climb to their nostrib 
From our Uefls'd altars ! Publish we this peace 
To all our subjects. Set we forward : Let 
A Roman and a British ensign waTe 
Friendly together : so through Lud's town march . 
And in the temple of great Jupiter 
Our peace we'll ratify ; seal it with feasts. — 
Set on there : — Never was a war did cease, 
Ere bloody hands were wash'd, with such a peace. 

[Exeunt, 



[Seepage 172, ttcie 7.] 

A SONG, 

Sung by GUIDERIUS and ARVIRAGUS, over FIDELE, 

supposed to be dead. 

BY MR. WILLIAM COLLINS. 

To fair Fidele's grassy tomb 

Soil maids, and vilhige hinds, shall bring 

Each op'ning sweet, of earliest bloom, 
And rifle all the breathing spring. 

No wailing ghost shall dare appear 
To vex with shrieks this quiet grove ; 

But shepherd lads assemble here. 
And melting virgins own their love. 

No wither'd witch shall here be seen. 
No goblins lead their nightly crew : 

The female fays shall haunt the green. 
And dress thy grave with pearly dew* 

The red-breast ofl at evening hours 
Shall kindly lend his httle aid. 
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With hoary moss, and gather'd flowers, 
To deck the ground where thou art laid. 

When howling winds, and beating rain, 
In tempest shake Uie sylvan cell ; 

Or midst the chace on every plain. 

The tender thought on thee shall dwell. 

Each lonely scene shall thee restore ; 

For thee the tear be duly shed : 
Belov'd, till life could charm no more ; 

And mourn'd till pity's self be dead. 



KING LEAR. 



■j 
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The tni^ftdy of Lear is Hoservo.dly celebrdted among the 
itramns of Shakodpoarc. 'J hvve. is perhaps no play wbicb 
keeps the attention so strongly tixed ; which so much s^- 
tates our pju«sions, and inter»'sts our curiosity. The art- 
ful involution:* of di^tinrt intorest^, the striking oppositione 
of contrary character-*, the mkM. mi rhanires of fortune, and 
Jhe quick succo-sion (»f evont-i, till llie mind with a perpe- 
tual tumult of in(Ii.u:n;iti-)ii, |»it\, and hope. There is no 
«»cene which do<'> n«»t mnuil/uie to tlie a<rirravation of the 
distress or conduct (>f lh«^ iiriit)n, and scarce a line which 
does not comluce to tlie pro:rress of the sjccne. So power- 
ful is the current of the j)o»'t's inir.irination, that the mind, 
which once ventures wiihin it, is hurried irresistibly aloDg. 
On the seeniiuif inipn)l».il»ility of Lear's conduct it may 
be observed, that he is represented according to histories 
at that time vul«!;arly receiv<»d as true. And, perhaps, if 
we turn our thoui^hts upon the barbarity and ignorance of 
the a^e to which this story is referred, it will appear not 
so unlikely as while we estimate I-.(»ar's manners by our 
own. Such preference of one daiiijhter to another, or 
resignation of dominion on such conditions, would be yet 
credible, if told of a petty prince of Guinea or Madagas- 
car. Shakespeare, indeed, by the mention of his earls 
and dukes, has t^iven us the idea of times more civilized, 
and of hfe re<;uhited by sofl<r manners ; and the truth is, 
that though he so nicely (iiscriminatcs, and so minutely 
describes the characters of men, he commonly neglects 
and confounds the characters of ajjes, by mingling customs 
ancient and modern, EnxHsh and forei^. 

My learned friend, Mr. Warion, who has in Tlie Adven- 
turer very miniitely criticised this play, remarks, that the 
instances of cruelty are too savaiiie and shocking, and that 
the intervention of Edmund destroys the simplicity of the 
story. These objections may, I think, be answered by 
repeating, that the cruelty of the daughters is an historical 
fact, to which the poet has added little, having only drawn 
it into a series by dialo«rue and action. But I am not able 
to apologize with equal plausibility for the extrusion of 
GJoster's eyes, which seems an act too horrid to be en- 
dured in dmmatic ex^iibition^ and «\ic\i ^ laniit «lw&yt 
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compel the miod to relieve its distress by iDcredulity. Yet 
let it be remembered that our author well knew what 
would please the audience for which he wrote. 

The injury done by Edmund to the simplicity of the 
action is abundantly recompensed by the addition of va- 
riety, by the art with which he is made to co-operate 
with the chief design, and the opportunity which he gives 
the poet of combining periidy with per tidy, and connecting 
the wicked son with the wicked daughters, to impress this 
important moral, that villmy i^ never at a stop, tliat crimes 
lead to crimes, and at lai*t tcrniinate in ruin. 

But though this moral be incidentally enforced, Shake- 
speare has suffered the virtue of Cordelia to perish in u 
just cause, contrary to the natural ideas of justice, to the 
hope of the reader, and, what is yet more strange, to the 
iaith of chronicles. Yet this cofuluct is justilied by TTie 
Spectator, who blames 'i'ate for giving Cordelia success 
and happiness in his alteration, and declares, that, in his 
opinion, the tragedy has lost half its beauty, Dennis has 
remarked, whether justly or not, that, to secure the fa- 
vourable reception of Cato, the tox^a tsuts poisoned with 
much false and abominable criticism, and that endeavours 
had been used to discredit and decry poetical justice. A 
play in which the wicked prosper, and the virtuous mia- 
i'.arry, may doubtless be good, because it is a just repre- 
.^entation of the conunon events of human life ; but since 
;dl reasonable beings naturally love justice, 1 cannot easi- 
ly be persuaded, that the observation of justice makes a 
play worse ; or, that if other excellences are equal, the 
audience will not always rise better plcjised from the final 
triumph of persecuted virtue. 

In the present case the public has decided.* Cordelia, 
from the time of Tate, has always retired with victory and 
felicity. And, if my sensations could add any thing to the 
general suffrage, I might relate, I ivas many years ago so 
shocked by Cordelia's death, that 1 know not whether I 
ever endured to read ag;iin the last scenes of the play, 
till I undertook to revise them as an editor. Johnson, 

* Dr. Johason should rather have said that the manaeers of the theatres iwal 
have decided, and the public has l)e«D i>bli(re<l to acquiesce in their dedsion. The 
Altered play bu the upper gaUery on its side j the origpinal draina was patronized by 
Addison 

» Vitrix causa Diit placuit, scd vicla CtUoni.^ «««„«^„ 

6TEEVINS- 
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Lkar, king of Britain, 

King o/" France. 

Duke q/" Burgundy. 

Duke of Cornwall. 

Duke o/* Albany. 

Flarl of Gloster. 

Earl of Kekt. 

Fd'.tAR, 5071 to Gloster. 

Edmund, bastard so7i to Gloster. 

Cur AN, a courtier. 
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KING LEAR. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I. — A Room of State in King Lear's Palace. Enter 

Kent, Gloster, and Edmund. 

Kent, 

I THOUGHT, the king had more affected the duke of 
Albany, than Cornwall, 

Glo. It did always seem so to us : but now, in the di- 
. vision of the kingdom, it appears not which of the dukes 
he values most ; for equalities are so weighed, that curi- 
osity in neither* can make choice of citherns moiety. 

Kent. Is not this your son, my lord ? 

Glo. His breeding, sir, has been at my charge : I have 
so oflen blushed to acknowledge him, that now 1 am 
brazed to it. 

Kent. I cannot conceive you. 

Glo. Sir, this young fellow's mother could : where- 
upon she grew round-wombed ; and had, indeed, sir, a son 
for her cradle, ere she had a husband for her bed. Do 
you smell a fault ? 

Kent. I cannot wish the fault undone, the issue of it 
being so proper. 

Oiu. But I havp, sir, a son, by order of law, some 
year elder than this, who yet is no dearer in my ac- 
count: though this knave came somewhat saucily into 
the world before he was sent for, yet was his mother 
. fair ; there was good sport at his making, and the 
whoreson must be acknowledged. — Do you know this 
noble gentleman, Edmund ? 

Edm. No, my lord. 

Glo. My lord of Kent : remember him hereafter as m\ 
honourable friend. 

Edm. My services to your lordship. 

[IJ CurMfify is scrupulousness, or captiousness. 80, in tho Ttming of tht 
SKrewj 

" For airima I cannot be with you." STEEVENS. 

14 Vol. IX. 
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Kent. 1 mual love you, and sue to know you better. 

fldtn. Sir, I shall sjtudy deserving. 

Glo. He huth been out nine years, and away he shall 
again : — The king is coming. [Trumpets sound within. 

Enter Llar, Cornwall, Albany, Goneril, Regait. Cor- 

DKLIA, and Attendants, 

Jjtar, Attend the lords of France and Burgundy, Glostcr. 

Qlo. I shall, my lioge. [bZxcunt Glo. and EdmukI'. 

Lear, Mean-time we shall express our darker pur- 
pose.' 
(live me the map there. — Know, that we have divided, 
In three, our kingdom : and 'tis our f :.st intent 
To shake all cares and bu.<iness from our age ; 
Conferring them on youna:cr strengtlis, while we 
Unburdened crawl toward death. — Our son of Cornwall. 
And you, our no less loving son of Albany, 
We have tliis hour a constant will to publish 
Our daughters' several dowers, that future strife 
May be prevented now. The princes, France and Bur- 
gundy, 
Great rivals in our youngest daughter's love. 
Long in our court have made their amorous sojourn, 
And here are to be answer'd. — Tell me, my daughters, 

f Since now we will divest us, both of rule, 
nterest of territory, cares of state,) 
Which of you, shall we say, doth love us most ? 
That we our largest bounty may extend 
Where merit doth most challensje it. — Goneril, 
Our eldest-born, speak first. 

Gon, Sir, I 
Do love you more than words can vrield the matter, 
Dearer than eye-sight, space, and liberty ; 
Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare ; ^ 
No less than life, with grace, health, beauty, honoar : 
As much as child e'er lov'd, or father found. 
A love that makes breath poor, and speech unable ; 
Beyond all manner of so much I love you.^ 

r2J Darker— ror more secret ; not for indirect, obli(]ue. WAKBURTUX. 

This word may admit a further explication. ^ We shall ezjHttM our darker pur- 
pose" : that is, we have already made known in vonte ntensure fiur deiden of part- 
ing the kingdom ; we will now discover what has nut l>ccn told l>efore, toe raMons 
by which we shall regulate the imrtition. This in:er))olation will Jusliiy or palliate 
the exonlial dialogue. JOHNSON. 

[3] Beyond all assignable quRUtity. I love you beyond limits, and ninnot ay, ft 
Is so inoi'b: fur huw much soever I bbuuld Djune, ii ^vuuid vfi be more. 

JUII.NSOX. 
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Cor, What shall Cordelia do ? Love, and be silent. 

[Aside. 

Lear, Of all these bounds, even from this line to this, 
With shadowy forests and with champains rich'd. 
With plenteous rivers and wide-skirted meads, 
We intake thee lady : To thine and Albany's issue 
Be this perpetual. — What says our second daughter, 
Our dearest Regan, wife to Cornwall ? Speak. 

Reg, I am made of that self metal as my sister. 
And prize me at her worth. In my true heart 
I find, she names my very deed of love ; 
Only she comes too short, — that I profess* 
Myself an enemy to all other joys, 
Which the most precious square of sense possesses : 
And find, I am alone felicitate 
In your dear highness' love. 

Cor, Then poor Cordelia ! [AMide 

And yet not so ; since, I am sure, my love's 
More richer than my tongue. 

Lear, To thee, and thine, hereditary ever, 
Remain this ample third of our fair kingdom ; 
No less in space, validity,^ and pleasure, 
Than that confirm'd on Goneril. — Now, our joy, 
Although the last, not least ; to whose young love 
The vines of France, and milk of Burgundy » 
Strive to be interess'd ; what can you say, to draw 
A third more opulent than your sisters ? Speak. 

Cor, Nothing, my lord. 

Lear. Nothing ? 

Cor, Nothing. 

Lear. Nothing can come of nothing : speak again. 

Cor. Unhappy that I am, I cannot heave 
My heart into my mouth : I love your majesty 
According to my bond ; nor more, nor less. 

Lear. How, how, CordeUa ? mend your speech a little. 
Lest it may mar your fortunes. 

Cor. Good my lord, 
Tou have begot me, bred me, lov'd me : I 
Return those duties back as are right fit, 
Obey you, love you, and most honour you. 

{51 My fUter has equally ex^reued my sentiineDts, only the comes fhort of me io 
thtt, that I profett myself an enemy to all Jojrs but you."— TAot / pro/cM, means, in 
tkM Ipreftu. k. MASON. 

[61 Pernaps $quare means compass, comprehension. JOHNSON. 

[7] ValhUty— for worth, value } not for integrity or good title. WARBURTON* 
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Why have my sisters husbands, if they say. 

They lore you, all ? Haply, when I shall wed, 

That lord, whose hand must take my plight, shall carrjr 

Half my love with him, half my care, and duty : 

Sure, I shall never marry like my sisters, 

To love my father all. 

Lear. But goes this with thy heart ? 

Cor. Ay, good my lord. 

Lear. So young, and so untender ? 

Cor. So young, my lord, and true. 

Lear. Let it be so, — Thy truth then be thy dower : 
For, by the sacred radiance of the sun ; 
The mysteries of Hecate, and the night ; 
By all the operations of the orbs. 
From whom we do exist, and cease to be ; 
Here I disclaim all my paternal care. 
Propinquity and property of blood. 
And as a stranger to my heart and me 
Hold thee, from this, for ever.* The barbarous Scythian. 
Or he that makes his generation messes 
To gorge his appetite, shall to my bosom 
Be as well neighbour'd, pitied*, and relieved, 
As thou my sometime daughter. 

Kent. Good my liege, — 

Lear. Peace, Kent ! 
Come not between the dragon and his wrath : 
I lov'd her most, and thought to set my rest 
On her kind nursery. — Hence, and avoid my sight ! — 

[To CoADkLIA. 

So be my grave my peace, as here 1 give 

Her father's heart from her ! — Call France ; — ^Who stirs '! 

Call Burgundy. — CornivaU, and Albany, 

With my two daughters' dowers digest this third : 

Let pride, which she calls plainness, marry her. 

I do invest you jointly with my power, 

Pre-eminence, and all the large effects 

That troop with majesty. — Ourself, by monthly course, 

With reservation of an hundred knights. 

By you to be sustain'd, shall our abode 

Make with you hy due turns. Only we still retain 

The name, and all the additions to a king ; 

The sway, 

Revenue, execution, of the rest,^ 



[81 From thls—i. e. From this time. 8TEEVENS. 

[9] The cx:cutien of the nst Is, I suppose, all the other busineu. 



JOHNSON. 
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r Beloved foiis, be jours : which to confirm. 

This coronet part between you. [Giving ihe crfmrir 

r^ Kent. Royal Lear, * 

( Whom I have ever honour'd as my king, 
t Lov'd as my father, as my master feUow'd, 
I As my great patron thought on in my prayers, — 

Ltar. The bow is bent and drawn, make from the shaA. 
' Kent. Let it'fall rather, though the fork invade 
I The region of my heart : be Kent unmannerly, 
; When Lear is mad. What wouldst thou do, old man ? 
Think'st thou, that duty shall have dread to speak, 
When power to flattery bows ? To plainness honour's 

bound. 
When majesty stoops to folly. Reverse thy doom ; 
And, in thy best consideration, check 
This hideous rashness : answer my life my judgment, 
Thy youngest daughter does not love thee least ; 
Nor are those empty-hearted, whose low sound 
Reverbs no hoUowness.' 
Lear. Kent, on thy Ufe, no more. 
Kent, My life I never held but as a pawn 
To wage against thine enemies :* nor fear to lose it, 
Thy safe^ being the motive. 
Lear. Out of my sight ! 

Kent, See better, Lear ; and let me still remain 
The true blank of thine eye.^ 
Lear. Now, by Apollo, — 
Kent, Now, by Apollo, king. 
Thou swear'st thy gods in vain. 
Lear. O, vassal ! miscreant ! 

[Laying his hand on hi$ sword* 
Alb. Com. Dear sir, forbear. 
Kent. Do ; 
Kill thy physician, and the fee bestow 
Upon the foul disease. Revoke thy gifl ; 
Or, whilst I can vent clamour from my throat, 
VU tell thee, thou dost evil. 

Lear. Hear me, recreant ! 
On thine allegiance bear me ! — 

[1] Rererbf— this I presanw to bea word of the pocfs own mOun^, meaoing the 
nneatreverbentes. 8TEEVENS. 



rSI L e. I never regarded my life as my own, but merf ly as a thing of Which 
1 bad the posaeision, not the property *, and which was entrusted to mc as a 
iWB or pwdge to be emi4oyed in waging war agabist yuur enemies. 

STEEVENS. 
(SI The Uank— >is the wkUe or exart marli at which the arrow is shot, " ffee bet- 
tftKyi Kent, « and Iwep me always in vuur view." J0Ii5S0N. 
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Since tbou hast sought to make us break oar tow, 
(Which we durst never yet,) and, with strain'd pride/ 
To come betwixt our sentence and our power ; 
^Which nor our nature nor our place can bear,) 
Our potency make good, take thy reward.* 
Five days we do allot thee, for provision 
To shield thee from diseases of the world ; 
And, on the sixth, to turn thy hated back 
Upon our kingdom : if, on the tenth day following, 
Thy banishM trunk be found in our dominions. 
The moment is thy de^th : Away ! by Jupiter,* 
This shall not be revoked. 

Kent. Fare thee well, king : since thus thou wilt iq[>pear. 
Freedom lives hence, and banishment is here :-— 
The gods to their dear shelter take thee, maid, 

[To COKDUIA. 

That justly think'st, and hast most rightly said ! — 
And your large speeches may your deeds approve, 

[To .Regan and Gohkeil 
That good effects may spriqg from words of love.— 
Thus Kent, O princes, bids you all adieu ; 
He'll shape his old course in a country new.' [£rt^ 

Re-enter Gloster ; with France, Burgundy, and j9aciu2aii^ 

Glo. Here's France and Burgundy, my noble lord. 

Lear. My lord of Burgundy, 
We first address towiurds you, who with this king 
Hath rivall'd 6)r our daughter ; What, in the least, 
Will you require in present dower with her, 
Or cease your quest of love ? ' 

Bur. Most royal majesty, 
I crave no more than hath your highness offer'd, 
Nor will you tender less. 

Lear. Right noble Burgundy, 
When she was dear to us, we did hold her so ; 
But now her price is fall'n : Sir, there she stands ; 
If aught lyithin that little, seeming substance," 



[4] The old copy reads starved pride ; that is, pride exorbitant ; pride 
bounds. JOHNSON. 

[5] As a proof that I am not a mere threatener, th^M bov«^ powrr af well m wIU 
to punish, take the doe reward of thy demerits; benr thy smteiioe. Jhm words, 
OurpoUncif make good, are in the absolute case. MALON R. 

I6T Shakespeare makes Lear too much of a mytholog ist : he had Ilccato and . 
before. JOHNSON, 

[T) He win follow his old maxims ; he will oominoe to <ict upon the 
rles. JOHNSON. 

' («J StmlBf means specious STEEVENS. 
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Or all of it, with our displeasure piec'd. 
And Qotfaiug more, may fitly like your grace, 
She's there, and she is yours. 

Bur, I know no answer. 

Lean Sir, 
Will you, with those infirmities she owes,* 
Unfriended, new-adopted to our hate, 
DowerM with our curse, and stranger'd with our oath, 
Take her, or leave her ?' 

Bur. Pardon me, royal sir ; 
Election makes not up on such conditions.* [me. 

Lear, Then leave her, sir ; for, hy the power thatmade 
1 tell you all her wealth. — For you, great king, [To Fra. 
I Would not from your love make such a stray. 
To match you where I hate ; therefore heseech you 
To avert your liking a more worthier way, 
Than on a wretch, whom nature is asham'd 
Almost to acknowledge hers. 

France. This is most strange ! 
That she, that even hut now was your best object^ 
The aigun^ent of your praise, balm of your age. 
Moat best, most dearest, should in this trice of time 
Commit a thing iso monstrous, to dismantle 
So many folds of favour ! Sure, her ofience 
Must be of such unnatural degree, 
That monsters it, or your fore-vouch'd affection 
Fall into taint : which to believe of her. 
Must be a faith, that reason without miracle 
Could never plant in me. 

Corr I yet beseech your majesty. 
If for I want that glib and oily art, 
o speak and purpose not ; since what I well intend; 
m do't before I speak,) that you make known 
It is no vicious olot, murder, or foulness. 
No unchaste action, or dishonorM step, 
That hath deprived me of your grace and favour : 
But even for want of that, for which 1 am richer ; 
A still-soliciting eye, and such a tongue 
That I am glad 1 have not, though not to have it, 
Hath lost me in your liking. 

Lear. Better thou 
Hadst not been born, than not to have pleas'd rae better. 



■? 



m Owes— i. e. possessed of. STEEVENS. 

[11 Election comes not to a dechioo } In the same itiMe U wliea tr« «y, » I »▼« 
made up my mind on that subject.^ MALONE. 



France. Is it but this ? a tardiness id nature, 
Which often leaves the history unspoke, 
That it intends to do ? — My lord of Burgundy, 
What say you to the lady ? Love is not love, 
When it is mingled with respects, that stand 
Aloof from the entire point. Will you have her ? 
She is herself a dowry. 

Bur. Royal Lear, 
Give but that portion which yourself propoa'd. 
And here I take Cordelia by the hand, 
Duchess of Burgundy. i 

Lmlt. Nothing -. I have sworn ; I am firm. 

Bur, I am sorry then, you have so lost a father. 
That you must lose a husband. 

Cor. Peace be with Burgundy ! 
Since that respects of fortune are his love, 
I shall not be his wife. 

Fra, Fairest Cordelia, that art most rich, being poor; 
Most choice, forsaken ; and most lov'd, despis'd ' 
Thee and thy virtues here I seize upon ; 
Be it lawful, I take up what's cast away. 
Gods, gods ! 'tis stran^^e, that from their coldest neg^ec*^ 
My love should kindle to inflam'd respect. — 
Thy dowerless daughter, king, thrown to my chance, 
fs queen of us, of ours, and our fair France : 
Not all the dukes of wat'rish Burgundy 
Shall buy this unpriz'd precious maid of me.-— 
Bid them farewell, CordeHa, though unkind : 
Thou losest here, a better where to find." 

Lear, Thou hast her, France : let her be thine ; for we 
Have no such daughter, nor shall ever see 
That face of hers again : — Therefore be gone, 
Without our grace, our love, our benizooif — 
Tome, noble Burgundy. 

[Flourish. Exe, Lear, Burgundy, Cornwall^ 
Albany, Gloster, arui AUendan$$* 

France. Bid farewell to your sisters. 

Cor, The jewels of our father, with wash'd eyes 
Cordelia leaves you : I know you what you are ; 
And, like a sister, am most loath to call 
Your faults, as they are nam'd. Use well our fiither ; 
To your professed bosoms I commit him : 

[2] Htn and where have the power of noung. Thou lotcfft tbii reaSdOce ttt ted a 
better midtim in another place. JOHNSON. 
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But yet, alas ! stood I within his grace, 
f would prefer him to a better place. 
^ farewell to you both. 

Gon. Prescribe not us our duties. 

Reg, Let your study 
Be, to content your lord ; who hath receiv'd yoa 
At fortune's alms. You have obedience scanted, 
And well are worth the want that you have wanted. 

Ck^r, Time shall unfold what plaited cunning hides ;* 
Who cover faults, at last shame them derides. 
Well may you prosper ! 

Fran. Come, my fair Cordelia. [Exe, Fra. and Cor. 

Gon, Sister, it is not a httle 1 have to say, of what 
most nearly appertains to us both. 1 think, our fitther 
will hence to-night 

Reg, That's most certain, and with you ; next month 
with us. 

Gon, You see how full of changes his age is ; the ob- 
servation we have made of it hath not been little ; he al- 
ways loved our sister most ; and with what poor judg- 
ment he hath now cast her off, appears too grossly. 

Reg, 'Tis the infirmity of his age : yet he hath ever 
but slenderly known himself. 

Gon. The best and soundest of his time hath been but 
rash ; then ttaust we look to receive from his age, not 
aloae the imperfections of long-engrafled condition,^ but, 
therewithal, the unruly wajrwardness that infirm and cho- 
leric years bring with them. 

R£g. Such unconstant starts are we like to have from 
him, as this of Kent's banishment. 

Gon* There is further compliment of leave-taking be- 
tween France and him. Fray you, let us hit togetiber :' 
If our father carry authority with such dispositions as be 
bears, this last surrender of his will but offend us. 

Reg, We shall further think of it. 

Gon, We must do something, and i'the heat.^ [Exe, 

vn Plaited canning— i. e. complicated, involved cunning. JOHNSON. 

[4] Of tnudUies of mind, confirmed by long liabit So, In Othello, •* a womaa of 
M gentle a ooftdttum.'' M ALONE. 

p] Hit— L e. asi(v. STEEVENS. „..«.„«„^o 

M Ithe licat- U e. We must Urike wkiU the irun'$ hot. STEEVENS. 

\ 01.. IX. K 
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SCENE II. 

Jl Hall in Hie Earl of Gloster^s Qtstle, Enter Edmuvd, 

with a letter, 

Edm, Thou, nature, art my goddess ; to thy law 
My services are hound : Wherefore should I 
Stand in the plague of custom ; and permit 
The curiosity of nations^ to deprive me,' 
For that I am some twelve or fourteen moon-shines 
Lag of a brother ?* Why hastard ? wherefore base ? 
When my dimensions are as well compact, 
My mind as generous, and my shape as true. 
As honest madam's issue ? Why brand they us 
With base ? with baseness ? bastardy ? base, base ? 
Who, in the lusty stealth of nature, take 
More composition and fierce quality. 
Than doth, within a dull, stale, tired bed, 
Go to the creating a whole tribe of fops, 
Got 'tween asleep and wake ? — Well then, 
Legitimate Edgar, I must have your land : 
Our father's love is to the bastard Edmund, 
As to the legitimate : Fine word, — legitimate ! 
Well my legitimate, if this letter speed, 
And my invention thrive, Edmund the base 
Shall top the legitimate. I grow ; I prosper :— . 
Now, gods, stand up for bastards ! 

Enter Gloster. 

Glo. Kent banish'd thus ! and France in choler parted ! 
And the king gone to-night ! subscrib'd his power !' 
Confin'd to exhibition !' All this done 
Upon the gad !' — Edmund ! how now ? what news ? 

[7] Curiosity, iu the time of Stiakes^>eare, was a word that signilled an over nice 
scrupulousuess in manners, dre^s, Lc. STEKVKNS. 

ny the euriositxi of nations, Edmund n\eans tiie nicrtyy the atrietna$ of diil in- 
gtitutions. So, when Handetis alntnt to pruve Uiat tlie dust of Alexander nii^t 
be employed to stop a bunj^-hole, IIo:-atio says, " tlrnt were to consider the BMHtcr 
too curiously.'" M. MASON. 

[G] To deorive was, in our author's time, synonymous to disinhtrit. The old dic- 
tionary renders exhtt:rdo by tliis word. STKEVEXS. 

[9] Edmund inveighs a^aiiist the tyranny of custom in two instances, with !«• 
spect to younger brotht* rb, and to ba«;tards. In the former ho must not be undentood 
to mean himself, but the argument becomes general by inipl>ing more than if laid, 
" Wherefore should I or any man." IIAXMEH. 

[1] To subscribe, in Shakesp<'are, i? to yiild, or surrendfr. So, nlterwardf, ''Tou 
owe me no <u6<c>-tptto7t.'' MALONE. 

[21 Exhibition, is allowance. The term is yet used iu the universitiet. 

JOHNSON. 

[3| Done upon the gad, is done suddenly, or, as befor?, while the iron Is hM. A 
gud IS an iron bar. RITSON'. 
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Edm. So please your lordship, none. 

[PuUing up the leff'.r. 

Glo, Why so earnestly seek you to put up that le*Vi ? 

Edm. I know no news, my lord. 

Glo. What paper were you reading ? 

Edm^ Nothing, my lord. 

Olo, No ? What needed then that terrible despatch of it 
into your pocket ? the quality of nothing hath not such 
need to hide itself. Let's see : Come, if it be nothing, I 
shall not need spectacles. 

Edm. I beseech you, sir, pardon me : it is a letter from 
my Inrother, that I have not all o'eV-read ; for so much as 
I haye perus'd, I find it not fit for your over-looking. 

GJo, Give me the letter, sir. 

Edm, I shall ofiend, either to detain or give it. The 
contents, as in part I understand them, are to blanie. 

Glo. Let's see, let's see. 

E^m. I hope, for my brother's justification, he wrote 
this but as an essay or taste of my virtue.* 

Glo, [Reads.] J%is policy^ and reverence of age, makes 
the world bitter to the best of our times; keeps our for- 
tunes from us, till our oldness cannot relish them. I be- 
gin to find an idle and fond bondage in the oppression of 
aged tyranny ; who sways, not as it hath power, but as it 
is sffffered. Come to me, that of this I may speak more.. 
If our faiher would sleep till I waked him, you should en- 
joy half his revenue for ever, and live the beloved of your 
hrother^ Edgar. — Humph — Conspiracy ! — Sleep till I wa- 
ked Asm, — you should enjoy half his revenue, — My son 
Edgar ! Had he a hand to write this ? a heart and brain to 
treed it in ? — When came this to you ? Who brought it ? 

Edm. It was not brought me, my lord, there's the cun- 
ning of it ; 1 foupd it thrown in at the casement of my 
closet 

Glo. You know the character to be your brother's ? 

Edm. If the matter were good, my lord, I durst swibr 
it were his ; but, in respect of that, I would fain think it 
were not 

Glo, It is his. 

Edm. It is his hand, my lord ; but, I hope, his heart is 
not in the contents. 

Ola. Hath he never heretofore sounded you in this bu- 
siness ? 

M n- 11 ■■ ■ _i ■ ■■■ri---- ■ ■ ■ ~ 

[41 Entay and tatte are both tertns from roval tables. See note on act ▼. sc ill* 
ST£CVENi^■ [n] Idle and fuiia— Weak and fooUsh. JOHNSON. 
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FaIiiu Never, my lord : But I have often heard him 
ni.iint:un it to be fit, that, sons at perfect i^, and fathefs 
ileclining, the father should be as ward to the soOy and the 
;)Oii manage his revenue. • 

Glo. O villain, villain ! — His very opinion in the letter 1 
— Abhorred villain! Unnatural, detested, brutish Tillaui! 
worse than brutish ! — Go, sirrah, seek him ; Pll apprer 
hend him : — Abominable villain ! — Where is he ? 

Edm. I do not well know, my lord. If it shall i^ease 
you to suspend your indignation against my brother, tiB 
you can derive from \i\m better testimony of his intent, 
you shall run a certain course ; where, if ^on violently 
proceed against him, mistaking his purpose, it would make 
a great gap in your own honour, and shake in pieces the 
heart of his obedience. I dare pawn down my life for 
him, that he hath writ this to feel my affection to your 
honour, and to no other pretence of danger.' 

Glo. Think you so? 

Edm, If your honour judge it meet, I will place TOtt 
where you shall hear us confer of this, and by an auricu- 
lar assurance have your satisfaction ; and that without any 
further delay than Uiis very evening. 

Glo. He cannot be such a monster. 

Edm. Nor is not, sure. 

Glo. To his father, that so tenderly and entirely loFeB 
him. — Heaven and earth ! — ^Edmund, seek him out ; wind 
me into him,' I pray you : frame the business after your 
own wisdom, I would unstate myself, to be in a due reso- 
lution.* 

Edm. I will seek him, sir, presently ; convey the busi- 
ness' as I shall find means, and acquaint yon withal. 

Glo. These late ecUpses in the sun and moon portend 
no good to us : though the wisdom of nature can reason 
it thus and thus, yet nature finds itself scourged by the 
s^uent effects : Love cools, friendship falls off/ bro- 

[9] Pretence — is design and purpose. So afterwards in this plajr, 

<^ Pretence and purpose of unkindness." J0IIN80N. 

[1] I once thought it should be read—you into Iiini ; but, perhwM, it it • fuuktr 
phrase, like "■ do me this.'* J OHNSON. 

So in Twelfth Night, <* challenge me the duke's youth to fight with him." 

STEEVEN& 
[2] I would give all I possess to be certain of the truth. This is tlie nwlny tf 
the words to he in a due resolution. So, Othello, 
u — Iq \^ QQce in doubt 
Is, once to tie resolved/* ML MASON. 

[31 To convey, is to carry thrmigk ; in this pkice, it is to manage art/kOjf s W mj 
p- •.„ ji^^ ^^ ^^ ^ clean conveyance. JOHNSON. 



[31 To conv 
•f a juggler, tl 
[4] That is. 



. though naturaij^losoiuiy can give account of ecllpsesi yet w Atl 
Ihar consequences. JOitNSON. 
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diets divide : Id cities, mutinies ; in countries, discord ; 
ID palaces, treasons ; and the bond cracked between son 
and &ther. This villain of mine comes under the predic- 
tion ; there's son against father : the king falls from bias 
of nature ; there's father against child. We have seen 
the best of our time : Machinations, hollowness. treach- 
ery, and all ruinous disorders, follow us disquietly to our 
graves !■ Find out this villain, Edmund ; it shall lose 
thee nothing ; do it carefully : ■■ and the noble and true 
hearted Kent banished ! his offence, honesty ! Strange ! 
strange ! [Exit. 

Edm. This is the excellent foppery of the world l"" 
that, when we are sick in fortune, (often the surfeit of 

[SI la BbakemeMPe^ best l^ySf besides the iriccs that arise rrom the subject. 
duere Is eeaenlfy some pecaUwr prevalUnff fo^y, principally ridiculed, that ruiu 
throagh llw vbofe pieo*. Thai, la Th» TtmputtlbelyUg dUpositloo of trnvellcni. 
aad, 14 itfiym lila A, Ihe fimtBific homoar of courtiers, is exposed and saiirizexl 
vlth lnialle|ikaantry. In like manner, fas this play of Laar. the dotages of judicial as - 
titriogy an MffcrtHy ridiculed. I flmcy, was the date of Us first performance well cou^ 
siderad, k woold be found thai somethinjif or other happened at Ihat time whidi 
ffwre a mora than ordinary run to this deceit, as tlMMO words seem to intimate ; / mi 
fftrnfemfi IrsC&sr, of a prtdktion I read this other da}f.triitU thtmldfollowtheat tcHpset. 
flowemar tUi be, an impious cheat, which had so lime foundation in nature or rea- 
nn, 80 daleitable an original, and such fatal consequences on the mannen of Ihe peo* 
ale. who wen at that time strangfelv besotted wiUi it,eertainiy desei'ved the severest 
laah of imbe. It was a fimdamenial in this noble fcienee, that whatever seeds of good 
diqxMltiom the Infimt unborn might be endowed witii, either from natuw, or tra. 
dnethrefyfhmi Its parents, yet if, at the time of its Urth, the delivery wasbv aifT 
cuoalty so aocelerated or retarded, as to lall in with the predominancy of a malijf • 
nant constellation, tliat momentary influence wonld entirely change its nature, ainl 
blait it to all the contrary 111 qualities: so wretched and monstrous an (»hiion did it 



. oat witli. Bui the Italiana, to whoa w«> owe tlds, as well as most other unnatural 
firinies and fbOles o^ these latter ages, fomented its originak impieiv w Uk omm* a.t«r- 
■dble iieig^ of cstravagance. Petms Aponentis, an Italian physician of the ISih ceii- 
Kiy, aaoref us tliat those nrayers which are made to God when the mcx>n is in cun- 
Jaaetion with Jupiter in tne Ihtigon^S t^l, are in&lliUy heard. The great Milton. 
vllfc a Juit indlgaatloa of tiOs impiety, hath, in his Paradise Regained, satirized il 
in aveiy bcaatuul manner, by putting these reveries into tlie mouth of the devil. 
3forcoaldUieUcentkNM Rabelais Idmself forbear to ridicule this impious dotago, 
Vfhich lie dou with exquisite address and humour, wliere, in the fable which be m* 
fwreaabiy tells from JRsop, of the man who af^led to Jupiter for the loss of Ids lmi> 
cSet, he makea thoae who, on the poor man's good success, have prqfccted to trick 
JTiqiiter ha tha same petition, a l&ind of astrologic atheists, wbo ascribed this good 
fivtUM^ that they ImM^faied tb«y were now all eoing to partake of, to the influence 
of some rare ooi^nncuon and configuration of the stars. " Hen, hen, disent ils— Et 
dosteques, telle est au temps present la revolution des Cieolx, hi constrilation des 
Aflret, fc aneet des pknetes, qusB quiquonque coignee perdra soubdiun deviendra 

ausl ricbe n Nou. ProL du. iv. Livre But to return to Sbaliespeare. So 

iAsplieroous a deiusion, therefore, it became the lionesty of our poet to expose. 
Bat It was a tender ptrint, and required managing. For tliis imtdous Juggle had in 
bb time a itind of rellgi<His reverence paid to it. It was theretore to t>e done ob- 
llqaeiy : and the circumstances of tlie scene fumislied him with as good an opportu* 
pity as he could wish. Tlie persons In the drama are all Paeans, so that, as in com* 
frthnoe to coslom, his good characters were not to speak iU of Judicial astrology, 
(hey could, on account of their religion give no reputation to it. But in order to ex* 
pDse it the more, he, with great Judgment, makes these Pagans fhtaltsts; as appears 
by ffaoso words of Lear, 
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our owo behaviour,) we make guilty of our disasters, the 
<un, the moon, and the stars : as if we were villains bj 
necessity ; fools, by heavenly compulsion ; knaves, thieves, 
and trcachers, by spherical predominance ; drunkaxdi. 
liars, and adulterers, by an enforced obedience of plane- 
tary inAuence ; and all that we are evil in, by a divine 
thrusting on : An admirable evasion of whorc-master man, 
to lay his goatish dir^position to the chai'ge of a star ! Mj 
father compounded with my mother imder the dragon's 
tail ; and my nativity Wcis under ursa major ; so that it 
follows, I (Un rough and lecherous. — Tut, I should have 
been that I am, had the maidenlicst star in the firmament 
twinkled on my basbirdizing. Edgar 

Enter Edgar. 

and pat he comes, like the catastrophe of the old comedv i* 
.My cue is villanous melancholy, with a sigh like Tom 
o'Bcdlam. — O, these eclipses do portend these divisions ! 
la, sol, la, mi. 

Edg. How now, brother Edmund ? What serious con- 
templation are you in ? 

Edrn. J am blinking, brother, of a prediction I read this 
other day, what should follow these eclipses. 

Edg. Do you busy yourself with that ? 

Edm. I promise you, the effects he writes of, succeed 

uuhappily j ae of unnaturalness between tho child and the 

parent ; death, dearth, dissolutions of ancient amities , 
divisions in state, menaces and maledictions against king 
and nobles ; needless diffidences, banishment of friends, 
dissipation of cohorts, nuptial breaches, and I know not 
what. 

Edg, How long have you been a sectary astronomical? 

Edm. Come, come ; when saw you my father last ? 

Edg, Why, the night gone by. 

■ •" " 'I— 

" By all the operations of the orb?, 

From whom we do exist and cease to be/' 
For the doctrine of fate is the true foundation of ^'udicial aitrology. HaTinf thas 
i1iscredite<l it by the vei^ commendations given to it, he was in no danger oi lav- 
ing his direct satire against it muitaken, by it^ being put (a< he was obUgt'd, both tn 
laying regard to custom, and in follow i.ig nature) into the mouth of the villain and 
atheist. es|>ecially when he has added such force of rea.son to his ridicule, in thjs 
wonls rel'eiTed to iu the begi lining of the note. WARBURTOX. 

[6] This' is I think, intendeiJ to ridicuU^ the vei-y nwkwnrd conclusion of our old 
comedies, where the persons of the scene make tin ir eni:y iii<irlillclul?y, andju^t 
'■.hi.n llicp'.rt \\nni> ihtm on ilie ;.cuj;e. WAK>Ki{. 
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Edm. Spake you with him ? 

fJdSg-. Ay, two hours together. 

iSclfh. Parted you in good terms ? Found you no dis- 
pleasure in him, by word, or countenance ? 

Edg, None at all. 

Edm, Bethink yourself, wherein 3'ou may have offend- 
ed him : and at my intrcaty, forbear his presence, till 
some little time hath quahfied the heart of his displea- 
sure ; which at this instant so rageth in him, thcit with the 
mischief of your person it would scarcely allay. 

Edg, Some villain hath done me wrong. 

Edm, That's ray fear. I pray you, have a continent 
forbearance, till the speed of his rage goes slower ; and. 
as I say, retire with mc to my lodging, from whence I 
will fitly bring you to hear my lord speak : Pray you, go : 
there's my key : — If you do stir abroad, go armed. 

Edg, Armed, brother ? 

Edm. Brother, I advise you to the best ; go armed ; 1 
am no honest man, if there be any good meaning towards 
3t)u : I have told you what I have seen aud heard, but 
iUintly ; nothing like the image and horror of it : Tray 
you, away. 

Edg. Shall I hear from you anon ? 

Edm, I do serve you in this business. — [Exit Eve . 
A credulous father, and a brother noble, 
Whose nature is so far from doing harms, 
Thiit he suspects none ; on whose foolish honesty 
Iffy practices ride easy I — I »ee the business. — 
I*€t me, if not by birth, have lands by wit : 
All with me's meet, that I can fashion fit. [Exit. 

SCENE 111. 

A Room in tlu Duke of Albany's Palace, Enter Gone- 

RiL and Steward, 

Gon. Did my father strike my gentleman for chiding of 
h^ fool ? 

Sicw. Ay, madam. 

Gon, By day and night ! he wrongs me ; evory hour 
He flashes into one gross crime or other. 
That set us all at odds : I'll not endure it : 
His knights grow riotous, and himself upbraids us 
On every trifle : — When he returns from hunting, 
I will not speak with him ; say, I am sick : — 
If vou come slack of former services, 
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You tliall do well ; the fault of it I'll answer. 

S/e«. IIc*s coming, madam ; I hear him. 

[Hom9 wiA». 

Gon. Put on what weary negligence you please, 
Vou and your fellows ; I'd have it come to question ; 
If he disuke it, let him to my sister, 
Whose mind and mine, I know, in that arc one, 
Not to be over-rul'd. Idle old man. 
That still would manage those authofitics, 
That he hath given away ! — ^Now, by my life. 
Old fools arc babes again ; and must be us'd 
With checks, as flatteries,^ — ^when they are seen alras'd. 
Remember what I have said. 

Stew, Very well* madam. 

Gon, And let his knights hare colder looks among yon.; 
What grows of it, no matter ; advise your fellows so : 
[ would breed firom hence occasions, and I shaU, 
That I may speak : — I'll write straight to my aister. 
To hold my very course :— -Prepare for dinner. 

SCENE IV. 

J Hall in the same. Enter Kent, disguiiei. 

Kent, If but as well I other accents borrow. 
That can my speech diffuse," my good intent 
May carry through itself to that full issue 
For which I raz'd my likeness. — Now, banish'd Kent, 
If thou canst serve where thou dost stand condemn*d» 
(So may it come !^ thy master, whom thou lov'st, 
bhall find thee full of labours. 

Hams Tvtihin. Enter Lear, Knights^ ai^ Mendants^ 

Lear, Let me not stay a jot for dinner ; go, get it ready. 
[Elxit an Attendant,] How now, what art Uiou ? 

Kent. A man, sir. 

Lear, What dost thou profess ? What wouldest thou 
with us ? 

Kent, I do profess to be no less than I seem ; to serve 
him truly, that will put me in trust ; to love him that is 
honest ; to converse with him that in wise, and says lit" 

n] Old fools— most be «si>d wilh checki, at well as flattertct, wbeo tbtj [I. «. S&b 
teriesj are seen to he abated. TyHWlIITT. 

^8^ To dlfl\ifc sprech—sIfTiitiOT to dtsnrder lt> and so to d1$catoe It. STET5VEXS. 
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tl& ;' to fear judgment ; to fight, when I cannot choose ; 
and to eat no fish/ 

L^ar. What art thou? 

Kent. A very honest-hearted fellow, and as poor as the 

Lear, if thou be as poor for a subject, as he is for a 
king, thou art poor enough. What wouldest thou ? 

Kent, Service. 

Lear, Who wouldest thou serve ? 

Kent. You. 

Lear, Dost thou know me, fellow ? 

Kent. No, sir ; but you have that in your countenance, 
^ybich I would fain call master. 

Lear, What's that ? 

Kent, Authority. 

Lear. What services canst thou do ? 

Kentj, I can keep honest counsel, ride, run, mar a 
curious tale in telling it, and deliver a plain message 
bluntly : that which ordinary men are fit for, 1 am 
qualified in ; and the best of me is diligence. 

Lear. How old art thou ? 

Kent. Not so young, sir, to love a woman for singing ; 
aor so old, to dote on her for any thing : 1 have years on 
my back forty-eight. 

Lear. Follow me ; thou shalt serve me ; if I like thee 

no worse after dinner, I will not part from thee yet. 

Dinner, ho, dinner ! — Where's my knave ? my fool ^ Go 
you, and call my fool hither : 

Enter Steward, 
You, you, sirrah, where's my daughter ? 

Stew. So please you, — [Exit. 

Lear, What says the fellow there ? Call the clotpoU 
back. — ^Where's my fool, ho ? — I think, the world's 
asleep. — How now ? where's that mongrel ? 

Knight. He says, my lord, your daughter is not well. 

Lear. Why came not the slave back to me, when I 
called him ? . 

{9] To etmvtru signifies immediately and properhr to hup cMiqiany, not to tfit- 
OTMTM K)T talk. His meaning is, that he chooses for his companions men of rtwnre 
•Bd caution } men who are not tattlers nor tale-bearers.. JOHNSON. 

[1] In quean Elizabeth's time the Papists were esteemed, and with eood reason, 
entmies to the government Hence tlie prorerbial i^rase of ** He's an lionest man, 
and eats no fidi 'j* to signify he's a friend to the government and a Protestant. 
The eating fish, on a religioDS account, heiAft then esteemed such a badge of po- 
pci7, tliat when it was enjoined for a season by act of parliament, for the encour- 
agement of the fish'towns, it was thought necessary to declare the reason : hence it 
WW callad Cecil's ftst. WARBUKTON. 

16 Vol. IX K 2 
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Knight. Sir, he answered me in the roundest manner, 
he would not. 

Lear. lie would not ! 

Knight. My lord, I know not what the matter is ; but, 
fo my judgment, your highness is not entertained widi 
that ceremonioua affection as you were wont ; there's a 
'^reat abatement of kindness appears, as well in the gen- 
«Tal dependant:*, as in the duke himself abo, and your 
•laughter. 

Lear. Ha! saycst thou so ? 

Knight. I beseech yon, pardon me, my lord, if I be 
mistaken ; for my duty cannot be silent, when I tiiink 
vour bigness is wronged. » 

Lear. Thou but rememberest me of mine own con- 
ception ; I have perceived a most faint neglect of late ; 
which I have ratiier blamed as mine own jealous curi- 
osity ;* than as a very pretence^ and purpose of unkind- 
iiess : I will look further into't. — But where's my fool' ? I 
have not seen him this two days. 

Knight. Since my young lady's going into France, sir, 
I he fool hath much pined away. 

Lear. No more of that ; I have noted it well. — Go you, 
and tell my daughter, I would speak with her.— Go you, 
call hither my fool. — 

Re-enter Stexvard, 
0, you sir, you sir, come yoa hither : Who am I, sir ? 

Stew. My lady's father. 

Lear. My lady's father ! my lord's knave : ,you whore- 
son dog ! you slave ! you cur ! 

Stew. I am none of this, my lord ; I beseech you, 
pardon me. 

Lear. Do you bandy looks with me, you rascal ? 

[Striking him. 

Stew. I'll not be struck, my lord. 

Kent. Nor tripped neither ; you base foot-ball player. 

[Tripping up his heels 

Lear. I thank thee, fellow ; thou servest me, and I'll 
love thee. 

Kent. Come, sir, arise, away ; I'll teach you differen- 
ces ; away, away : If you will measure your lubber's 
length again, tarry : but away : go to ; Have you wis- 
dom ? so. [Pushes the Steward out. 

[2] IS7 this phrase Lear means, I believe, a jmnctUioiu jealmtsyy remilUnf from a 
ticrubuloiv watchfulness of his own dignity. STEEVKSS. 

[^] Pretcnc* in Sholivfpeare g^eucrally signifies dctigiu STEEYS^S. 
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Lear. Now, my friendly knave, I thank thee : there's 
tamest of thy service. [Giving- Kent money. 

Enter FooL 
Fool, Let me hire him too ; — ^Here's my coxcomb. 

\Givitig Kent hie cap. 
Lear, How now, my pretty knave ? how dost thou ? 
' Fool, Sirrah, you were best take my coxcomb. 
TCent, Why, fool ? 

FooL Why ? For taking one's part that is out of favour : 
Nay, an thou canst not smile as the wind sits, thou'lt catch 
cold shortly : There, take my coxcomb :* Why, this fel- 
low has banished two of his daughters, and did the third a 
blessing against his will ; if thou follow him, thou must 
needs wear my coxcomb. — How now, nuncle ?* 'Would 1 
had two coxcombs, and two daughters ! 
Lear, Why, my boy ? 

Fool, If I gave them all my living, I'd keep my cox- 
con^s myself: There's mine ; beg another of thy 
daughters. 

Lear, Take heed, sirrah ; the whip. 
Fool. Truth's a dog that must to kennel ; hfi must be 
whipped out, when Lady, the brach,^ may stand by the 
fire and stink. 

T^ear, A pestilent gall to me ! 

FooL Sirrah, I'll teach thee a speech. 

Lear. Do. 

FooL Mark it, nuncle : — 

Have more than thou showest, 
Speak less than thou knowest, 
. . Lend less than thou owest,^ 
Hide more thain thou goest. 
Learn more than thou trowest,® 
Set less than thou throwest ; 



[A\ Coxcomb— —^meanfaig his c«p, called so, liecause on the top of the fool 
«>r jester's cap wm seized a piece of ced cloth, resembling the comb of a cock. 
The word, afterwards, was used to denote a vain, conceited, meddlin? fellow. 

WARBURTON. 
[53 It is remarkable at this day, that the lower people in Shropshire call the judge 
ofassize^'roy nunc/ethejudge.** VAILLANT. 

' [61 Brodk, a bitch of the hunting kind. Lady is stiH a common name for a hound. 
So Hotspur; 

« I had rather hear Lady my brach howl in Irish." STEEVENS. 

[7] Do not lend ail ibai thou hast. To owe in old English, is to pos*eta. If otdc be 
taken for to be in ddtt, the more prudent precept would be, 
Lend mare than thou owesf. JOHNI^ON. 

[81 To trow — is an old word, which signifies to betieve. The precept is admira- 
We. WAilBURTON. 
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Leave thy drink and thj whore> 
And keep in-a*door, 
And thou shalt have more 
Than two tens to a score. 
Lear. This is nothing, fool. 

Fool, Then 'tis like the breath of an unfee'd liiryer } 
you gave me nothing for^t : Can you make no use of 
nothing, nuncle ? 

Lear, Why, no, boy ; nothing can be made oat ^ 
nothing. 

Fool, Pr'ythee, tell him, so much the rent of his hoi 
comes to ; he will not believe a fool. [To Kert. 

Lear, A bitter fool ! 

FooL Dost thou know the difference, my boy, betwaen 
a bitter fool and a sweet fool ? 
Lear, No, lad ; teach me. 
Fool, That lord, that counsell'd thee 
To give away thy land. 
Come, place him here by me,— 

Or do thou for him stand : 
The sweet and bitter fool 
Will presently appear ; 
The one in motley here, 
The other found out there. 
Lear, Dost thou call me fool, boy ? 
Fool. All thy other titles thou hast given away ; that 
thou wast bom with. 
Kent, This is not altogether fool, my lord. . 
Fool, No, 'faith, lords and great men will not let me : 
if I had a monopoly out, they would have part on*t :^ 
and ladies too, they will not let me have all fbol to 
myself; they'll be snatching. — Give me an egg, nuncle, 
and I'll give thee two crowns. 
Lear, What two crowns shall they be ? 
FooL Why, after I have cut the egg i'the middle, and 
eat up the meat, the two crowns of the egg. When thou 
do vest thy crown i'the middle, and gavest away both 
parts, thou borest thine ass on thy back over the dirt : 
Thou hadst little wit in thy bald crown, when thou gavest 
thy golden one away. If I speak like myself in this, let 
him be whipped that first finds it so. 

[9] A fatire on the gross abuses of nioDopoIIes at that time; and tl^ cormp* 
tiOB fOKt aTviM of the oowtlen, who Mnuoonlr wint ilnnt with the patenlM. 

WARBUKTOZr. 
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FooU had neUr less grace in a year ; [Singing. 

For mse men are grown foppish ;^ 
And know not how their wits to wear, 
Tlieir manners are so apish, 
Lear.' Vf hen were you wont to be so full of songs, 
sirrah? 

Fooi. I haye used it, nuncle, ever since thou madesl 
thj daughters thy mother : for when thou gavest them the 
rod, and put'st down thine own breeches, 

Then they for sudden joy did weep, [Singiog. 

And I for sorrow sung, 
7%at such a king should play bo-peep, 
" And go the fools among, 

Fr'ythee, nuncle, keep a school-master that can teach thy 

fbol to lie ; I would ^n learn to lie. 

' Lear. If you he, sirrah, we'll have you whipped. 

FooL I maryel, what kin thou and thy daughters are : 
They'll have me whipped for speaking true, thou'lt have 
me whipped for lying ; and, sometimes, I am whipped for 
holding my peace. I had rather be any kind of thing, than 
a fool ; and yet I would not be thee, nuncle ; thou hast 
pared thy wit o'both sides, and lefl nothing i'the middle : 
Here comes one o'the panngs. 

Enter Goneril. 

Lear. How now, daughter ? what makes that frontlet 
On ?* Methinks you are too much of late i'the frown. 

Fool. Thou wast a' pretty fellow, when thou hadst no 
need to care for her frowning ; now thou art an O with- 
out a figure : I am better than thou art now ; I am a fool, 
thou art nothing. — Yes, forsooth, I will hold my tongue ; 
[To Goneril.] so your face bids me, though you say no- 
thing. Mum, mum. 

He that keeps nor crust nor crumb, 
Weary of all, shall want some. — 
That's a shealed peascod.^ [Pointing to Lear. 

Gon, Not only, sir, this your all-licens'd fool. 
But other of your insolent retinue 

[11 There wai never a time when fools were lew in farourj and the reaion 
if, that they were nerer so little wanted, for wise men now supply Jheirgace. 

JOHNSOJi* 

[21 A firontlet was a forehead-cloth used formerly \sy ladies at night to render that 
part smooth. Lear, I suppose, means to say. that Goneril^s brow was as completely 
•orered by a frown, as ft would be by a firontlet. M ALONE. 

SNow a mere husk, which contains nothing. The outside of a king re- 
1^ but fOl the intriMle parts of royalty are gonej he has "***^ti^j^J^« - 
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Do hourly carp and quarrel ; breaking forth 

III rank and not-to-bc -endured riots. Sir, « 

I liad thought, by making tliis well known onto you, 

To have found a safe redress ; but now grow fearfiil. 

By what yourself too late have spoke and done, ' 

That you protect this course, and put it on 

By your allowance ; which if you should, the fault 

Would not 'scape censure, nor the redresses sleep ; 

Which, in the tender of a wholesome weal, 

.Mi;;lit ill their workin;^ do you that offence, 

WIii?:h vUc were shame, that then necessify 

^Vi^ call discreet proceeding. 

Fool. For you trow, nuncle, 

Tlie hedge-sparrow fed the cuckoo so long, 
That it had its head bit off by its young. 
So, out went the candle, and we were left darkling. 

Lear. Are you our daughter ? 

Con. Come, sir, I would, you would make use of that 
good wisdom whereof I know you iu*e fraught ; and put 
away these dispositions, which of late transform you from 
whfit you rightly are. 

Fool. May not an ass know when the cart draws the 
horse ? — VVhoop, Jug ! I love thee.^ 

Lear. Does any here know me ? — ^Why this is not 
Lear : does Lear walk thus ? speak thus ? Where are his 
eyes ? Either his notion weakens, or his discemings arc 
lethargied. — Sleeping or waking ?-7-Ha ! sure 'tis not so : 
— Wlio is it that can tell me who I am ? — ^Lear's shadow .' 
I would learn that ; for by the marks of sovereignty, 
knowledge, and reason, I should be false persuaded I had 
'laughters. — 

Fool. Which they will make an obedient father. 

Lear. Your name, fair gentlewoman ? 

Gon. Come, sir ; 
This admiration is much o'the favour 
Of other your new pranks. I do beseech you 
To understand ni}*^ purposes aright : 
As you are old and reverend, you should be wise : 
Here do you keep a hundred knights and squires ; 
Men so disorJerVl, so dcbauch'd, and bold, 

[5\ I'licrc art* in tlie foul's cptfoclips several pawagvii which scero to be proveibittl 
aliusions, jiorlmiM not now to be understood. JOHNSON. 

In a v«*ry oM dranrntic piece entitled, The longer thou tivettj the mare fool tk&u 
«'A we find the folluwinir Matje diieoiion: - Entretli Moron, counterlaUiDgr a ▼olu.- 
ffttiture Olid a fuolikh countenuuce, jynging the f vote of many tonge u /eoliortmmt." 
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That this our court, infected with their manners, 

Shows like a riotous inn : epicurism and lust 

Make it more like a tavern, or a brothel, 

Than a grac'd palace.^ The shame itself doth speak 

For instant remedy : Be then desir'd 

By her, tliat else will take the thing she begs, 

A little to disquantity your train ; 

And the remainder, that shall still depend,^ 

To be such men as may besort your age, 

And know themselves and you. 

Lear, Darkness and devils ! — 
Saddle my horses ; call my train together.— 
Degenerate bastard ! I'll not trouble thee ; 
Yet have I left a daughter. 

Gon. You strike my people ; and your disordered rabble 
Make servants of their betters. 

Enter Albany. 

Lear, Woe, that too late repents, — O, sir, are you come ? 
Is it your will ? [To Alb.] Speak, sir. — Prepare my 

horses. 
Ingratitude ! thou marble-hearted fiend, 
More hideous, when thou show'st thee in a child, 
Than the sea-monster \^ 

Alb, Pray, sir, be patient. 

Lear, Detested kite ! thou liest : [To Gokeril. 

My train are men of choice and rarest parts, 
Tnat all particulars of duty know , 
And in the most exact regard support 
The worships of their name. — ^O most small fault. 
How ugly didst thou in Cordelia show ! 
Which, like an engine,^ wrench'd my frame of nature 
From the fix'd place ; drew from my heart all love, 
And added to the gall. O Lear, Lear, Lear ! 
Beat at this gate, that let thy folly in, [Striking his head. 
And thy dear judgment out ! — ^Go, go, my people. 

Alb, My lord, I am guiltless, as I am ignorant 
Of what hath mov'd you. 

Lear, It may be so, my lord. — Hear, nature, hear ! 
Dear goddess, hear ! Suspend thy purpose, if 



A paluce graced by tlje pre&eii« e of a sovereign. WAHBURTON. 

Depend— lor conlinue In rervire. WARBURTON. 



8J Kr. Upton otihervem lliat the 8e:i-nionster istliellippiipoumusjthehierofflypbi- 
cal fvinlM)! of im|ii«*«y ami tnKrntiluUe. Sandys, in his Travels, sayi—** that he kil- 
Jetk kit aire, and ruvisheth kits own dani.'' STEEVEMS* 

[»] Mr. Edwards collect urefithdt by an engine is meant the rorfc. Ue is right. 
Tu tngine i», in Chaucer, to ttrain upon the radb STEEVEKl^. 
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Thou didst intend to make this creature fruitfttl i 

Into her womh conyey sterility 1 |^ 

Dry up in her the organs of increase ; 

And from her derogate body' neyer spring 

A babe to honour her ! If she must teem. 

Create her child of spleen : that it may lire 

And be a thwart disnaturM torment to her 1 

Let it stamp wrinkles in her brow of youth ; 

With cadent tears* fret channels in her cheeks ; 

Turn all her mother's pains, and benefits, 

To laughter and contempt ; that she may feel 

How sharper than a serpent's tooth it is 

To have a thankless child ! — Away, away ! [fict 

Alb. Now, gods, that we adore, whereof comes this? 

Gon, Never afflict yourself to know the cause ; 
l^ut let his disposition have that scope 
That dotage gives it. 

Re-enter Lear. 

Lear, What, fifly of my followers, at a clap ! 
Within a fortnight ? 

Alb. What's the matter, sir ? 

Lear. I'll tell thee ; — ^Life and death ! I am aaham'd 
That thou hast power to shake my manhood thus : 

[To GOUERIL 

That these hot tears which break from me perforce, 
Should make thee worth them. — Blasts and fogs upsa 

thee ! 
The untented' woundings of a father's curse 
Pierce every sense about thee ! — Old fond eyes» 
Beweep this cause again, I'll pluck yoa out ; 
And cast you, with the waters that you lose, 
To temper clay. — Ha ! is it come to this ? 
Let it be so : — Yet have I left a daughter. 
Who, [ am sure, is kind and comfortable ; 
When she shall hear this of thee, with her naib 
She'll flay thy wolfish visage. Thou shalt find. 
That I'll resume the shape which thou dost think 
I have cast off for ever ; thou shalt, I warrant thee. 

[Exeunt Lear, Kent, and Atttndanis. 

Gon, Do you mark that, my lord ? 

Alb. I cannot be so partial, Goneril, 



Derogate— for degraded, blasted. JOHNSON. 

Cadent tears— L e. falling tears. STEEVEN8. 

UntetUed woandB—me&n^ wuunds in tbeir worst state, not haTloff a UiU it 
them to digest them, and may ^tossibly lignifv here such as will nol aclnw of lMitta{ 
a tent put into them for that purpose. 6T££V£NS. 
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To the mat lore I bear you, — 

Goft. Pray you, content. — ^What, Oswald, ho ! 
IpTou, sir, more knave than fool, afler your master. 
^ [Toihs Fod. 

l» Fool. Nuncle Lear, nuncle Lear, tarry, and take the 
£Kd with thee. 

A fox, when one has caught her, 
And such a daughter. 
Should sure to the slaughter. 
If my cap would buy a baiter ; 
So the fool follows afler. [Exit, 

Qou. This man hath had good counsel :— »A hundred 
knights! 
^Tifl politic, and safe, to let him keep 
At point,^ a hundred knights. Yes, that on every dream. 
fiach buz2, each fancy, each complaint, dislike. 
He may unguard his dotage with their powers. 
And hold our lives in mercy.— 4)8wald, I say !— - 
Jilh. Well, you may fear too far. 
Goii. Safer than trust : 
Let me still take away the harms I fear, 
Not fear still to be taken. I know his heart : 
What he hath utter'd, I have writ my sister ; 
If she sustain him, and his hundred knights. 
When I have showM the unfitness, — ^How now, Oswald.^ 

EtUer Stewards 
What, have you writ that letter to my sister ? 
Stew. Ay, madam. 

Oon. Take you some company, and away to horse ; 
Inform her full of my particular fear ; 
And thereto add such reasons of your own, 
As may compact it more. Get you gone ; 
And hasten your return. [Exit Stew,] — ^No, no, my lorfl^ 
This milky gentleness^ and cjDurse of yours. 
Though I condemn it not, ybt, under pardon, 
You are much more attask'd for want of wisdom, 
Than prais'd for harmful mildness. 

Alb. How far your eyes may pierce, I cannot tell ; * 
Striving to better, oft we mar what's well. 
Gem. Nay, then — 
Alb. Well, well ; the event. [Exeunt, 



141 At polat— I beUeve, means completely armed, and co nieqp enfly rwS^f «t ftp- 
ffft&aBttl or oomffiand on tbe slightest notice. 6T£S VB|r9. 
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SCENE V. 
Court before Oie same. Enter Lear, Kent, and Fool. 

Lear. Go you before to Gloster with these letters : ac- 
quaint my daughter no further with any thing you know, 
than comes from her demand out of the letter : If year '] 
diligence be not speedy, I shall be there before you. 

Kent. I will not sleep, my lord, till I have delivered 
your letter. [Exit, 

Fool. If a man*8 brains were in his heels, wer't not in 
danger of kibes ? 

Lear. Ay, boy. 

Fool. Then, 1 pr'ythec, be merry ; thy wit shall not 
^0 shp-shod. 

Lear. Ha, ha, ha *. 

FooL Shalt see, thy other daughter will use thee kindly: 
for though she's as like this as a crab is hke an apple, yet 
t can tell what I can tell. 

Lear. Why, what canst thou tell, my boy ? 

Fool. She will taste as like this, as a crab docs to a 
crab. Thou canst tell, why one's nose stands i' the mid- 
die of his face ? 

Lear. No. 

Fool. Why, to keep his eyes on either side his nose , 
that what a man cannot smell out, he may spy into. 

L^ar. I did her wrong :^— 

Fool. Canst tell how an oyster makes biis shell 9 

T^ear. No. 

Fool. Nor I neither ; but I can tell why a snail has a 
house. 

Lear. Why? 

Fool. Why, to put his head in ; not to give it away tp 
his daughters, and leave his horns without a case. 

Lear. I will forget my nature. — ^So kind a father ! — ^B^ 
my horses ready ? 

Fool. Thy asses are gone about 'em. The reason why 
the seven stars are no more than seven, is a pretty reason. 

Lear. Because they are not eight ? 

Fool. Yes, indeed : Thou wouldest make a good fool. 

Le(tr. To take it again perforce !^ — ^Monster ingratitude! 

Fool. If thou wert my fool, nuncle, I'd have thee 
beaten for being old before thy time. 

■ ■ ■ . — ■ ' ** ■ 

[Gl He is mwlDg on Cordelia, JOHNSON. 

[7] He is medibitingon his dnu;;bt«>r*9 tmviag in so violent a muiner dflprifnl 
hiui of those privileges whicli before bhe Iiad ngrecd to grant him. STEEvKKS. 
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LecfT. How's that ? 

Fooi. Thou shouldst not have been old» before thou 
ladst been wise. 
Lear, O let me not be mad, not mad, sweet hearen I 

Ceep me in temper ; I would not be mad ! 

Enter Gentleman, 
%)W now ! are the horses ready ? 
Geni. Ready, my lord. 
Lear, Come, boy. 

FooL She that is maid now, and laughs at my depar- 
ture, 
liall aot be a maid long, unless things be cut shorter. 

[Exeunt, 



ACT II. 

CENE I. — A Court imthtn the Castle of the Earl o/Glos- 
TER. Enter Edmund and Cuban, meeting, 

Edm, Save thee, Curan. 

Cur. And you, sir. I have been with your fiither : and 
[▼en him notice, that the duke of Cornwall, and Regan 
is duchess, will be here with him to-night. 

Edm, How comes that ? 

. Cur. Nay, I know not : You have heard of the news 
iroad; I mean, the whispered ones, for they are yet 
at ear-kissing arguments.^ 

Edm, Not I ; 'Pray you, what are they ? 

Cur, Have you heard of no likely wars toward, 'twixt 
le dukes of Cornwall and Albany ? 

Edm, Not a word. 

Cur, You may then, in time. Fare you well, sir. 

SExit. 
Jest! 
his weaves itself perforce into my business ! 
'y lather hath set guard to take my brother ; 
nd 1 have one thing, of a queazy question,'' 
^hich I must act ; — Briefness, and fortune, work ! — 
rother, a word ; — descend : — Brother, I say ; 

Enter Edgar. 

y fitther watches : — O sir, fly this place ; 

_^^^_^^^^^_^_^.^^__^^_^_ * — • 

;S] Ear-kimng argununu meaiu that they are yet in reality only wkiner>d •net. 

BTEEVEllpi 
J\ Qotasy— meant delicate, v^hat requires to be handled nicely. STjBBV£NS. 
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Intelligence is given where you are hid ; 
You luive now the good advantage of the night : — 
Have you not spoken 'guinat the duke of Comwall? 
He*8 coming hither ; now, i'the tiight, i'the haate^ 
And Regan with him ; Have you nothing said 
Upon his party 'gainst the duke of Albany ? 
Advise yourself. 
Edg. I am sure on't, not a word. 
Edm, I hear my father coming, — Pardon me : — 
In cunning, I must draw my sword upon you : — 
Draw : Seem to defend yourself : Now quit you well. 
Yield :— come before my father ; — Light, ho, here !— - 
Fly, brother ; — Torches ! torches ! — So, fiunewelL— 

[Exit Edgar. 
Some blood drawn on me would beget opinion 

[fVovndM ki$ arm. 
Of my more fierce endeavour : I have seen dmnkardk 
Do more than this in sport. — ^Father ! father ! 
•Stop, stop ! No help ? 

Enter Gloster, and Seroants with tarAeSm 
Glo. Now, Edmund, where's the villain ? 
Edm. Here stood he in the dark, his sharp sword oat, 
Humbling of wicked charms, conjuring the mooii 
To stand his auspicious mistress.* 
Glo. But where is he ? 
Edm, Look, sir, I bleed. 
Glo. Where is the villain, Edmund ? 
Edm. Fled this way, sir. When by no means he C0«U«^ 
Glo. Pursue him, ho ! — Go after. [Exit 5erv.]-»By Be 

means, — what 
Edm. Persuade me to the murder of your lordship ; 
But that I told him, the revenging gods 
Gainst parricides did all their thunders bend | 
Spoke, with how manifold and strong a bond 
The child was bound to the father ;— Sir,* in fiae, 
To his unnatural purpose, in fell motion, 
With his prepared sword, he charges home 
Sly unprovided body, lanc'd mine arm : 
But when he saw my best alarumM spirits, 
Sold in the quarrel's right, rous'd to the encounter^ 
Or whether gasted by the noise I made,' 

[8] Tliif WM • nroiwr circuioitancA to urn to Gloster; who apfwarii ^ vbit 
liOMd between him vtA hia bMtard son in a foreeoioesceae, to be TCfT immifnilul 
wllbregiutltotUfmaUer. WARBDRTON. • ^ ' r- 

[9] Obtcd— nrifktBd. JOHNSON. 
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Fall suddenly he fled. 

Glo. Let him fly far : 
Not in this land shall he remain uncaught ; 
And found — Despatch. — The noble duke my master,- 
V,y i¥orthy arch' and patron, comes to-night ; 
By bia authority I will proclaim it, 
That he^ who finds him, shall deserve our thanks, 
Bringing the murderous coward to the stake ; 
He, that conceals him, death. 

Edm. When I dissuaded him from his intent, 
And found him pight to do it, with curst speech* 
( threaten'd to discover him : He replied, 
Thou nnpossessing bastard! dost thou think. 
If I would stand against thee, would the reposaP 
yf any trust, virtue, or worth in thee 
Make thy words faith^d ? No : what I should deny 
(Ab this I would ; ay, though thou didst produce 
Afy very character,) Pd turn it all 
To iky suggestion, plot, and damned practice : 
And Sum must make a dullard of the world, 
If they not thought the profits of my death 
Were very pregnant and potential spurs 
To make thee seek it, 

Glo, Strong and fastened villain ! 
Would he deny his letter ? — I never got him. 

[Trumpets wi^in. 
Hark, the duke's trumpets ! I know not why he comes i**- 
All ports rU bar ; the villain shall not 'scape ; 
The duke must grant me that : besides, his picture 
I wiU send far and near, that all the kingdom 
May have due note of him ; and of my land, 
Loyal and natural boy, I'll work the means 
To make thee capable. 

Enter Corktwall, Reoan, and Attendants. 

Com, How now, my noble friend ? since I came hither, 
(Which 1 can call but now,) I have heard strange news. 

Reg, If it be true, all vengeance comes too short. 
Which can pursue the ofiender. How dost, my lord ? 

Glo. O madam, my old heart is crack'd, is crack'd ! 

Reg, What did my father's godson seek your hfe ? 

Ill Ank—i. e. chief: a word now uied ooly in composition, as artktmgtl, mnk- 
Mr. 8TEEVEN8. 

[S] Plgfat~-i8 pitched, fixed, settled. Cunt— is severe, harsh, Tebementhr anny. 

JOHNSON* 
[31 U e. Would auT opinion that men have reposed in thj trust, virtue, Itc 

WARBURTOli 
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Tie whom my fiillicr iiunrd ? your Edgar ? 

Glo, O, lady, lady, shame would have it hid! 

licg. \Va9 he not companion with the riotous kn|||btl 
Tluit tend upon my father ? 

Glo, I know not, miidam : 
It is too bad, too b.id. — 

Kdm. Yes, madam, he was. 

Reg. No marvel then, though he were ill affected } 
*Tis they have put him on the old man^s death, 
To have the waste smd spoil of his revenues. 
1 have this present evening from my sister 
Been well informM of them ; and with such cantionSy 
That, if they come to sojourn at my bouse, 
ril not be there. 

Com. Nor I, assure thee, Regan. — 
Edmund, I hear that you have shown your fither 
A child-like office. 

Edm. 'Twas my duty, sir. 

Glo. He did bewray his practice ;* and receivM 
This hurt you see, striving to apprehend him. 

Corn. Is he pursued ? 

Glo. Ay, my good lord, he is. 

Com. If he be taken, he shall never more 
Be fearM of doing harm : make your own purpose, 
How in my strength you please. — For you, EdSnund 
Whose virtue and obedience doth this instant 
So much commend itself, you shall be ours ; 
Natures of such deep trust we shall much need ; 
You we first seize on. 

Ed in, I shall serve you, sir. 
Truly, however else. ' 

Glo. For him I thank your grace. 

Corn, You know not why we came to visit you,*^ 

Reg, Thus out of season ; threading dark-ey'd night 
Occasions, noble Gloster, of some poize,* 
Wherein we must have use of your advice : — 
Our father he hath writ, so hath our sister, 
Of differences, which J best thought it fit 
To answer from our home ;** the several messengers 
From hence attend despatch. Our^ood old friend 
Lay comforts to your bosom ; and bestow 
Your needful counsel to our business, 



r4 



Bewray ~4hat is, discover, betrav. STEEVENS. 

8 Some weight, or uionient. MALOXE. 

Hj Not at home, but at liome other place. JOUNSOX. 
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Which craves tPie instant use. 
Glo. I serve you, madam : 
Yoar graces are right welcome. [Exeunt^ 

SCENE II. 

Befope Gloster's Castle, Enter Kent and Steward seve- 
rally. 

Stew, Good dawning to thee, friend : Art of the house ? 

Kent, Ay. 

Stew, Where may we set our horses ? 

Kent, I 'the mire. '^ 

Stew, Pr'ythee, if thou love me, tell me. 

Kent, I love thee not. 

Stew, Why, then I care not for thee. 

Kent, If I had thee in Lipsbury pinfold,^ I would make 
thee care for me. 

Stew, Why dost thou use me thus ? I know thee not. 

KeTit, Fellow, I know thee. 

Stew, What dost thou know me for ? 

Kent, A knave ; a rascal, an eater of broken meats ; a 
base, proud, shallow, beggarly, three-suited, hundred- 
pound, filthy worsted -stocking knave f a lily-liver'd, ac- 
tion-taking knave ; a whorson, glass-gazing, superservice- 
able, finical rogue ; one-trunk-inheriting slave ; one that 
wouldest be a bawd, in way of good service, and art no- 
thing but the composition of a knave, beggar, coward, pan« 
dar, and the son and heir of a mongrel bitch : one whom 
I will beat into clamorous whining, if thou deniest the 
least syllable of thy addition.® 

Stew, Why, what a monstrous fellow art thou, thus to 
rail on one, that is neither known of thee, nor knows thee? 

Kent, What a brazen-faced varlet art thou to deny thou 
knowest me ? Is it two days ago, since I tripped up thy 

[61 Tbe allusion which seems to be contained in this line I do not undentand. 
Id the violent eruption of reproaches which burst from Kent in this dialogue, there 
are some epithets which the 'commentators have left unexpoanded, and whicn I am 
not very able to make clear. Lily-liver'd — is cowardly ; white-blooded and white- 
liTei'd are still in vulgar use. JOHNSON. 

[71 Three suited knave, — might mean, in an ai^e of ostentatious finery like that of 
Shakespeare, one who had no ereater change of cloaths than three suits would fur- 
nish him wiib. A worsted-stocking kaoLV*^ — is another reproach of tbe same kind. 
The stockings in Eni^nd, in tlie reign of queen Klitabeth, as I learn from Stubb's 
Anatomie of Abuses, printed in 1595, were remarkably expensive, and scarce any 
•tfaer kind than silk were worn, even, as tim author says, by those who liad not 
above forty shillings a year wages. STEKVENS. 

[8] That is, titUs.—lLent is not only Iioisterous in his manners, but abusive in his 
Im^puige. His excessive ribaldry proceeds from an over solicitude to prevent being 
discovered : like St. Pvia^s swearing from a similar motive. Hli^NLClf* 



940 XING LEAR. ACT W 

hcelfl, and beat ihee, before the king ? Draw, you rogue J 
ibr, though it be night, the moon shines ; Til make a sop 
o'the moonshine of you. Draw, you whonon cullioi^ 
barber-monger, draw. [Dra'wing his mari. 

Stew. Away ; I have nothing to do with thee- 

Kent, Draw, you rascal : you come with letters against 
the king ; and take vanity the puppet's part,* against the 
royalty of her father : Draw, you rogue, or I'll so car- 
bonado your shanks : — Draw, you rascal ; come your 
ways. 

Stew, Help, ho ! murder ! help ! 

Kent. Strike, you slave ; stand, rogue, stand ; you neat 
slave, strike. [Beating Mm. 

Stew. Help, ho ! murder 1 murder I 
Enter Edmund, Cornwall, Regan, Glosteb, and Servants. 

Edm. How now ? What's the matter ? Part. 

Kent. With you, goodman boy, if you please ; come 
ril flesh you ; come on, young master. 

Glo. Weapons ! arms ! What's the matter here ? 

0>m. Keep peace, upon your lives ; 
He dies, that strikes again : What is the matter ? 

Reg. The messengers from our sister and the king. 

Com, What is your difference ? speak. 

Stew. I am scarce in breath, my lord. 

Kent. No marvel, you have so bestirred your yaloor. 
Vou cowardly rascal, nature disclaims in thee ; a tailor 
■lade thee. 

Com. Thou art a strange fellow : a tailor make a man ? 

Kent. Ay, a tailor, sir ; a stone-cutter, or a painter, 
could not have made him so ill, though they had been but 
two hours at the trade. 

Com. Speak yet, how grew your quarrel ? 

Stew. This ancient ruffian, sir, whose life 1 have spar'd, 
\t suit of his grey-beard, — 

Kent. Thou whorson zed! thou unnecessary letter l^ 
— ^My lord, if you will give me leave, I will tread this un- 
bolted villain' into mortar, and daub the wall of a jakes 
with him. — Spare my grey beard, you wagtail ? 

[9] Alluding to the mysteries or allegorical shows, in which YiBltj, inlqpdiif, o^ 
•tber vices, were personified. JOHNSON. 

[1] Zed Is here protmbly used as a term of contempt, because it b the iMt Mtar ia 
the English alphabet, and as its place may be supplied by S, and the Bonwa ■Ifjalf 
has it not. STEEVENS. 

[2] UnlMrited mortar is mortar made of unsifted lime, and therefore to bradk tt* 
rumps ttU nceessary to tread it by means of woodm shoes. Tbk Hnisftsdl vlfedB ii 
therefore this oooth rucaL TOLLET. 
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Com, Peace, sirrah * 
You beastly knave, know you no reverence ? 

KenL Yes, sir ; but anger has a privilege. 

Com. Why art thou angry ? 

Kait. That such a slave as this should wear a sword, 
Who wears no honesty. Such smiling rougues as these , 
Like rats, oil bite the holy cords atwain 
Which are too intrinse t' unloose :^ smooth every passion 
That in the natures of their lords rebels ; 
BriDg oil to fire, snow to their colder moods ; 
Renege, affirm, and turn their halcyon beaks 
With every gale and vary of their masters,* 
As knowing nought, like dogs, but following.*— 
A plague upon your epileptic visage 1* 
Smile you my speeches, as I were a fool ? 
Goose, if I had you upon Sarum plain, 
I'd drive ye cackling home to Camelot.* 

Com. What, art thou mad, old fellow ? 

Glo. How fell you out ? 
Say that. 

Kent. No contraries hold more antipathy, 
Than I and such a knave. 

Com. Why dost thou call him knave ? What's his of- 
fence ? 

Kent, His countenance likes me not. 

Com. No more, perchance, does mine, or his, or hers. 

Kent. Sir, 'tis my occupation to be plain ; 
t have seen better faces in my time. 
Than stands on any shoulder that I see 
Before me at this instant. 

Com. This is some fellow, 
Who, having been prais'd for bluntness, doth affect 
A saucy roughness ; and constrains the garb, 
Quite from his nature : He cannot flatter, he ! — 

[31 By tbesc holy cords the poet means the natural union between parents afid 
rUilurcn. The metaphor is taken from the cords of the taiictuary ; and the fomen- 
ien of family differences are compared to those sacriie^uus rats. The exprenion If 
Moe and noble. WARUURTON. 

[4] The halcyon is the bird otherwise called the king^-fisher. The vulgar Qf»iaion 
was, that this bird, if hung up, would vai-y wiih the wind, and by that means sliow 
from what point it blew. STEEVENS. 

[6] The irighted countenance of n man ready to fall in a fit. JOHNSON. 

[61 Camtlot was the place where the romances say king Arthur kept his court 
ia toe west: so this alludes to some proverbial speech in those romaaees. 

WARBURTON. 

In Soroentetsliire, near Gamelot, are many large moors, where are bred gnfA 
«|uanthles of geese, so that many other places are from hcnee supplied with quIUs 
and ftaUier.. HANUEK. 

IC Vol. IX. L 
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An honest mind and plain, — he must speak truth : 
An they will take it, so ; if not, he's plain. 
These kind of knaves I know, which in this plainness 
Harhour more ciTift, and more corrupter ends. 
Than twenty silly ducking observants, 
That stretch their duties nicely. 

Kent, Sir, in ^ood sooth, in sincere verity^ 
Under the allowance of your grand asp€ct. 
Whose influence, like the wreath of radiant fire 
On flickering Piioebus" front, 

Com. Whal meanest by this ? 

Kent. To go out of my dialect, which you discomm 
so much. I know, sir, i am no flatterer : he that 
guiled you, in a plain accent, was a ]}luin knave ; wh 
for my part, 1 will not be, though I slioiild win your 
pleasure to intreat me to it.^ 

Com. What was the oflence you gave liiai ? 

Stew. Never any : 

It pleas'd the king his master, very Lite, 
To strike at me, upon his misconstruction ; 
When he, conjunct, and flattering his displeasure. 
TrippM me behind ; being down, insulted, raiPd, 
And put upon him such a deal of man. 
That worthy'd him, got praises of the king 
For him attempting who was self-subdu'd ; 
And, in the fleshment of this dread exploit, 
Drew on me here. 

Kent. None of these rogues, and cowards, 
But Ajax is their fool.* 

Com. Fetch forth the stocks, ho ! 
You stubborn ancient knave, you reverend braggart. 
We'll teach you — 

Kent. Sir, I am too old to learn : 
Call not your stocks for me : I serve the king ; 
On whose employment I was sent to you : 
You shall do smsdl respect, show too bold malice 
Against the grace and person of my master. 
Stocking his messenger. 

Corn. Fetch forth the stocks : 
As I've life and honour, there shall he sit till noon. 

Reg. Till noon ! till night, my lord : and all night t 

[7] Though I should win fou, disoleased as yuu now nro, to IIIcl- me m WdU 
intreat me to be • knav» JOHNSON. 

[8] AJas is a fool to tlnm, tliere arc none of Utcsc ]uiav<^ anrl cowanl<i 
if jFoa Miieve themselves, are not so bnife, th.-it Ajnx :s a f«Mi «-'iiiinarpd In 

M MAS 
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Ktnt, Why, madam, if I were your fathcr^s dog, 
Tou should not use me so. 

Reg. Sir, being his knave, I will. [Stocks brottghi cv! 

Corn, This is a fellow of the self-same colour 
Our sister speaks of: — Come, bring away the stocks. 

Crlo, Let me beseech your grace not to do so : 
His ftnlt is much, and the good king his master 
WiD check him for't : Your purpos'd low correction 
Is such, as basest and contemned'st wretches, 
For pilferings and most common trespasses, 
Are punish'd with : the king must take it ill, 
That he's so slightly valued in his messenger, 
Should have him thus restrained. 

Com, m answer that. 

Reg, My sister may receive it much more worse. 
To have her gentleman abus'd, assaulted. 
For following her affairs. — Put in his legs. — 

[Kent is put in the ftocL'^ 
Come, my good lord ; away. [Exeunt Reg. and Corn. 

Glo, I am sorry for thee, friend ; 'tis the duke's pleasure'. 
Whose disposition, all the world well knows. 
Will not be rubb'd, nor stopp'd ;® I'll intreat for thee. 

Kent. Pray do not, sir: 1 have watch'd, and trarcll^ 
hard ; 
Some time I shall sleep out, the rest I'll whistle. 
A good man's fortune may grow out at heels : 
Give you good morrow ! 

Glo, The duke's to blame in this ; 'twill be ill takeu. 

[Exit. 

Kent, Good king, that must approve the common saw '. 
Thou out of heaven's benediction com'st 
To the warm sun ! 

Approach, thou beacon to this under globe, 
That by thy comfortable beams I may 
Peruse this letter ! — Nothing almost sees miracles, 
But misery ; — I know, 'tis from Cordelia ; 
Who hath most fortunately been inform'd 
Of my obscured course ; and shall ^nd time 
From this enormous state, — seeking to give 

' rsi Metaphor from bowling. WARBURTON. 

[ij That art now to exemplify the common proverbi That mU o/l &c. Thai 
clMUBgest better for worse. Hanmer observes, that it li a proverbial sayinf , applied 
to those wko an turned out of house and home into the open weather. It was per 
Aapt Qsed<tf mm diraaissed from an hospital, or house of OMfi^i such as was erected 
furoMirly in many placei for travellers. Those houses had Mimes nroperlr cn«.:r li 
alluded to by AeoMB^kaadieMoii. JOH17S0N. i i- . 
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IiO06cs llicir remedies : — All weary and o*er*watich*d, 

Take vanta«;c, heav}' eyes, not to behold 

TLis shameful lodging. 

I'ortane, good night ; smile once more ; tarn thy wheel! 

SCENE III. 

A Part of the Heath. Enter Edoir, 

Jjdg. I heard myself proclaimed ; 
And, by the happy hollow of a tree, 
Kscap'd the hunt. No port is free ; no place, 
riiat guard, and most unusual vigilance, 
Does not attend my taking. While I may scape, 
I Tviil preserve myself: and am bethought 
To take the basest and most poorest shape, 
That ever penury, in contempt of man, 
P»rought near to beast : my face V\\ grime with filth ; 
Blanket my loins ; elf all my hair in knots j* 
And with presented nakedness out-face 
Tho 'ivinds, and persecutions of the sky* 
The country gives me proof and precedent 
Of Bedlam beggars, who, with roaring voices^ 
Strike in their numb'd and mortify'd bare arms 
Pins, wooden pricks, nails, sprigs of rosemary j 
And with this horrible object, from low farms, 
Poor pelting villages,' sheep-cotes and mills, 
Sometime with lunatic bans, sometime with prayers, 
Enforce their charity. — Poor Turlygood ! poor Tom !* 
riiat's something yet ; — Edgar I nothing am 1* [Exit 

[2] Hair tbus knotted was Tulffarly supposed to be tlie work of elvei aod fAirlcs in 
the niglit. So in Romeo and Juliet : 

•* plats the manes of horses in the night, 

'' And cakes the elf-Iockt ia foul sluttish hairs, ____ 

^'' Which once untang^Ied, mncb misfortune >)odcs." 6TEEVE?kS. 

[3] Pelting is, I believe, only an accidental tlepraration of »eily. 6hakesrieftt<* 
uses it, in A Midsummer NigKfa Dreamy o( $mall .brooks. JOHNSON. Afitttnj lu 

Troihu and Cretsida^ Hector says to Achilleo.* 

" We have had pelting wars since vou refus'd 
" The grecwn caused STEEVENS. 

[(] We shoukl read Turlupin.^ In the 14th century there was a new species tf 
vripsies, called Turlupins, a fraternity of naked beggars^ which ran up aad down 
tJurope. However the church of Home hath dignified them with the name ot 
heretics, and actually burned some of them at Paris. But what sort of religioidsfs 
they were, appears from Genebrad^s account of them. " Turlupin Cyniconim tectaoi. 
huscitantes, c^ nuditate pudendorum it, publico coilu.*' Plainly, nothing but a band 
fif Tom-o'-RedUms. WAJinURTON. 

(vj As Edgar I am out-law:*(l, d^n'! la law: I have no Imger any pefilteal exU- 
toj.-o JOHNSON". 
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SCENE IV. 

Before Gloster's Castle, Enter Lear, FooZ, and Gentleman. 

Lear. 'Tie strange, that they should so depart from home 
And not send back my messenger. 

Gent. As I leam'd. 
The night before there was no purpose in them 
Of this remove. 

Kent Hail to thee, noble master ! 

Lear, How ! 
Mak'st thou this shame thy pastime ? 

Kent. No, my lord. 

Fool. Ha, ha ; look I he wears cruel garters I^ Horses 
are tied by the heads ; dogs, and bears, by the neck ; 
monkies by the loins, and men by the legs : when a man 
is over-lusty at legs, then he wears wooden nether- 
stocks.^ 

Lear. What's he, that hath so much thy place mistook 
To set thee here ? 

Kent. It is both he and she, 
Your son and daughter. 

Lear. No. 

Kent. Yes. 

Lear. No, I say. 

Kent. 1 say, yea. 

Lear. No, no ; they would not, 

Kent. Yes, they have. 

Lear. By Jupiter, 1 swear no. 

Kent. By Juno, I swear, ay. 

Lear. They durst not do't : 
They could not, would not do't ; 'tis worse than murder, 
To do upon respect such violent outrage :• 
Resolve me, with all modest haste, which way 
Thou might'st deserve, or they impose, this usage. 
Coming from us. 

Kent. My lord, when at their home 
I did commend your highness' letters to them. 
Ere I was risen from the place, that show'd 
My duty kneeling, came there a reeking post, 



a I believe a quibble was here intended. Cmw/— signifies worsted, oC wUcb 
iogs, carters, night-caps, && are made. BTEEVENS. 

[7] Ntthtr-:ftock»"AM the old word for stockings. Breeches were at that time called 



<* meu^s opcrrfocto.**" epsr- fa fly, in tills place, has a double signification } trnttmut an 
«:iently meaning soueinafc STEEVENS. 

f8] To Yiolate tl}p pwJMk ind xea^TfMf fbanicter of* nuMsepger from the Itlnir. 
^ JOHZiSOXi. 
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StewM in Ins haste, half breathless, panting forth^ 

From Goneril his mistress, salatations ; 

Dehver'd letters, spite of intermission,* 

Which presently they read : on whose contents. 

They summoned up their nieiny,^ straight took horse : 

Commanded me to follow, and attend 

The leisure of their answer ; gave me cold looks : 

And meeting here the other messenger, 

Whose welcome, 1 perceivM, had poison'd mine, 

(Being the very fellow that of late 

Displayed so saucily against your highness,) 

Having more man than wit about me, drew ; 

fie rais'd the house with loud and coward cries : 

If our son and daughter found this trespass worth 

The shame which here it suffers. 

Fool. Winter's not gone yet, if the wild geese fly that 
way,' 

Fathers, that wear rags, 

Do make their children bhnd -, 
But fathers, that wear biigs, 

Shall see their children kind- 
Fortune, that arrant whore. 
Ne'er turns the key to the poor. 

But, for all this, thou shalt have as many dolours for t&y 
daughters, as thou canst tell in a year.* 

Lear. O, how this mother' swells up toward my heait i 
hysterica passio ! down, thou climbing sorrow. 
Thy element's below ! — Where is this daughter ? 

Kent, With the earl, sir, here within. 

Lear. Follow me not ; 
Stay here. [Exit 

Gent, Made you no more offence than what you speak of.' 

KerU, None. 
How chance the king comes with so small a train ? 

Fool. An thou hadst been set i'the stocks for that ques- 
tion, thou hadst well deserved it 

[81 50tte o^tnTermifnon is without invue, without iiifikrbtgUme to IDC^ So 

in macotth: 

" Gentle heaven 

»■ Cut short all iiUermi$nini" STEEVENS. 

^91 Meiny— i. e.peiiple. POPE. Though the word memy be now obeolete, the 

wivni mtnitJ^ whK-h is derived from It is stiifin use. MASON. 

[1] If this be their behaviour, the lLing*8 troobles are not jret at an end. 

JOHNSON. 
[21 Quiblile intended betwe<>n dttlimn and dtlUn, HANMBR. 

[3] The disease railed the AfQ(Aer,or HytHriatL Fmnoy which la OUT mfl|0ni tlBM 
.%nts not th;>tin^ht ta be pecullav to women only. PBRC V, 
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Kent. Why. fool? 

FooL We'll set thee to school to an ant, to teach thee 
Ihei-e's no labouring in the winter. All that follow their 
noses are led by their eyes, but blind men ; and there's 
not a nose among twenty, but can smell him that's stink* 
ing. Let go thy hold, when a great wheel runs down a 
hill, lest it break thy neck with following it ; but the 
great one that goes up the hiU, let him druw thee after. 
When a wise man gives thee better counsel, give me 
mine again : 1 would have none but knaves follow it, since 
a fool gives it.® 

That, sir, which serves and seeks for gain. 

And follows but for form, 
Will pack, when it begins to rain, 

And leare thee in the storm. 

But I will tarry ; the fool will stay, 

And let the wise man fly : 
The knave turns fool, that runs away ;' 

The fool no knave, perdy. 

Kent. Where learn'd you this, fool ? 
FooL Not i'the stocks, fool. 

Re-enter Lear, with Gloster. 

Lear. Deny to speak with me ? They are sick ? they 
are weary ? 
They have travell'd hard to-night ? Mere fetches • 
The images of revolt and flying ofi*! 
Fetch me a better answer. 

Glo. My dear lord, ' 

You know the fiery quality of the duke ; » 

How unremoveable and fixM he is 
In his own course. 

Lear. Vengeance ! plague ! death I confusion ! — 
piery ? what quality ? Why, Gloster, Gloster, 



[8] One cannot too much commend the caution which our moral poet ^___ 
on nil occasions, to prevent his sentiment from being penrersely taken. So ^'^' 
having ^««n an ironical preoepi in commendation of perfidy ami base desertion 
of the unfortunate, for fear It should be understood seriounly, thoa|^ deliwed 
Ur his buffoon or Jester, he has the precautioo to add this beautiful eorrecHve, 

Aill of fine sense I ^I would have none but knaves follow it, sigce a fool fives 

ji." WARBURTON. 

[9] The tense will be nended if we read. 

But I will tarry; the fool will stay, 

And let the wise man Hy ; 
The (bol turns knave, that runs a way *, 
The knave no fool, — -— ^ . . , 

That I stay whh the king is proof that I am a fool, the wise men are deserUof him. 
1 Ucre li knavery hi this de«rtion, hot there H no foll;r. J0JI5605. 
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I'd speak with the duke of Cornwall, and his wife. 

Glo. WcU, my good lord, I hare infbrm'd them so. 

Lear, Inform'd them ! Dost thou understand me, man t 

Glo, Ay, my good lord. 

Lear. The king ^vouiJ speak with Cornwall ; the deaf 
lather 
Would with liis daughter speak, commands her seirice ; 

Are they informed of this ? My breath and blood !— 

Fiery ? The liery d-ike ?— -Tell the hot duke, that— 

No, but not yet : — may be, he is not well : 

Infirmity doth still neglect all office. 

Whereto our health is bound ; we are not ourselFes, 

When nature, being opprcssM, commands the mind 

To suffer with the body : I'll forbear ; 

And am fallen out with my more headier will. 

To take the indisposM and sickly fit 

For the sound man. — Death on my state 1 wherefore 

[Looking on Kehj 
Should he sit here ? This act persuades me» 
That this remotion of the duke and her 
Is practice only.' Give me my servant forth : 
Go, tell the duke and his wife, I'd speak with them,. 
Now, presently : bid them come forth and hear me^ 
Or at their chamber-door I'll beat the drum. 
Till it cry — Sleep to death, 

Glo. Pd have all well betwixt you. [Exit. 

Lear. O me, my heart, my rising heart ! — ^but, down. 

Fool. Cry to it, nuncle, as the cockney did to the eels, 
when she put them i'the paste alive ; she rapp'd 'em 
o'the coxcombs with a stick, and cry'd, Down, waniont, 
down : 'Twas her brother, that, in pure kindness to bis 
horse, butter'd his hay. 

Enter Cornwall, Regan, Gloster, and Servants. 

Lear. Good-morrow to you both. 

Chm. Hail to your grace ! [Kent is set at Uhertij., 

Reg. 1 am glad to see your highness. 

Lear, Regan, I think you are ; I know what reason 
I have to think so : if thou should 'st not be glad, 
I would divorce me from thy mother's tomb, 
Sepfilch'ring an adultress. — O, are you free ? [To Ken-i . 
Some other time for that. — Beloved Regan, 
Thy sister's naught : O Regan, she hath tied 

[]] Prartiee in Shakfiiiteure, aiHl otbcv old writers, used, commooU in an tU fl^iBc 

fiM-U»lnv.fuljuiJe-;c. JOHNSON. 
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Sharp-tooth'd unkindneas, like a vulture, here :* — 

[Points to his htar: 
I can scarce speak to thee ; thou 'It not believe, 
Of how deprav'd a quahty— X) Regan ! 

Reg: I pray you, sir, ^e patience ; I have hope» 
You less know how to value her desert, 
Than she to scant her duty.' 

Lear, Say, how is that ? 

Reg, 1 cannot think, my sister in the least 
Would fail her obligation : If, sir, perchance, 
She have restrained the riots of your followers, 
'Tis on such ground, and to such wholesome end, 
As clears her from all blame. 

Lear, My curses on her ! 

Reg. O, sir, you are old ; 
N^ature in you stands on the very verge 
Of Her confine : you should be rul'd, and led 
By some discretion, that discerns your state 
Better than you yourself : Therefore, I pray you, 
'I'hat to our sister you do make return ; 
•"^yy* you have wrong'd her, sir. 

Lear, Ask her forgiveness ? 
Do yoa but mark how this becomes the house :* 
Dear daughter, I confess thai I am old ; 
4.1ge is unnecessary:^ on iiiy knees I beg, [Kneeling. 

That you'll vouchsafe me raiment, bed, and food, 

Reg, Good sir, no more ; these are unsightly tricks : 
Return you to my sister. 

Lear, Never, Regan : 
She hath abated me of half my train ; 
JLook'd black upon me f struck me with her tongue. 
Most serpent-like, upon the very heart : — 
All the stor'd vengeances of heaven fall 
(f)n her ungrateful top I Strike her young bones. 
You taking airs, with lameness ! 

Com, Fye, fye, fye ! 

Lear, You nimble lightnings, dart your blinding flames 

21 Alluding to the fable of Prometheus. WARBDRTON. 

[3| Scant — may mean to adapt, to fit, to proportion-, which seme seems soH tote 
retained in the mechanical term scantling. JOHNSON. 

4] Becomes the boase—sicrnifies the order of families, duties of relation. WAR« 

BURTON So iB ttiiton oa Divorce, p. ii. '' flow hurtful, how destrucCiye it is 

ta the house, the diurdi, the commonwealth !*' TOIXET. 

' Old age has few wants. JOHNSON. 
To look black— may easily be explained to look cloudy or gloomy. Q9t W» 
" So frbwn'd the mighty combatants, dutt bell 
« Qrtw darktraX their frown." JOHNSON. 
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Into her scorafbl eyes ! Infect her beaaty* 
You fen*8uck'd fogs, drawn by the pow'rfol siuiy 
To fill and blast her pride ! 

Res, O the blest gods ! 
So will you wish on me, when the rash mood's on. 

Lear. No, Regan, thou shalt never have my curse ; 
Thy tender-hefled nature^ shall not give 
Thee o'er to harshness ; her eyes are fierce^ but thin^ 
Do comfort, and not burn. 'Tis not in thee 
To grudge my pleasures, to cut off my train. 
To bandy hasty words, to scant my sizes/ 
And, in conclusion, to oppose the bolt 
Against my coming in. Thou better know'st 
The offices of nature, bond of childhood, 
Effects of courtesy, dues of gratitude ; 
Thy half o'the kingdom hast thou not forgot, 
Wherein I thee endow'd. 

Reg. Good sir, to the purpose. [Trumpets Tsntim. 

Ijear, Who put my man i'the stocks ? 

Com, What trumpet's that ? 

Enter Steward, 

Reg, I know't, my sister's : this approves her lettet. 
That she would soon be here. — Is your lady come ? 

Lear, This is a slave, whose easy-borrow'd pride 
Dwells in the fickle grace of her he follows : — 
Out, varlet, from my sight ! 

Com, What means your grace ? 

Lear. Who stock'd my servant? Regan, I have good hopf" 
Thou didst not know oft. — Who comes here ? O heaveii>. 

Enter Goneril. 
If you do love old men, if your sweet sway 
Allow obedience,' if yourselves are old. 
Make it your cause ; send down, and take my part ! — 
Art not asham'd to look upon this beard ? — [To Goai. 
O Regan, wilt thou take her by the hand ? 

Gon, Why not by the hand, sir ? How have I offended .' 
All's not offence, that indiscretion finds, 
And dotage terms so. 

Lear, O, sides, you are too tough ! 
Will you yet hold ? — How came my man i'the stocks ? 

PQ Hefted— seems to mean the same as heaved. Trader-hefted— L «. whose 
bocom is agitated bv tender passions. The formation of such a particijde^ I MIeve, 
cannot be grammatically accounted for. STEEVENS. 

[81 To contract my allowances or proportions settled. JOUNSON. 

[9j To allow— signifies not only to permit, but to approve. So the tcripUire ex- 
presiioo) «> The Lord Ctlloweth ttie righteous" Pt. xi. 6. STEEVE5S. 
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Com. i set him there, sir : but his own disorders 
Deserv'd much less advancement.' 

Lear. You ! did you ? 

IUg4 I pray you, father, being weak, seem so.* 
If, till the expiration of your month, ; 

You will return and sojourn with my sister, 
Pismissing half your train, come then to me ; 
I am now from home, and out of that provision 
Which shall be needful for your entertainment 

Lear. Return to her, and fifly men dismissed I 
No, rather I abjure all roofs, and choose 
To wage against the enmity oHhe air ; 
To be a comrade with the wolf and owl, — 
Necessity's sharp pinch I — Return with her ? 
Why, the hot-blooded France, that dowerless to* 
Our youngest born, I could as well be brought 
To knee his throne, and, squire-like, pension beg 
To keep base life afoot. — Return with her ? 
Persuade me rather to be slave and sumpter* 
To this detested groom. [Looking on the Stet. 

Gon, At your choice, sir. 

Lear. I pr'ythee, daughter, do not make me mad ; 
I will not trouble thee, my child ; farewell : 
We'll no more meet, no more see one another : — 
But yet thou art my flesh, my blood, my daughter ; 
Or, rather, a disease that's in my flesh, 
"Which I must needs call mine : thou art a boil, 
A plague-sore, an embossed carbuncle. 
In my corrupted blood. But I'll not chide thee ; 
Let shame come when it will, 1 do not call it : 
I do not bid the thunder-bearer shoot. 
Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging Jove. 
Mend, when thou canst ; be better, at thy leisure : 
I can be patient ; I can stay with Regan, 
I, and my hundred knights. 

Reg. Not altogether so, sir , 
I look'd not for you yet, nor am provided 
For your fit welcome : Give ear, sir, to my sister ; 
For those that mingle reason with your passion, 
Must be content to think you old, and so — 
But she knows what she does. 



ni Kent's dUorden had entitled him to « post of less korumr than the stocks. 
*■ ^ 8TEEVEMS. 

[2] Since you are weak, be content to think yourself weak. JOHNSON. 

t3J Suoipter— is a hoi-se that carries necf>ssarips on a journey, though lometiliMI 
used for the case to cany them in. STEEVENS. 
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Lear, Is this well spoken now ? 

Reg, I dare arouch it, sir. What, fifty £>Ilowen ? . 
Is it not well ? What should you need of more ? 
Yea, or so many ? sith that both charge and daqger 
Speak 'gainst so great a number ? How, io one house, 
Should many people, ander two commands, 
Jlold amity ? 'Tis hard ; almost impossible. 

Gon. Why might not you, my lord, receive attendance 
From those that she calls servants, or from mine ? 

Reg, Why not, my lord? Ifthen they chanc'd to slack yoQ, 
We could control them : If you will come to me, 
(For now I spy a danger,) I entreat you 
To bring but five and twenty ; to no more 
Will I give place, or notice. 

Lear, I gave you all — 

Reg, And in good time you gave it. 

Lear, Made you my guardians, my depositaries ; 
But kept a reservation to be follow'd 
With such a number : What, must I cpfne to you 
With ^ve and twenty, Regan ? said you so ? 

Reg, And speak it again, my lord ; no more with me. 

Lear, Those wicked creatures yet do look well-favourM, 
When others are more wicked ; not being the worst. 
Stands in some rank of praise : — Fll go with tliee ; 
Thy fifty doth yet double five and twenty, [To Gox 

And thou art twice her love. 

Oon, Hear me, my lord ; 
What need you five and twenty, ten, or &ve, 
To follow in a house, where twice so many 
Have a command to tend you ? 

Reg, What need one ? 

Lear, O, reason not the need : our basest begga» 
Are in the poorest thing superfluous : 
Allow not nature more than nature needs, 
Man's life is cheap as beast's. Thou art a lady ; 
If only to go warm were gorgeous, 
Why, nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear'st. 
Which scarcely keeps thee warm. — But, for true need» — 
You heavens, give me that patience, patience I need ! 
You see me here, you gods, a poor old man, 
As full of grief as age ; wretched in both ! 
if it be you that stir these daughters' hearts 
Against their father, fool mc not so much 
To bear it tamely ; touch me with noble anger I 
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0> let not women's weapons, water-drops, 

Stain mj man's cheeks ! — No, you unnatural hags, 

1 will have such revenges on you both, 

That all the world shall — I will do such things, — 

What they are, yet I know not ; but they shall be 

The terrors of the earth. You think, Til weep ; 

No, I'll |jot weep : — 

I have An cause of weeping ; but this heart 

Shall break into a hundred thousand flaws, 

Or ere I'll weep : — O, fool, 1 shall go mad ! 

[Exeunt Lear, Gloster, Kent, and Fool. 

Corn. Let us withdraw, 'twill be a storm. 

\Storm heard at a distance 

Reg. This house 
Is little ; the old man and his people cannot 
Be well bestow'd. 

Gon. 'Tis his own blame ; he hath put 
Himself from rest, and must needs taste his folly. 

Reg, For this particular, I'll receive him gladly, 
But not one follower. 

Gon. So am I purpos'd. 
Where is my lord of Gloster ? 

Re-enter Gloster. 

Corn, FoUow'd the old man forth : — ^he is rcturn'o 

GIo. The king is in high rage. 

Corn. Whither is he going ? 

Glo, He calls to horse; but will I know not whither. 

Corn. 'Tis best to give him way ; he leads himselA 

Gon. My lord, entreat him by no means to stay. 

Glo. Alack, the night comes on, and the bleak winds 
Do sorely ruffle ; for many miles about 
There's scarce a bush. 

Reg. O, sir, to wilful men, 
The mjaries, that they themselves procure, 
Must be their schoolmasters : Shut up your doors f 
He is attended with a desperate train ; 
And what they may incense him to, being apt 
To have his ear abus'd, wisdom bids fear. 

Com. Shut up your doors, my lord ; 'tis a wild night ; 
My Regan GOun«els w^U ; come out o'the storm. lEkceufii. 
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ACT in. 

SCENE I.— ^ Heath. A storm is heari, with llwuier ^\ 
lightning. Enter Kutt, tmd a Gentleman^ mutiag. 

Kent. Who's here, beside foul weather? 

Gent. One minded like the weather, moflt irnqoiefly. 

Kent, I know you ; Where's the king ? 

Gent. Contending with the fretful element : 
Bids the wind blow the earth into the sea. 
Or swell the curled waters 'bove the main, 
That things might change, or cease : fears his white hair : 
Which the impetuous blasts, with eyeless rage. 
Catch in their fury, and make nothing of: 
Strives in his little world of man to out-scorn 
The to-and-fro-conflicting wind and rain. 
This night, wherein the cub-drawn bear would couch,^ 
The lion and the belly-pinched wolf 
Keep their fur dry, unbonneted he runs,. 
And bids what will take all. 

Kent. But who is with him 7 

Gent. None but the fool ; who labours to out-jest 
His heart-struck injuries. 

Kent. Sir, I do know you ; 
And dare, upon the warrant of my art,* 
Commend a dear thing to you. There is division, 
Although as yet the face of it be cover'd 
With mutual cunning, 'twixt Albany and Cornwall 
Who have (as who have not, that their great stars 
Thron'd and set high ?) servants, who seem no liess , 
Which are to France the spies and speculations 
intelligent of our state ; what hath been seen, 
Either in snuffs and packings of the dukes f 
Or the hard reiti which both of them have borne 
Against the old kind king ; or something deeper, 
"Whereof, perchance, these are but furnishings f — 
But, true it is, from France there comes a power 
Into this scatter'd kingdom ; who already, 

[4] Cub drawn has been explained to signify drawn by nofure to Ite ynmg; 
Wnereas it means whose dug& are dtwan ary bti its yout^. For no ^ii*"wlt liave 
their dens by night but for prey. So that the meaning b, " that eren haager. aad 
the support of its young, would not force the bear to leave her den in such a oi|kL** 

WARBURTON. 
[o\ On the strength of that art or skill, which teaches us " to find the mind^ ooo- 
ftructiott In the face." M »LONE. 

[f\ f7^H2^ *"'^ dislikes, and packings underhand coatrivancet. STEEVENS. 

Furniikingi are what we now call colours, extennl pretcoees. JOOHSOlf 
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ifiae in our negligence, have secret feet 

ttt some of our best ports, and are at point 

iFo show their open banner. — Now to you : 

EToQ mj credit you dare build so £u: 

To make your speed to Dover, you shall find 

Some that will thank you, making just report 

Of how unnatural and bemadding sorrow 

The king hath cause to pl^uQ. 

I am a gentleman of blood and breeding ; 

And, from some knowledge and assurance, offer 

This office to you. 

Gent, I will talk further with you. 
Kent. No, do not. 

For confirmation that I am much more 
Than my out wall, open this purse, and take 

What it contains : If you shall see Cordelia, 

{As fear not but you shall,) show her this ring ; 
And she will tell you who your fellow is 
That yet you do not know. Fye on this storm ! 
I will go seek the king. 
Gent, Give me your hand : Have you no more to say ? 
Kent. Few words, but, to effect, more than all yet ; 
That, when we have found the king, (in which your pain 
That way ; I'll this ;) he that first lights on him. 
Holla the other. [Exeunt severally. 

SCENE II, 

Another part of the Heath. Storm continues. Enter Leak 

and Fool. 

Lear. Blow, wind, and crack your cheeks I rage ! blow 
You cataracts, and hurricanoes, spout 
Till you have drench'd our steeples, drown'd the cocks I 
You sulphurous and thought- executing fires,* 
Vaunt couriers to oak-cleaving thunder-bolts. 
Singe my white head ! And thou, all -shaking thunder, 
Strike flat the thick rotundity o'the world ! 
Crack nature's moulds, all germins spill at once. 
That make ingrateful man ! 

Fool. 6 nuncle, court holy-water® in a dry house is 
better than this rain- water out o'door. Good nuncle. 

[8] Doing ezecuUon with rapidity equal to thought. JOHNSON. 

[91 Ray, among his proverbial phrases, mentions court hoty-water to mean flur 
words. The French have th t Mm e phrase Eau hcniu dt wwr j fair empty words— 
CkcoAtMi't Diei. •TSEVXHS. 
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Id, and ask thy daughters' hlessing ; here's a ni^ ] 
neither wise meD nor fools. 

Lear, Rumble thy bellyfull! spkfire! spout hmJ 
Nor rain, wind, thunder, tire, are mj daughters : 
I tax not you, you elements, with unkindness, 
I never gave you kingdom, calFd you children, 
You owe me no subscriptioq ;' why then let faU 
Your horrible pleasure ; here I stand, your slave, 
A poor, infirm, weak, and despis'd old man : — 
But yet I call you servile ministers, 
That have with two pernicious daughters join'd 
Your high-engender'd battles, 'gainst a head 
So old and white as this. O ! O ! 'tis foul ! 

FooL He that has a house to put his head in, has a 
head-piece. 

T%e cod'piece that wUl kouse^ 

Before the head has any^ 
7%e head and he shall lottse ; — 

So beggars marry many,* 

The man that makes his toe 

What he his heart should makcy 

Shall of a corn cry woe. 
And turn his sf>eep to wake. 

* — for there was never yet fair woman, hut she 
mouths in a glass. 

Enter Kent. 

Lear, No, I will be the pattern of all patience, 
I will say nothing. 

Kent, Who's there ? 

Fool, Marry, here's grace, and a cod-piece ; th; 
wise man, and a fool. 

Kent, Alas, sir, are you here ? things that love ni^ 
Eove not such nights as these ; the wrathful skies 
@allow the very wanderers of the dark,' 
And make them keep their caves : Since. I was man, 
Such sheets of fire, such bursts of horrid thundery 
Such groans of roaring wind and rain, I never 
Remember to have heard : man's nature caimot can 
The affliction, nor the fear. 

Lear, Let the great gods, 

[1] Subscription—for obedience. WARBURTON. 

[2] A beggar marries a wife and lice. JOHNSON. 

[81 GWkiiw-~a west country word, signifies to scare or frighten. WARBD 
bo tbe SoBMnetshire proverb, « The dunder do gaily the beans." Beam • 
8:^7 ivppoNd to shoot up faster after thuader^lonns. 6TE£VENS. 
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That keep this dreadful pother o'er our heads, 
Find out their enemies now. Tremble, thou wretch, 
That hast within thee undivulged crimes, 
Unwhipp'd of justice : Hide thee, thou bloody hand ; 
Thou perjur'd, and thou simular man of virtue 
That art incestuous : Caitiff, to pieces shake, 
That under covert and convenient seeming* 
Hast practis'd on man's life ! — Close pent-up guilts. 
Rive your concealing continents,* and cry 
These dreadful summoners grace.® — 1 am a man, 
More sinn'd against, than sinning. 

Kent. Alack, bare-headed ! 
Gracious my lord, hard by here is a hovel ; 
Some friendship will it lend you 'gainst the tempest ; 
Repose you there ; while I to this h.ird liouse 
(More hard than is the stone whereof 'tia rais'd ; 
Which even but now, demanding after you. 
Denied me to come in,) return, and force 
Their scanted courtesy. 

Lear, My wits begin to turn. — 
Come on, my boy : How dost, my boy ? Art cold ? 
I am cold myself. — Where is this straw, my fello\v ? 
The art of our necessities is strange. 
That can make vile things precious. Come, your hovel, 
Poor fool and knave, I have one part in my heart 
That's sorry yet for thee. 

Fool. He thai has a little tiny wit, — 

With heigh, ho, the wind and the rain, — 
Mtui make content with his fortunes Jit ; 
For the rain it raineth every day. 

Lear. True, my good boy. — Come, bring us to this ho- 
vel. [Exe. Lear and Kent. 
Fool, This is a brave night to cool a courtezan. — I'll 
speak a prophecy ere I go : 

When priests are more in word than matter ; 
When brewers mar their malt with water ; 

[4] Convenient needs not to be understood in any other than its usual proper 
sense} aeetmmodate to the present purpose} wuitabU to a desig;u. Conveniens 
teeming is appearanee. such as may promote his purpose to destroy. 

'^^ JOHNSON. 

[51 Continent— stands for that which contains or incloses. JOHNSON. 

l0\ Summoners are here the ofllcers that summon offenders befiifa a proper tri- 
bunal STEKVENS. 

J 7 Vol, IX, 
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WliCQ Dobles are their tiilors' tutors ;' 

No heretics buraM, but wenches' suitors :* |^^ 

When every case in law is right ; 

No squire in debt, nor no poor knight ; 

When slanders do not live in tongues ; X-^" 

Nor cut-purses come not to throngs ; 

When usurers tell their gold in the field ; 

And bawds and whores do churches build ; — 

Then shall the realm of Albion 

Come to great confusion. 

Then comes the time, who lives to see't, 

That going shall be us'd with feet. 
L'his prophecy Merlin shall make ; for I live before bis 
lime. [£xtif. 

SCENE III. 

A Room in Gloster's Castle, Enter Gloster and Edhvrs. 

Glo, Alack, alack, Edmund, I like not this unnatural 
dealing : When I desired their leave that I might pitj 
him, they took from mc the use of mine own house; 
charged me, on pain of their perpetual displeasure, nei- 
ther to speak of him, entreat for him, nor any way sustain 
him. 

Edm, Most savcige, and unnatural ! 

Glo, Go to ; say you nothing : There is division be- 
tween the dukes ; and a worse matter than that : I have 
received a letter this night ; — 'tis dangerous to be spoken ; 
— 1 have locked the letter in my closet : these injuries 
the king now bears will be revenged home ; there is part 
of a power already footed ; we must inchne to the king. 
I will seek him, and privily relieve him : go you» and 
maintain talk with the duke, thut my charity be not of him 
perceived : If he ask for me^ 1 am ill, and gone to bed. 
if I die for it, as no less is threatened me, Sie king my 
eld tnaster must be relieved. There is some strange thing 
foward, Edmund ; pray you, be careful. [ExiU 

Rdnip This courtesy, forbid thee, shall the duke 
Instantly know ; and of that letter too : — 
This seems a fair deserving, and must draw me 
That which my father loses ; no less than all ; 
The younger rises, when the old doth fall. [Exit^ 

171 Invent fcthiont before tbeni. WARBURTON. 

1^1 The diMMe to which wenches' cuiton are particularlj exposed, wot oalM it: 
f^ti'tkcfiicare'a time, the frrcnnmjr or larnius. JGIiNSUKT. 

HVi \^ halah lit. 24» <* —and burning insCetd of beauty." ST£?VE58, 
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SCENE IV. 

'^^ Part of the Heathy 'with a Hovel, Enter Lear, Kent 

and Fool, 

Kent, Here is the place my lord ; good my lord, enter : 
I'he tyranny of the open night's too rougli 
IPor nature to endure. [Storms stilL 

Lear. Let me alone. 

I^ent. Good my lord, enter here. 

Lear. Wilt break my heart ? 

Kent. I'd rather bres^ mine own : Good my lord, enter. 

Lear. Thou think'st 'tis much, that this contentious 
storm 
Invades us to th^ skin t so 'tis to thee ; 
But where the greater malady is fix'd, 
The lesser is scarce felt. Thou'dst shun a bear ; 
But if thy flight lay toward the raging sea, [free, 

Thou'dst meet the bear i'the mouth. When the mind's 
The body's delicate \ the tempest iii my mind 
Doth from my senses take all feeling else, 
Save what beats there. — Filial ingratitude ! 
Is it not as this mouth should tear this hand. 
For lifting food to't ? — But I will punish home : — 
No, I will weep no more. — In such a night, — ' 

To shut mt out !— Potir on ; I will endure : — 
in such a night as this ! O Regan, Goneril ! — 
Your old kind fether, whose frank heart gave all, — 
O, that way madness lies ; let me shun that ; 
No more of that, — 

Kent. Good my lord, enter here. 

Lear. Pr'ythee, go in thyself; seek thine own ease ; 
This tempest will not give me leave to ponder 
On things would hurt me more. — But I'll go in : 
In, boy ; go first. [TotheFooL] You houseless poverty, — 
Nay, get thee in. I'll pray, and then I'll sleep. 

[Fool goes in 
Poor naked wretches, wheresoe'er you are. 
That bide the pelting of this pitiless storm, 
}lQ\f sh^ll ypqr bpnseless heads, and unfed sides. 
Your loop'd and window'd raggedness, defend you 
From seasons such as these ? C), I have ta'en 
Too httle care of this ! Take physic, pomp ; 
Kxpose thyself to feel what wretches feel ; 
'4'hat thou may'st shake the sppierflax to then). 
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• •• '«^ 

And sliow the heavens more just. .. j 

Edg. [Within,] Fathom and half, fathom and half! Poor, i^^ 

Tom! [The Fool runs out from the hovel. ^ 

Fool. Come not in here, nuncle, here's a spirit. Help ^ 

me, help me ! 

Kent, Giv^me thy hand. — Who's there ? _ 

Fool. A spirit, a spirit ; he says his name's poor Tom. 
Kent. What art thou that dost grumble there i'tbe straw .' '^ 

Come forth. 

Enter Edgar, disguised as a madman, € 

Edg. Away ! the foul fiend follows me ! — I 

Through the sharp hawthorn blows the cold wind. — 
Humph ! go to thy cold bed, and warm thee. 

Lear. Hast thou given all to thy two daughters 2 
And art thou come to this ? 

Edg. Who gives any thing to poor Tom ? whom the - 
foul fiend hath led through fire and through flame/ 
through ford and whirlpool, over bog and quagmire ; that 
hath laid knives under his pillow,* and halters in his pew : 
set ratsbane by his porridge ; made him proud of heart ,^ 
to ride on a bay trottjng-horse over four-inched bridges, 
to course his own shadow for a traitor : — Bless thy Ayo 
wits ! Tom's a-cold. — O, do de, do de, do de. — Bless thee 
from whirlwinds, star-blasting, and taking !• Do poor Tom 
some charity, whom the foul fiend vexes : There could 1 
have him now, and there, — and there,-— and there again, 
and there. [Storm continues, 

Lear. What, have his daughters brought him to thi$ 
pass ! — 
Couldst thou save nothing ? Didst thou give them all ? 

Fool. Nay, he reserved a blanket, else we had been 
all shamed. 

Lear. Now, all the plagues that in the pendulous air 
Hang feted o'er men's faults, light on thy dau^ters ! 

Kent, He hath no daughters, sir. 

Lear, Death, traitor ! nothing could have subdu'd nature 

[1] AUttdine to the igmu fatuu$^ suppocecl lo be lights kindled fagr mIschievoBs 
beings to lead traTellers into destruction, JOHNSON. 

[21 He recounts the temptations by ^sdiich 1m vas prompted to sideidt ; the ofqpor- 
f anittes of destroying himself, wliieh often oecorrad to him in his meknnolyjDoods. 

JOHNSON. Shsikesneare found this charge against the fiend, with many others 

of the same nature, in Barsaet*s Declaration, and Yua used die Tery woitls of it. 
The book was printed in 1603. ST£EVENS. 

[S] To TaJre-~is to blast, or strike with ruaUgoaat influence. 

u strilw her young bonea, 

>: Ye {okin^ airs, wi'J)taune9et» " JOHNSON. 




inch a lowneflfl, but his uDkiod daughters.---—- 
the fashion, that discarded fathers 
lid hare thus httle mercy od their flesh > 
uous punishment ! Hwas this flesh begot 
le pehcan daughters.* 

Pillicock sat on Pillicock's hill ; — * 
S halloo, loo, loo! 

This cold night will turn us all to fools and 
imen. 
Ig, Take heed oHhe foul fiend : Obey thy parents ; 

Ep thj word justly ; swear not ; commit not with man's 
m spouse ; set not thy sweet heart on proud array : 
*4Mii's a-cold. 
^ Lear, What hast thou been ? 

Edg, A serving-man, proud in heart and mind ; that 
iffled my hair ; wore gloves in my cap,' served the lust of 
ff mistress's heart, and dirl the act of darkness with her ; 
pore as many oaths as I spake words, and broke them in 
lie sweet face of heaven : one, that slept in the con- 
Hving of lust, and waked to do it : Wine loved I deeply : 
Kce dearly ; and in woman, out P'lramoured the Turk : 
^alse of heart, light of ear,^ bloody of hand ; hog in 
loth, fox in stealth, wolf in greediness,^ dog in madness^ 
bon in prey. Let not the creaking of shoes, nor the 
iistling of silks, betray thy poor heart to women : Keep 
by foot out of brothels, thy hand out of plackets, thy 
►en from lenders' books, and defy the foul fiend. — StilJ 
hrough the hawthorn blows the cold wind : Says suum, 
Qun, ha no nonny,* dolphin, my boy, my boy, sessa ; le^ 
lim trot by. 

[Storm itiU eoatinues. 

Lear. Why, thou wert better in thy grave, than to 

mswer with thy uncovered body this extremity of the 

ikies. Is man no more than this ? Consider him well : 

Thou owest the worm no silk, the beast no hide, the 

ri] The younjif pelican is fabled to sock the mother^ blood. JOHNSON. 

[31 It was the custoin to wear gtores in the hat on three distinct occasions, Tiz. as 
be favour of a mktreas, the memorial of a friend, and as a marii to be challen^fed by 

in enemy. STEEVENS. ,«««««», 

[8] Credulous ofcTil, ready to receive malicions reports. JOHNSON. 

[4] The Jesuits pnetndad to cast the seren deadly sins out of Malny in the shttt 
»f tboteanimaUthairepraaented then} and before each wm east out, Btetny bgr 
«sUffes acted that parffeolar sin ; curling bis hair to ibow jirMe, vomit^ ^^J7f' 

01M, gaping and snoring lor sML&c. ^Uarsnef* book, p. 27a To thb probably 

«r author aUudes. STEEVENS. ^ ^ ^^ ^, ^^ 

rsi Hey no nonnr—is the burthen of a song in The Two Noble Kinsmen, said to 
>e mitten by Shakespeare in cooJuncUon with Fletcher. STEEVENS. 
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sheep DO wool, the cat do perfume :— Ha! here's three 
ef us are sophisticated ! — Thou art the thing itself : un- 
accomiDodatedl mao is do more hut such a poor, bare, 
fbrked animal as thou art. — Off, off, you lendings : — 
Come ; unbutton here. — [Tearing" ^ his clotket. 

Fool. Pr'ythee, DUDcle, be coDteoted ; this is a nan^- 
ty night to swim in. — Now a little fire in a wild field were 
like an old lecher's heart ; a small spark, all the rest of 
his body cold. — Look, here comes a walking fire. 

Edg, This is the foul fiend Flibbertigibbet :^ he begin? 
at curfew, and walks till the first cock ; he gives the web 
and the pin,^ squints the eye, and m.ikes the harelip : 
mildews the white wheat, and hurts the poor creature of 
earth. 

Saint fVithold footed thrice the wold : 
He met the night-mare^ and her nine-fold; 
Bid her alight^ 
And her troth plight. 
And, aroint thee, witch, aroint thte !^ 
Kent, How fares your grace ? 

Enter Gloster, with a torch, 
Lear. What's he ? 
Kent. Who's there ? What is't you seek ? 



[6] *^ Frateretto, Fiiberdigibet, nn1)erdidance, Tocobatto, where four derils of tbe 
round or roorrice..~The8e four had forty assistants under them, u themselves doc 
coDfesse.'* Harsnet, p. 49. PERCY, 

m Web and pin-~diseases of the eye. JOHNSON. 

[8j We should read thus : 

Saint Witkold fooled thrice the xvoldy 

Tit met the night-niarey and her name told, 

Bid har alighty tmd her troth flighty 

And aroint thee^ wt/cA, aroint thee right. 
Saint Withold traversing the n>o/<i or dotmu, met the nightmare; who havings told 
her name, he obliged her to alight from those persons whom she rides, and pl^ht 
her troth to do no more mischief. This is taken from a story of him in his legend. 
Hence he was invoked as the patron saint against that distemper. And these veraes 
were no other than a popular chnrm, or night spell aeaiust the Epialtes. The last 
line is the formal execration or apostrophe of tlie speiiker of the charm to the witrii, 
aroint thee rights i. e. depart forthwith. BedlanUy gipsies, and such like vagabcmds, 
used to sell utese kind of spells or charms to tlie people. They were of va- 
rioiu kinds for various disorders. We have another of them in tbe Monsieur 
Thomas of Fletcher, which he expressly calls a uiglit speHy and is in these 
words :— 

^ Saint George, Saint George, our lady's knight, 

'' He walks by day, so he does by night ; 

" And when he had her found, 

" He her beat and her bound ; 

" Until to him her ti-oth she plight^ 

" She would not stir from him that night" WARBUBTOK. 

Her ninefold seems to be put (fur the sake of rhyme) instead of nmcyeab. I «■■- 
not find this adventure in (he common legends of St. Vitalis, who, I tuMMMh to ' 
called St. Withold. , TYRTMIITT. 
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Glo. What are you there ? your names ? 

Edg. Poor Tom ; that eats the swimming frog, the 
ttmd, the tadpole, the wall-newt, and the water ;* that ia 
the fary of his heart, when the foul fiend rages, eats cow- 
dang for sallets ; swallows the old rat, and the ditch-dog ; 
drinks the green mantle of the standing pool ; who is 
whipped from ty thing to tything,* and stocked, punished, 
and imprisoned ; who hath had three suits to his back, 
six shirts to his body, horse to ride, and weapon lo 
wear, — 

But mice, and rats, and such small deer^^ 
Have heen Tom^s food for seven long year, • 

Beware my follower : — Peace, Smolkin ; peace, thou fiend! 

Glo. What, hath your grace no better company ? 

Edg. The prince of darkness is a gentleman ; 
Modo he's calPd, and Mahu.^ * 

Glo. Our flesh and blood, my lord, is grown so vile. 
That it doth hate what gets it. 

Edg. Poor Tom's a-cold. 

Glo. Go in with me ; my duty cannot suffer 
To obey in all your daughters' hard commands : 
Though their injunction he to bar my doors, 
And let this tyrannous night take hold upon yoa : 
Yet have I ventur'd to come seek you out, 
And bring yoa where both fire and food is ready, 

Lear. P'irst let me talk with this philosopher 
— What is the cause of thunder ? 

Kent, Good my lord, take his offer ; 
Go into the house. 

Lear. I'll talk a word with this same learned Theban : 
— ^What is your study ? 

Edg. How to prevent the fiend, and to kill vermin. 

Lear. Let me ask you one word in private. 

Keni, Imp6rtune him once more to go, my lord, 

[S] L e. the toater-nevjt. This was the phraseology of Shakespeare's time. *^ He 
was a wise man and a merry,** was the common laoffuage. So Falstaff mf» to 
Joitice Shallow, ^ he is your serving-man, and your ftiubaiui," L e. husbana-man. 

BIALONE. 

[4\ A tything— is a division of a place, a district •, the same in the country, an 
« waivl in the city. In the Saxon times every hundred was divided into tjrthings. 

BTEEVENS. 

[51 Deer— in old Uneruage, is a general word for wild animals. STEEVENS. 

m So, in Harsnet'sX^ecraraKotuilfaAo was the chief devil that had poMession of 
Sanh WUnams. STEEVENS. 
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Wis nils l>c<;in 10 unsettle.^ 

Ch. Canst thou hLinic him ? 
ilis daughters seek his death : — Ah, that good KenlU— 
>Ic sai J it would be thus : — Poor banish'd man ! — 
'i'hou say^st, the king grows mad ; I'll tell thee, fiiendi ^ 
I am almost mad myself: 1 had a son, 
Now outlawM from my hlood : he sought my life, 
But lately, very lute ; I lov'd him, friend, — 
No father his son dearer : true to tell thee, 

[Siorm eoniinwa* 
The grief hath craz/d my wits. What a night's this ! 
1 do beseech your g,racc, — 

Icar, O, cry you mercy, 
Noble philosopher, your company. 

E(Jg. Tom's a-cold. 

Ulo, In, fellow, there, to the horel : keep thee wann. 

Lear, Come, let's in all. 

Kent. This way, my lord. 

Lear. With him ; 
t will keep still with my philosopher. i 

Kent. Good my lord, sooth him ; let him take the { 
follow. 

Glo, Take him you on. 

Ketit. Sirrah, come on ; go along with t]8« 

Lear. Come, good Athenian, i 

Glo. No words, no words : 
I lush. 

Edg. Child Rowland to the dark tower catnef 
His word wat still, — Fie, foh, and fum^ 

I smell the blood of a British man. [Exennt. 

>-■■ ■■ ■,■■■ I 

[7] On this occasion, I cannotprevail on myself to omit tile ta3knda§ fZ- 
ceilent remark of Mr. Horace Walpole [now Lord Orford] inserted In tbc 
postscript to his MytUriaut Mother. He observes, that when (* Bdvi dt rm fidKs 
of 

" Lutesj laurds, setu of mtVit, and fhipt of ilmier,— 
sh*; is not mad, but light-headed. When madness has talien nniirinioin of a jpir 
sou, such character ceases to be fit for the sta^, or at least shotdd appear ftee 
hdt for n short time ', it being: ^'^^ business of tbe theatre to exUUt pMiioni, 
not distempers. The finest picture ever drawn of a head discomposed bj inMbC* 
tune, is that of King Lear. His thoughts dwell on the ingratitirae of hi« dnngi- 
trrs, and eveiy sentence tbat falls from his wilderness excites rellectloB and 
l^ity. Had frenzj entirely seized him, our compassion would almte: we aboold 
conclude that he no longer felt unhapniness. Sbiakcspeare wrote as a pUloioeker, 
Otway ns a poet" STEEVENS. 

[8] Child IS a common term in our metrical romances and ballads) and is gCB> 
eraliy, if not aln-ays, applied to the hero or principal personage, who it MOMttaei a 
ini>X/, and sometimes a thief. Syr. Tryamoure is repeatedly so called bolh befive 
tincf after his knighthood. I think, however, tbnt this line i& part of a tnunlatkMl of 
f-ome Spanish, or perhapii, French ijaliad. But the two following lines eridentty bc^ 
long to a different subject: I find them in the Second Part Q^ Jade and the OUatXtt 
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SCENE V. 

A Boom in Gloster'5 Castle. Enter Cornwall and Ed- 
mund. 

CWik I will have mj revenge, ere I depart his house. 

Edm> How, my lord, I may be censured, that nature 
dnw givei way to loyalty, something fears me to think of. 

Com, I now perceive, it was not altogether your bro- 
ther's evil disposition made him seek his death ; but a 
provoking merit,^ set a-work by a reproveable badness in 
nimself. 

Edm. How malicious is my fortune, that I must repent 
io be just ! This is the letter he spoke of, which approves 
Urn an intelligent party to the advantages of France. O 
heavens ! that this treason were not, or not I the detec- 
tor i 

Com, Go with me to the duchess. 

Eldm. If the matter of this paper be certain, you have 
mighty business in hand. 

Com, True, or false, it hath made thee earl of Gloster. 
Seek out where thy father is, that he may be ready for 
oar apprehension. 

Eldm, [Aside,] If I find him comforting the king,* it 
! Tvill stuff his suspicion more fully. — I will persevere in my 
, course of loyalty, though the conflict be sore between that 
9Qd my blood. [Aloud, 

Com, I will lay trust upon thee ; and thou shalt find 
a dearer &ther in my love. [Exeunt 

SCENE VI. 

A CSuunber in a Farm-House adjoining the Castle, Enter 
Gloster, Lear, Kent, Fool, and Edgar. 

Glo, Here is better than the open air ; take it thank- 
fiillj : I will piece out the comfort with what addition 1 
can : I will not be long from you. 



^ If aoc m old m Shakefpeare's time, may have been compiled from somethinir 

lAii WW m: Tliey are ntterrea by a giant : 
•» Fee, /aw, /tun, 

** i nnell the hlood of an Ettgliahman ; 
" Be he alive, or be ne deadi 
** FII grind his bones to make me bread." 
Bm^iMh H here judiciously changed to Brituhy because the characters are 
Witmlt^ and the scene is laid long before the English had any thing to do with 
Mt country. Our author Is not so attentive to pronrie^ on eveiy occasion. 

RrrsoK. 

aiVmwttng^-stlmalating -, a merit he felt hi himself, which irritatad him against 
sr thm had none. MASON. 

ff] ConiRliar— is here used in the Juridical sense for suppQrdn?,helEAnr,l 
Iw to Hi derivation ; salvia confortat nerves—Schol. Sak JOHNSON. 

Vol. IX. M 
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Kent All the power of hit wits hat given waj 
impatience : — The gods revmrd your kindness ! 

[£xt^G] 

Edg, Frateretto calls me ; and tells me, Nero 
angler in the lake of darkness. Pray, innocent, 
Tvare the foul fiend.^ 

Fool, Pr'ythee, nuncle, tell me, iiriiether a 
a gentleman, or a yeoman ? 

Lear, A king, a king ! 

Fool, No ; he's a yeoman, that has a gentleman t6 1 
son : for he's a mad yeoman, that sees his son a' geofl 
man before him. 

Lear. To have a thousand with red burning spits 
Come hissing in upon them : — 

Edg, The foul fiend bites my back. 

Fool, He's mad, that trusts in the tameness of a wdl 
horse's health,' a boy's love, or a whore's oath. 

Lear. It shall be done, 1 will arraign them straig^:- 
Come, sit thou here, most learned justicer ; \To E 

— Thou, sapient sir, sit here. [To the foolJ] >iow, ] 
she foxes ! — 

Edg. Look, where he stands and glares ! — 
Wantest thou eyes at trial, madam ?* 
Come o^er the bourUy Bessy, to me ;' 

Fool. Her boat hath a leak^ 
And she must nta speak 
Why she dares not come over to thee. 
Edg. The foul fiend haunts poor Tom in the voic 
a nightingale. Hopdance cries in Tom's belly for 



[9] Perhaps he is here addressing the Foti, Fools wtxtKadeuAy called h 

steeve: 

[1] Shakespeere is here speakings not of things maliciously tresuJieroas, bat of i 
uncertain an.l not durable. A horse is above all other animals sublect to dises 

JOaKBt 

[2] I am not confident that I understand the meanine of this dev 
speech. When Edgar says, *^ Look where he stands and gnraa V* he teei 
be speaking in the ciiaracter of a madman, who thinlu he sees the fiend. **1 
est thou eyes at trial, madam ?** is a question which appeani to be MMraa 

the visionary Goneril. STEEVENS. It may be observod that I 

being supposed to be foand by chance, and therefore to have no knowledge < 
rest, connects not his ideas with those (>f Lear, but pursues his own train ol 
lions or fantastic thought. To these words, ** At trial madam P* I think tha 
that the name of Lear should I>e put The process of the dialogue will iiq|ipai 
conjecture. JOHNSON. 

[3] A hown in the north signifies a rivuht or hrooh. Hence the names of ■) 
our villagers terminate in hurn^ as Milbum, Sherbum, Ite. To tUt I may add 
howm^ a boundary, is from the French home. Bourne, or as it OMhUo be tftlttj 
a rivulet, is from the German bum, or horn, a weU. STEKVsVS. 
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f^te herring.' Croak not, black angel ; I have no food 

for thee. 

JTeiU. How do jou, sir ? Stand vou not so amaz'd : 

WiU yon lie down and rest upon the cushions ? 
Lear. I'll tee their trial first : — Bring in the evidence. — 

Thon robed man of justice, take thy place ; [To Edg. 

.-r-Aad thou, his yoke-fellow of equity, [To the Fool. 

'Bench by his side : — You are of the commission, 
^ Sityoatoo. [To Kent. 

f Edg. Let m deal justly. 

SU^pui, or wakest thou, jolly shepherd ? 

Thy Aeep be in the corn ; 
And for one blast of thy minikin mouthy 

Thy ^eep shall take no harm. 

Par ! the cat is grey. 

Lear. Arraign her first ;' 'tis Goneril. 1 here take my 
oath before this honourable assembly, she kicked the poor 
king her &ther. 
Fool. Come hither, mistress ; Is your name Goneril ? 
:■'. Lear. She cannot deny it. 

Fool. Cry you mercy, I took you for a joint-stool. 
Lear. And here's another, whose warp'd looks proclaim 
What store her heart is made of. — Stop her there ! 
Arms, arms, sword, fire ! — Corruption in the place ! 
False justicer, why hast thou let her 'scape ? 
Edg. Bless thy five wits ! 
Kent. O pity ! — Sir, where is the patience now, 
That you so oft have boasted to retain ? 

Edg, My tears begin to take his part so much. 
They'll mar my counterfeiting. [Aside. 

Lear. The little dogs and all. 
Tray, Blanch, and Sweet-heart, see, they bark at me. 

Edg. Tom will throw his head at them : — A vaunt, you 
curs ! 

Be thy mouth or black or white,* 
Tooth that poisons if it bite ; 
Mastifif, grey-hound, mongrel grim. 
Hound, or spaniel, brach, or lym ;• 

[Sn Sarah Williams confessed (see Harsnet's book, p. 196.) that when she wattrou- 
Ufa wHh a croaking in her stomach, from emptiness, the priests persuaded her that 
it WM the fiend within her. STEEVEN8. 

[1] To hare the roof of the mouth black is in some kind of dogs a proof that their 
teMd is genuine. STEEVENS. 

n) Brack or <ym, kc — Names of fiarticnlar sorts of dogs. ^ POPE. 



r, or Momer, a dog of tiie chace, was so called from the learn or leash ia 
whidi bt was beM till he was let slip. Soin the book of Ancient Tenuret, 1679^ tte 
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Or bobtail tike,' or trandle tail ; 
Tom will make them weep and wail : 
For, with throwing thus my head. 
Dogs leap the hatch, and aU are fled. 

Do de, de de. Sessa/ Come, march to wakes and fairs, 
and market-towns ; — Poor Tom, thy horn is dry.* 

Lear, Then let them anatomize Regan, see what breeds 
about her heart : Is there any cause in nature, that makes 
these hard hearts ? — You, sir, I entertain yoa for one of 
my hundred ; only, I do not like the fashion of your gar- 
ments : you will say, they are Persian attire ; but let 
them be changed. \To Edgar. 

Kent, Now, good my lord, lie here, and rest awhile. 

Lear, Make no noise, make no noise ; draw the curtains : 
So, so, so : We'll go to supper i'the morning : So, so, so. 

Fool, And ril go to bed at noon. 

Re-enter Gloster. 

Glo. Come hither, friend : Where is the king my master ■ 

Kent, Here, sir ; but trouble him not, his wits are gone. 

Glo, Good friend, I pr'ythee take him in thy arms ; 
1 have o'er-heard a plot of death upon him : 
There is a litter ready ; lay him in't, 
And drive towards Dover, friend, where thou shalt meet 
Both welcome and protection. Take up thy master : 
If thou shouldst dally half an hour, his life. 
With thine, and all that offer to defend him, 
Stand in assured loss : Take up, take up ; 
And follow me, that will to some provision 
Give thee quick conduct. 

Kent, Opprest nature sleeps : — 
This rest might yet have balm'd thy broken sense?, 
Which, if convenience will not allow, 
Stand in hard cure. — Come, help to bear thy master : 



words "canes domini rests lesos," are translated " Leash hounds, foch as draw after 
a hart deer in a hash, or liamP STEEVENS. 

[3] Tijk is the Runick word for a little, or Worthless do^. STEEVENS. 

[4] Here is stsaa again, which I take to be the French word oewez, pnmoanoed 
ctttty, which was, I suppose, like some others, in common use among' as. Rfa «» 
interjection enforcing^ cessation of any action, like, he fuiety have dmu, lORX* 

SONL It b not impossible that this may be a part of some old song, and oi l^fctHy 

stood thus: 

Cissy, come mardi to wakes 
And fairs, and market towns. 

There is anotfmr line in the diaracter of Edgar which I am verj cin5deat Ihtve 

sete in an oAd ballad, viz. 

nuro' the sharp liawthom blows the cold wind. STEEyKNB. 

[SI Men that beffged nndier pretence of lunacy used form«rly t9 cany a honi, and 
Uow it thnN«litlM streets. JOHNSON. 
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ThoQ must not stay behiod. [To the Fool, 

Glo, Come, come, away. 

[Elx^unt Kent, Gloster, and the Fool, bearing iff 
the King, 

cMg, When we our betters see bearing our woes, 
We scarcely think our miseries our foes. 
Who alone suffers, suffers most i'the mind ; 
Leayins free things,** and happy shows, behind : 
But then the mind much sufferance doth o'erskip, 
When gprief hath mates, and bearing fellowship. 
How light and portable my pain seems now, 
When that, which makes me bend, makes the king bow : 
He childed, as I fatherM ! — Tom, away ; 
Mark the high noises ; and thyself bewray,^ 
When felse opinion, whose wrong thought defiles thee, 
In thy just proof, repeals, and reconciles thee. 
What will hap more to-night, safe 'scape the king ! 
Lurk, lurk. [Exit. 

SCENE VII. 

A Room in Gloster's Castle. Enter Cornwall, Regan, 
GoNERiL, Edmund, and Servants. 

Com. Post speedily to my lord your husband ; show 
him this letter : — The army of France is landed : — Seek 
out the villain Gloster. [Exe. some of the Servants. 

Reg. Hang him instantly. 

Gon. Pluck out his eyes. 

Com. Leave him to my displeasure. — Edmund, keep 
you our sister company ; the revenges we are bound to 
take upon your traitorous father are not fit for your be- 
holding. Advise the duke, where you are going, to a 
most festinate preparation ; we are bound to the Uke. 
Oar posts shall be swift, and intelligent betwixt us. Fare- 
well, dear sister ; — farewell, my lord of Gloster.* 

Enter Stez&ard. 
How now ? Where's ihe king ? 
"fllto. My lord of Gloster hath convey'd him hence : 

alVwttlHffi-Matef clear from distress. JOHNSON. 

Atlead to the great events that are approachinff, and make thyself known wiMn 
ilse ophilon now prevaUing against thee shall, in consequence of just proof of 
ttqr ilegrlty , revoke its erroneous sentence, and recall thee to honour and reeoncffia- 
tfOB. JOHNSON. _^ 

m Meaning Edmund, newly invested with his father's tiUes. The steward, 
spMU^ imoMdhitely after, mentions the okl eaiUqr the same title. „„„^v 

JOHNSON. 
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Some five or six and thirty of his knigjits, 
Hot qaestrists* after him, met him at gate ; 
Who, with some other of the lord's dependants, 
Are gone with him towards Dover ; where they boast 
To haye well-armed friends. 

Com, Get horses for your mistress. 

Gon. Farewell, sweet lord, and sister. 

[Exeunt Goneril and Edmund 

Com, Edmund, farewell. — Go, seek the traitor Gloster. 
Pinion him like a thief, bring him before us : 

[Exeunt other Servants, 
Though well we may not pass upon his life 
Without the form of justice ; yet our power 
Shall do a courtesy to our wrath, which men 
May blame, but not control. Who's there ? The traitor? 
Re-enter Servants, with Gloster. 

Reg. Ingrateful fox ! 'tis he. 

Com, Bind fast his corky arms.' 

Glo, What mean your graces ? — Good my friends, con- 
sider 
Vou are my guests : do me no foul play, friends. 

Com, Bind him, I say. [Servants bind hdm 

Reg, Hard, hard : — O filthy traitor I 

Glo. Unmerciful lady as you are, I am none. 

Com, To this chair bind him. — Villain, thou shalt find — 

[Regan plucks his beard, 

Glo, By the kind gods, 'tis most ignobly done 
To pluck me by the beard. 

Reg, So white, and such a traitor 1 

Glo, Naughty lady. 
These hairs, which thou dost ravish from my chin, 
Will quicken, and accuse thee : I am your host , 
With robbers' hands, my hospitable favours 
You should not ruffle thus. What will you do ? 

Com, Come, sir, what letters had you late from France ? 

Reg, Be simple-answer'd, for we know the truth. 

Corn, And what confederacy have you with the traitors 
Late footed in the kingdom ? 

Reg, To whose hands have you sent the lunatic king ? 
Speak. 

Glo, I have a letter guessingly set down. 
Which came from one that's of a neutral heart, 
And not from one oppos'd. 

19] A puttrist is one who goes in search or quest of anothflr. STEBVXHB. 

Pj Dry, wilher»d, husky arms. JOHNSON. 
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Oint. CuniuDg.. 

Reg. And false. 

Corn. Where hast thou sent the king ? 

Gh. To Dover. 

Reg, Wherefore 
To Dbyer ? Wast thou not charg'd at thy peril 

Com. Wherefore to Dover ? Let him first answer that 

Glo. I am tied to the stake, and I must stand the course.* 

Reg. Wherefore to Dover ? 

Glo. Because I would not see thy cruel nails 
Pluck out his poor old eyes ; nor thy fierce sister 
In his anointed flesh stick hoarish fangs. 
The sea, with such a storm as his bare head 
In hell-black night endur'd, would have buoy'd up> 
And quench'd the stcUed fires : yet, poor old heart. 
He holp the heavens to rain. 
If wolves had at thy gate howl'd that stern time,' 
Thou shouldst have said, Good porter, turn the key : 
All cruels else subscrib'd :* — But I shall see 
The winged vengeance overtake such children. 

Com. See it shalt thou never : — Fellows, hold the chair: 
—-Upon these eyes of thine Til set my foot. 

[Gloster is held down in his chair, while Cornwall 
plucks out one of his eyes, and sets his foot on it. 

Glo. He, that will think to live till he be old, 
Give me some help : — O cruel ! O ye gods ! 

Reg. One side will mock another ; the other too. 

Corn. If you see vengeance, — 

Serv. Hold your hand, my lord : 
I have serv'd you ever since I was a child ; 
But better service have I never done you, 
Than now to bid you hold. 

Reg. How now, you dog ? 

Serv. If you did wear a beard upon your chin, 
I'd shake it on this quarrel : What do you mean ? 

Com. My villain ! [Draws, and runs at him. 

Serv. Nay, then come on, and take the chance of anger. 
[Draws. They fight. Cornwall is wounded. 

Reg. [To another Servant.^ Give me thy sword. — A 
peasant stand up thus ! 
[Snatches a sword, comes behind, and stabs htm. 

tThe ooone — ^the running of the dogs upon me. JOHNSON. 

Thus the folio. Both the quartos read, deam time. Deam^-is a north country 
signifyiuff kmelv, solitary, for from neigbboors. S'^^^^^S. 

[4] BiuDscrib'd, yielded, submitted to the necessity of the occasion. JOHNSON 
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Serv. O, I am slain ! — ^My lord, you haye one eje left 
To see some mischief on lum :— -O ! [Diet, 

Com, Lest it see more, preyent it : — Out, vile jelly ! 
Where is thy lustre now ? [Tears out Glostkr's oAer 

eycy and throws it on the ground, 

Glo, All dark and comfortless. — ^Where's my son Ed- 
mund ? 
Edmund, enkindle all the sparks of nature, 
To quit this horrid act. 

Reg. Out, treacherous villain I 
Thou calPst on him that hates thee : It was he 
That made the overture of thy treasons to us ; 
Who is too good to pity thee. 

Glo, O my follies I 
Then Edgar was ahus'd. — 
Kind gods, forgive me that, and prosper him ! 

Reg, Go, thrust him out at gates, and let him smell 
His way to Dover. — How is't, my lord ? How look you ? 

Com, I have receiv'd a hurt : — Follow me, lady. — 
Turn out that eyeless villain ; — throw this slave 
Upon the dunghill. — Regan, I hleed apace : 
Untimely comes this hurt : Give me your arm. 

[Exit Cornwall, led by Regan ; — Servants 
itnbind Gloster, artd lead him out, 

1 Serv, I'll never care what wickedness I do, 
If this man comes to good. 

2 Serv. If she live long, 

And, in the end, meet the old course of death. 
Women will all turn monsters. 

1 Serv, Let's follow the old earl, and get the Bedlam 
To lead him where he would ; his roguish madness 
Allows itself to any thing. 

2 Serv, Go thou ; I'll fetch some flax, and whites of eggs, 
To apply to his bleeding face. Now, heaven help him ! 

\Exeunt severally. 



ACT IV, 

SCENE I, —The Heath. Enter Edgar. 

Edgar. Yet better thus, and known to be contemn'd 
Than still contemn'd and flatter'd. To be worst,' 

[SI I cannot help thinking that tliis pnsMge should be writttBthus: 

Y«l better thus taJenomn to be contemn'd, 

Tlitn ttiU contemn^ and flatter'd to be vBont. TTRWHITT* 
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The lowest, «id most dejected thiag of fortmie, 

Stuids itill in esperance, liyes not in fear : 

The lamentable change is from the best ; 

The worst returns to laughter. Welcome then, 

Thou unsubstantial air, that I embrace ! 

The wretch) that thou hast blown unto the worst, 

Owes nothing to thy blasts. — But who comes here ?— 

ElrUer -Gloster, led by an old Man, 
My father, poorly led ? — World, world, O world ! 
But that thy strange mutations makes us hate thee. 
Life would not yield to age. 

Old Man, O my good lord, I have been your tenant, 
and your father's tenant, these fourscore years. 

Glo, Away, get thee away ; good friend, be gone : 
Thy comforts can do me no good at all. 
Thee they may hurt. 

Old Man, Alack, sir, you cannot see your way. 

Glo. I have no way, and therefore want no eyes ; 
I stumbled when I saw : Full oft 'tis seen. 
Our mean^ secures us ; and our mere defects 
Prove our commodities. — Ah, dear son Edgar, 
The food of thy abused father's wrath ! 
Might I but live to see thee in my touch, 
I'd say, I had eyes again ! 

Old Man, How now ? Who's there ? 

Edg. [Aside,] O gods ! Who is't can say, / am at the 
worst ? 
I am worse than e'er I was. 

Old Man, 'Tis poor mad Tom. 

Edg, \Jiside,'\ And worse I may be yet : the worst is not, 
So long as we can say. This is the worst. 

Old Man, Fellow, where goest ? 

Glo, Is it a beggar-man ? 

Old Man, Madman and be^ar too. 

Glo, He has some reason, else he could not beg. 
rthe last night's storm I such a fellow saw ;. 
Which made me think a man a worm : My son 
Came then into my mind ; and yet my mind 
Was then scarce friends with him : I have heard more 

since : 
As flies to wanton boys, are we to the gods ; 
They kill us for their sport. 

Eidg, How should this be ? — __________ 

[6] Mean is here ft snbstRBtiTe, and sipiifies a middle ftsle SfSBVCNS* 

IS Vol. IX. 
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Bad is the trade must play th^ fool to smrow, 

Ai^*riDg itself and others. [Aside.] — ^Bless Uiee, master ! 

Glo. Is that the naked fellow ? 

Old Man. Ay, my lord. 

Glo. Then, pr'ythee, get thee gone : If, for my sake, 
Thou wilt o'ertake us, hence a mile or twain, 
Pthe way to Dover, do it for ancient love ; 
And bring some covering for this naked soul, 
Whom rU entreat to lead me. 

Old Man. Alack^ sir, he's mad. 

Glo. 'Tis the time's plague, when madmen lead the 
blind. 
Do as I bid thee, or rather do thy pleasure : 
Above the rest, be gone. 

Old Man. I'll bring him the best 'parel that I have, 
Come on't what will. [£xtV 

Glo. Sirrah, naked fellow. 

Edg. Poor Tom's a-cold.—I cannot daub it further.' 

[Aside. 

Glo. Come hither, fellow. 

Edg. [Aside.] And yet I must. — Bless thy sweet eyes, 
they bleed. 

Glo. Know'sl thou the way to Dover ? 

Edg. Both stile and gate, horse-way and foot-path. 
Poor Tom hath been scared out of his good wits : Bless 
the good man from the foul fiend ! Five fiends have been 
in poor Tom at once ; of lust, as Obidicut ; Hobbidi- 
dance ^ prince of dumbness ; Mahuy of stealing ; Modo, 
of murder ; and Flibbertigibbit, of mopping and mowing 
who since possess chamber-maids and waiting-women.' So 
bless thee, master ! 

J 71 Daub— disguise. WARBURTON. 

81 Shakeqieare lias made Edgar, in liis feigned distraction, frequently allude to a 
» Imposture of some English Jesuits, at that time much the subject ofconitiiaflon^ 
the history of it having been Just then composed with great art and vipmr of aQrie 
and composition by Dr. S. Harsenet, afterwards archbtsliop oTTort, tar order of the 
priTy council, in a work intitled, ** A Declaration of egregious Poi^sfa unpoalant to 
** withdraw her Mafest^r's Subjects from their Ailagiance, kc. practised by Ednundi. 
** alias Weston, a Jesuit, and divers Rombb priests his wicked Astoclatet) " printed 
teOS. The imposture was in substance this. While the Spaniards were preparing 
their armada against EngLind, the Jesuits were here buoy at work to promote it by 
laaking converts : one mediod they emplojred was to dispossess pretended derooniadui 
br wl&h artifice they made several hundred converts among the comroon veofle. 
tlie principal scene of this three was laid in the family of one Mr. EdnnHM Fedt- 
ham, a Roman catholic, where Marwood, a servant of Anthony Babinrton (HtM was 
afterwards executed for treason), Tra3rfor(i, an attendant upon Mr. PeduMUB, ami 
Sarah and Priswood Williams, and Ahne Smith, three cbaroDermaids, in tiMt fiOA 
S|y, came into the priest's hands for cure. But the discipline of the patienla was to 
long and severe, and the priests so elate and careless with their suecetti Ant tfie T^ai 
was discovered on the confession of the parties concerned, and tha oontrhnaw oilt 
deservedly pynishfd. The five devils here mentioned, are the names of five of Ikotn 
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Glo. Here, take this parse, thou whom the heayen's 
pli^es 
Hare humUed to all strokes : that I am wretched. 
Makes thee the happier : — Heavens,- deal so still ! 
Let the snperfiiuons, and lust-dieted man, 
That slaves your ordinance,' that will not see 
Because he doth not feel, feel your powe r quickly : 
So distribution should undo excess. 
And each man have enough. — Dost thou know Dover ? 

Edg. Ay, master. 

Glo. There is a chff, whose high and bending head 
Looks fearfully in the confined deep •. 
Bring me but to the very brim of it, 
And I'll repair the misery thou dost bear, 
With something rich about me : from that place 
f shall no leading need. 

Edg, Give me thy arm ; 
Poor Tom shall lead thee. [Exeunt. 



SCENE IL 

Before the Duke of Albany^ s Palace, Enter Gonekil and 
Edmund ; Steward meeting them, 

Gon, Welcome, my lord : I marvel, our mild husband*- 
Not met us on the way : — Now, where's your master ? 

Stew, Madam, within ; but never man so chang'd : 
I told him of the army that was landed ; 
He smil'd at it : I told him, you were coming ; 
His answer was, The worse : of Gloster^s treachery. 
And of the loyal service of his son. 
When I informed him, then he calVd me sot ; 
And told me, I had turn'd the wrong side out : — 
What most he should dislike, seems pleasant to him ;: 
What like, offensive. 

Gon, Then shall you go no further. [To Edmund^ 

It is the cowish terror of his spirit, 

who were made to act in this farce upon tbe chamber-maids and waiting-w9» 
men) and they were generally so ridiculously nick-named, that Harsnet has 
oB« rlfitrr ^^on the strange names of their devils; lest,*^ said he,*' meeting them 
<* otharvue by chance, you mistake them for the names of tapsters ^^J^S^j^^ 

W ARB URTON. 
ra| To slave an ordinance— is to treat it as a slave, to make it subject to us, ia-- 
fllMd qC acting in obedience to it STECVENS. 

Tp]. It must be remembered that Albany, the husband of Goneril, disliked in fliA* 
0fm of the first act, the schMM o£ oppressioQ and ingrRtitade> JOUNSON.. 
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That dares not undertake : he*ll not feel wrongB, 

Which tie him to an answer : Our wishes, on ttie way, 

May prove effects.* Back, Edmund, to my brodier ; 

Hasten his musters, and conduct his powers : 

I must change arms at home, and give the diftalT 

Into my husband's hands. This trusty senrant 

Shall pass between us : ere long you are like to hear, 

If you dare venture in your own behalf, 

A mistress's command. Wear this ; spare speech ; 

[Giving a JmrntT* 
Decline your head :' this kiss, if it durst speak, 
Would stretch thy spirits up into the air ; — 
Conceive, and fare thee well. 

Edm, Yours in the ranks of death. 

Gon, My most dear Gloster ! [Exit EIdhthd. 

O, the difference of man, and man ! To thee 
A woman's services are due ; my fool 
Usurps my bed. 

Stew, Madam, here comes my lord. [Exit Steward, 

Enter Albany. 

Gon, I have been worth the whistle. 

Alb. OGoneril! 
You are not worth the dust which the rude wind 
Blows in your face. — I fear your disposition : 
That nature, which contemns its origin, 
Cannot be border'd certain in itself ; 
She that herself will sliver and disbranch 
From her maternal sap, perforce must wither, 
And come to deadly use.* 

Gon. No more ; the text is foolish. 

Alb. Wisdom and goodness to the vile seem vile : 
Filths savour but themselves. What have you done ? 
Tigers, not daughters, what have you perform'd ? * 
A rather, and a gracious aged man. 
Whose reverence the head-lugg'd bear would lick, 
Most barbarous, most degenerate ! have yon madded. 
Could my good brother suffer you to do it ? 
A man, a prince, by him so benefited ? 

[2] The wishes, which we expressed to each other on our way hither nsKvbteoiB- 
pwted, and prove eHfeetual to the destruction of nnr husband. MAUJltB. 

[9\ BImb tttds him decline his lieiid,tliat she might give him a Iciss (the flewvnd be- 
ilBf orese^^ and that it mieht appear to him only as a whisper. 6TEKVEN8. 

[4] AUamnc: to tlie us6 that witches and inctuuDtcrs are said to make of wM m w! 
tanundiea in wkr diarms. A fine insinuation in the spealcer, that she was rmdf §ae 
the OMMtanoataral misdilef. and a prraarative of the poet to her plottinf wlm At 
iMWtard against her husband"^ life. WARBURTOnT 






ACT rr. mo Uim. m*t 

If Uiat the heavens do not their yisMe afMtB 
Send (foidkij down to tame these vile ofencei, 
Twin come, 

Humanity most perforce prey on itself, 
like monstefS of the deep/ 

Gon, Milk'Myer'd man I 
That hear'st a cheek for blows, a head for wrongs ; 
Who hast not in thy brows an eye discerning 
ISibe hoDonr from thy snffering ; that not know'st, 
1Mb do these villains pity, who are punish'd 
Ere they have done their mischief. Where's thy dmm ? 
France spreads his banners in our noiseless land ; 
With plumed helm thy slayer begins threats ; 
Whilst thoa, a moral fool, sit'st still, and cry'st, 
Made! why does he so? 

Alb. 4kit thyself, devil ! 
Proper deformity seems not in the fiend 
So horrid, as in woman .^ 

Chn. O vain fool ! 

Albi Thou changed and self-coverM thing, for shame, 
Be-monster not thy feature. Were it my fitness 
To let these hands obey my blood. 
They are apt enough to dislocate and tear 
Tfay flesh and bones : — Howe'er thou art a fiend, 
A woman's shape doth shield thee. 

Gon, Marry, your manhood now ! — 

Enter a Messenger, 

Alb, What news ? 

Mes. O, my good lord, the duke of Cornwall's dead ; 
Slain by his servant, going to put out 
The oUier eye of Gloster. 

Alb, Gloster's eyes ! 

Mes. A servant that he bred, thrill'd with remorse, 
Oppos'd against the act, bending his sword 
To his great master ; who, thereat enrag'd, 
Flew on him, and amongst them fell'd him dead : 
But not without that harmful stroke, which since 
Hath pluck'd him afler. 

Alb, This shows you are above. 
You justicers, that these our nether crimes 
So speedily can venge ! — But, O poor Gloster ! 

^^^„,^^^^__^,^_, ,,| , 1-1— ■ — — — ^^ — 

^ Fbbcf are the only animals that are known to prey upon their own QMCies. 

JOHNSON. 
[6] Diabolic qualities appear not so horrid in the dovit to whom they belong, as in 
woman who unatumlly assumes tliem. WARBUilTON. 
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Lost he hiB other eye ! 

Mes. Bothy both, my lord. — 
This letter, madam, craves a speedy answer ; 
'Tis from year sister. 

Gon. [Aside.] One way I like this weU f 
But being widow, and my Gloster with her. 
May all tiie building in my fancy pluck 
Upon my hateful life : — Another way. 
The news is not so tart. — I'll read, and answer. [£b^ 

Alb. Where was his son, when they did ti^e his eyes ! 

Mes, Come with my lady hither. 

Alb. He is not here. 

Mes. No, my good lord ; I met him back again. 

Alb. Knows he the wickedness ? 

Mes. Ay, my good lord ;. 'twas he inform'd against him ; 
And quit the house on purpose, that their ponishmeiit 
Might have the freer course. 

Alb. Gloster, I hve 
To thank thee for the love thou show'dst the king, 
And to revenge thine eyes. — Come hither, friend ; 
Tell me what more thou knowest [Eaetm^. 

SCENE III. 

The French Camp near Dover. Enter KEVTf and aCtm* 

ileman.^ 

Kent. Why the king of France is so suddenly gone back 
know you the reason ? 

Gent. Something he lefl imperfect in the state, 
Which since his coming forth is thought of ; which 
Imports to the kingdom so much fear and danger. 
That his personal return was most requir'd, 
And necessary. 

Kent. Who hath he lefl behind him general ? 

Gent. The mareschal of France, Monsieur le Fer. 

Kent. Did your letters pierce the queen to any demon- 
stration of grief? 

Gent. Ay, sir ; she took them, read them in my presr 
And now and then an ample tear trill'd down [ence ; 

Her delicate cheek : it seem'd she was a queen 

[7] Goneril's plan was to poison her sisier-Mto many Edmund— to mordar Alba* 
ny — and to get possession ofthe whole kingdom. As the death of Cornwall fadUa- 
ted the last part of her scheme, she was pleased at it; but dbliked it, as it pat it in 
the power of her sister to marry Edmund. MASON. 

[8] "Tbc gvntlemaa whom he sent in the foregoing act with letters to Cordelia. 

JOHNSON. 
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Oyer her passion ; who, most rebel-like, 
S<N^[^t to be king o'er her. 

Kent, O, then it mov'd her. 

Genii, Not to a rage : patience and sorrow strove 
Who should express her goodliest. You have seen 
Sunshine and rain at once : her smiles and tears 
Were like a better day : Those happy smiles, 
That play'd on her ripe lip, seem'd not to know 
What guests were in her eyes ; which parted thence, 
As pearls from diamonds dropp'd. — In brief, sorrow 
Would be a rarity most belov'd, if all 
Could so become it. 

Kef^. Made she no verbal question ? 

Gent. Faith, once, or twice, she heavM the name of 
Pantin^y forth, as if it press'd her heart ; father 

Cried, Sitters ! sisters t^^hame of ladies ! sisters ! 
Kent ! father ! sisters ! What ? Vthe storm ? Vthe night ? 
Ijet pity not be beiieved fi — There she shook 
The holy water from her heavenly eyes. 
And clamour moisten'd : then away she started 
To deal with grief alone. 

Kent, It is the stars, 
The stars above us, govern our conditions ; 
£lse one self mate and mate' could not beget 
Such different issues. You spoke not with her since ? 

Gent. No. 

Kent. Was this before the king return'd ? 

Gent. No, since. 

Kent. Well, sir ; The poor distress'd Lear is i'the town ♦. 
Who sometime, in his better tune, remembers 
What we are come about, and by no means 
Will yield to see his daughter. 

Gent. What, good sir ? 

Kent. A sovereign shame so elbows him : his own un- 
kindness, 
That stripp'd her from his benediction, tum'd her 
To foreign casualties, gave her dear rights 
To his dog-hearted daughters, — these things sting 
His mind so venomously, that burning shame* 
Detains him from Cordelia. 

19] Let not such a thing as pity be tu]ipo8ed to exist ! STEEVENS. 

I ij The same husband and the same wife. JOHNSON. 

^ The nettuphor is liere preserved with ereat knowledge of nature. The vtrMinn 
of poisonous animals being a Mrh caostic saK, that has all tue effect of fire upon tiie 
part WARBURTON. 
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(hnt. Alack, poor geotlemaD ! 

Kent. Of Albany's and Cornwairs powers yoii keaidMtl 

CttfU, 'Tis so ; they are afoot. 

Kent. Well, sir, Til bring yoa to our master Lear^ 
And leave yoa to attend hmi : some dear cause . 
Will in concealment wrap me up a while ; 
When 1 am known aright, you shall not grieve 
Lending me this acquaintance. I pray you, go 
Along with me [Exemt. 

SCENE IV. 
The same. A Tent. Enter Cordelia, Pkyaicianf amd Soldien, 

Car. Alack, 'tis he ; why, he was met even now 
As mad as the vex'd sea : singing aloud ; 
Crown'd with rank fumiter,^ and fuirow-weeds, 
With harlocks,^ hemlock, nettles, cuckoo-flowers, 
Darnel,^ and all the idle weeds that grow 
In our sustaining com. — A century send forth ; 
Search every acre in the high-grown field, 
And bring him to our eye. [£xit an 0|^er.]~-What can 

man's wisdom do. 
In the restoring his bereaved sense ? 
He, that helps him, take all my outward worth. 

Phy. There is means, madam ; 
Our foster-nurse of nature is repose. 
The which he lacks ; that to provoke in him,. 
Are many simples operative, whose power 
Will close the eye of anguish. 

Cor. All bless'd secrets. 
All you unpublish'd virtues of the earthy 
Spring with my tears ! be aidant, and remediate. 
In the good man's distress ! — Seek, seek for him ; 
Lest his ungovem'd rage dissolve the life 
That wants the means to lead it.^ 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mes. Madam, news ; 
The British powers are marching hitherward. 

Cor. 'Tis known before ; our preparation stands 
In expectation of them. — O dear father, 

rsi Fumitory. By the old hertxilists, written fumittery. HARRIS. 

[4] Hmrhch must be a typographical error for charlock, the comnKNi mbm of 
sbums arBenm, wild mustard. HARRIS. « 

[5) Danul, aceordinf to Gerard, is the moit hurtful of weeds Bmeng ton. 

STKBVXN'S 
f<n The reason which should guide it. JOHNSON. 
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t is thv business that I go about ; 

nierttJofia^reat France 

Cy moarning, and important team, hath pitied.^ 

7# blown ambitioB doth our amit incite,' 

$ut love, dear love, and our ag'd father's rigjht : 

&oon may I hear, and see him i [Exiunt, 

SCENE V. 

A Roam in Gloster's Castle, Enter Regan and Steward 

Reg. But are my brother's powers set forth ? 

Stew. Ay, madam. 

Reg. Himself 
[n person there ? 

&ew. Madam, with much ado ; 
four sister is the better soldier. 

Reg. Lord Edmund spake not with your lord at home ? 

Stew. No, madam. 

R^. What might import my sister's letter to him ? 

Stew. 1 know not, lady. 

R^. *Faith, he is posted hence on serious matter. 
t was great ignorance, Gloster's eyes being out, 
To let him live ; where he arrives, he moves 
Ul hearts against us : Edmund, 1 think, is gone, 
n piW of his misery, to despatch 
& Dieted Ufe f moreover,' to descry 
rhe strength o'the enemy. 

Siew. I must needs afler him, madam, with my letter. 

Reg. Our troops set forth to-m<Mrrow ; stay with us : 
The ways are dangerous. 

Stew. I may not, madam ; 
ly lady charg'd my duty in this business. 

R^. Why should she write to Edmund ? Might not you 
transport her purposes by word ? Belike, 
omething — I know not what ; — I'll love thee much, 
let me unseal the letter. 

Stew. Madam, I had rather — 

Reg. I know, your lady does not love her husband ; 
am sure of that : and, at her late being here» 
he gave strange oeiliads,* and most speakii^ looks 
"o noble Edmund : I know, you are of her bosons. 



11 Importaat, as in other plaoes In this anchor, fty iimportunaU, JtiiillSOic. 

y Noiaflalad,noswelUiigpride. JOHNSON* 

101 His life flMde dark adidglit tar the exflnction oTUseyes. 8TE EVKN& 

Oemaiufr. ilcast,orsi^rnific»nt|;luiceoftlweye. STEEVEN8. 
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Sttw. I, madam ? 

Reg. 1 sp^ak in understaDding ; yea are, I know it : 
Therefore, I do advise you, take this note :* 
My lord is dead ; Edmund and I have talk'd ; 
And more convenient is he for my hand, 
Than for your lady's : — You may gather more.* 
If you do find him, pray you, give him this ; 
And when your mistress hears thus much from you, 
1 pray, desire her call her wisdom to her. 
So, fare you well. 

If you do chance to hear of that hlind traitor, 
Preferment falls on him that cuts him off. 

Stew, 'Would [ could meet him, madam ! I would show 
What party I do follow. 

Reg, Fare thee well. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VI. 

The Country near Doroer, Enter Gloster, and Edgar 

dressed like a Peasant, 

Glo, When shall we come to the top of that same hill 1 

Edg, You do climh up it now : look, how we labour. 

Glo. Methinks, the ground is even. 

Edg, Horrible steep : 
Hark, do you hear the sea ? 

Glo. No, truly. 

Edg. Why, then your other senses grow imperfect 
By your eyes' anguish. 

Glo, So it may be, indeed : 
Methinks, thy voice is alter'd ;* and thou speak'st 
In better phrase, and matter, than thou^dst. 

Edg. You are much deceiv'd ; in nofmng am I chang'd, 
But in my garments. 

Glo, Methinks, you are better spoken. 

Edg. Come on, sir ; here's the place : — stand still. — 
How fearful 
And dizzy 'tis, to cast one's eyes so low ! 
The crows, and choughs, that wing the midway air. 
Show scarce so gross as beetles : Half way down 
Hangs one that gathers samphire ; dreadful trade ! 
Methinks, he seems no bigger than his head : 
The fishermen, that walk upon the beach. 
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Note means in this place not a letter, but a remark. JOHHBON. '^ 

You may infer more than I have directly told y6u. JOHNSOK. 

Ed|^ alters his voice in order to pass uterwards for a malinmnt iplrlt 

JOHIIBON. 
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•*■ Appear like mice ; and yoki' ti^ anchoring bailt, 
Diminish'd to her cock ;^ her cock, a buoy 
Ahnost too small for sight : The murmuring surge, 
That on the unnuH^r'd idle pebbles chafes, 
Cannot 1>e heard so high : — I'll look no more ; ^ 

Lest my brain turn, and the deficient sight 
Topple down headlong.^ 

Glo. Set me where you stand. 

Edg, Give me your hand : You are now within a foot 
Of the extreme verge : for all beneath the moon 
Would 1 not leap upright. 

Glo, Let go my hand. 
Here, friend, is another purse ; in it, a jewel 
Well worth a poor man's taking : Fairies, and gods. 
Prosper it with thee ! Go thou further off; 
Bid me farewell, and let me hear thee going. 

Edg. Now fare you well, good sir. [Seems to go 

Glo. With all my heart. 

Edg. Why I do trifle thus with his despair, 
Is done to cure it. 

Crlo. O, you mighty gods ! 
This world do 1 renounce ; and, in your sights, 
Shake patiently my great affliction off: 
If I could bear it longer, and not fall 
To quarrel with your great opposeless wills. 
My snuff, and loathed part of nature, should 
Bum itself out. If Edgar Uve, O, bless him ! — 
Now, feUow, fare thee well. [He leaps y and falls along. 

Edg. Gone, sir ? farewell. — 
And yet I know not how conceit may rob 
The treasury of life, when life itself 
Yields to the thefl.^ Had he been where he thought. 
By this, had thought been past. — ^Alive, or dead ? 
Ho, you sir ! friend ! — Hear you, sir ? — speak ! 



r51 Her cock— h«r cock-boaL JOHNSON. 

[6] This description lias beea much admired since the time of Artdlson, who 
has remarked, with a poor attempt at (rfeasantry, that ** He who can read it with- 
** ont being giddy, lias a rerj good head, or a v«iy bad one." The deseripHott 
is certainly not mean, bat I am far from tliinldng it wrourht to llie ntaoet «x- 
cellence of poetry. He that loolu from a precipice, finds lumself assailed by one 
great and dreadful image of irresistible destraetlon. Bat this orerwhelmiog 
Ulea is dissipated and enfeebted from the instant that the mind can restore 
Itself to the observation of particulars, and diffuse its attention to distinct ob« 
jects. The enumeration of the choughs and crows, the samphire mi^n, afid 
tbe fishers, counteracts the great effect of the prospect, as it peoples Hm dettrt 
of Immediate vacuity, and stras the mind in die rapidity of iu descent tbraucoeinpll* 

MS and horror. JOHNSON. 

[7] When life is willing to be destroyed. JOHNSON. 
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Thus might he pasi» indeed :*-— Tethe revives : a 

What are you, sir ? 

Glo. Away, and let me die. 

Edg. Hadst thou been aught but gossomer,* feathers, m 
So many fathom down precipitating,. 
Thou hadst shiver'd like an egg : but thou dost breathe 
Hast heavy substance ; bleed'st not ; speak'st ; art sonni 
Ten masts at each make not the altitude. 
Which thou hast perpendicularly fell ; 
Thy life's a miracle : Speak yet again. 

Glo. But have I fallen, or no ? 

Edg, From the dread summit of this chalky bourn :' 
Look up a-height ; — the shrill-gorg'd lark so far 
Cannot be seen or heard : do but look up. 

Glo. Alack, I have no eyes. — 
Is wretchedness deprived that benefit. 
To end itself by death ? 'Twas yet some comfort, 
When misery could be^ile the tyrant's rage. 
And frustrate his proud will. 

Edg, Give me your arm : 
Up : — So ; — How is't ? Feel you your legs ? You stand. 

Glo, Too well, too well. 

Edg, This is above all strangeness. 
Upon the crown o'the cliff, what thing was that 
Wnich parted from you ? 

Glo, A poor unfortunate beggar. 

Edg, As 1 stood here below, methought, his eyes 
Were two full moons ; he had a thousand noses. 
Horns whelk'd,' and wav'd like the enridged sea ; 
It was some fiend : Therefore, thou happy father. 
Think that the clearest gods,^ who make them honoiirs 
Of men's impossibilities, have preserv'd thee. 

Glo, I do remember now : henceforth I'll bear 
AfiSiction, till it do cry out itself. 
Enough, enough, and, die. That thing you speak of, 
I took it for a man ; often 'twould say, 
7%€ fiend, the fiend : he led me to that place. 



andd 



[81 Thai be might die in raalily. We fidU use the word poiamg UtL JOHMB. 
i\ Tlw fiubstanoe called gMt mrn tr is formed of the collected webiof tyirngtsidm 
. dnrinff calm weather m atttuvm sometimes faUs in amazinff qwstioiNi. 8< 
Bomao and Juliet, p. 34& HC^T WHITE. 

- - This chalky bouiutery. STEEVEN& 

Varied with protuberances. 6TEEVENS. 

. The porast \ the most free from evil. JOHNSON.— .fio in Tlaon of 
Eoots, jott dear gpods." MALONE. 
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\Edg. Bear free and patient thoughts/— But who eomei 

• 

EirUer IjEar, fantastically dressed up Tsnthjlowers. 

safer sense will ne^r accommodate 
master thus. 
Lear, No, they cannot touch me for coining ; I am die 

himsetf. 
Bldg. O thou side-piercing sight ! 
Lear, Nature's above art in that respect. — There's 

iour press-money. That fellow handles his bow like a 
row-keeper :* Draw me a clothier's yard. — Look, look, 

• mouse ! Peace, peace ; — ^this piece of toasted cheese 
will do't. There's my gauntlet ; I'll prove it on a gi- 
ant. — Bring up the brown bills. — ^O, well flown, bird !* 
i'the clout, i'the clout : hewgh ! — Give the word.' 

Edg. Sweet marjoram. 
Lear. Pass. 

* Glo, I know that voice. 

Lear, Ha ! Goneril ! — with a white beard ! — They flat- 
ter'd me like a dog ;* and told me, I had white hairs in 
iny beard, ere the black ones were there. To say ay, 
and no, to every thing I said ! — Ay and no too was no 
good divinity. When the rain came to wet me once, and 
the wind to make me chatter f when the thunder would 
not peace at my bidding ; there I found them, there I 
smelt them out. Go to, they are not men o' their words : 
they told me, I was every thing ; 'tis a lie ; I am not 
ague-prok)f. 

Glo. The trick of that voice I do well remember :* 
Is't not the king ? • 

Lear. Ay, every inch a king : 

[4] To be melancholy is to have the mind chained down to one painful idea : 
there is therefore $jeat propriety in exhorting Gloster to free thoti^htSj to an eman- 
Mpation of his soul irom grief ana despair. JOHNSON. 

[5j In several counties to this day, they rail a stuffed 6gure, representing a man, 
ind armed with a bow and arrow, set up to fright the crows from the fruit, andtanif 
X croiD-keeper as well as a scare-croui, THEOBALD. 

This croto-keq^r was so common in the author's time that it is one of the few pe- 
:uliarities mentioned by Ortelius in bis account of our island. JOHNSON. 

[6] Lear is here raving of archery, and shooting at buts, as is plain bv the words 
^ the etaui, that is, the white mark they set up and aim at : hence the pheaie, to hit 
he rohUe. WARBURTON. 

[71 Lear supposes himself in a garrison, and before he lets Edgar pass, requires 
h« wsteh-worcL JOHNSON. 

[81 They played the spaniel to me. JOHNSON. 

[9] This seems to be an allusion to king Canute's behavionr when hit oosrtien 
leered him as lord of the sea. STEEVEN8. 

£1] Trick, says Mr. Hanmer, is a word frequently used for the air, or that pe- 
(dWlty in a nee, toIm, or gMtore, which distiagoislMa it from others. 

^ ' • ' * STEEVEN6. 
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VFlien I do stare, see, how the suhfect qiMkM.-r- 
I pardon that man's life : What was thy eane t 
MuUerv. — 

Thou shalt not die : Die for adultery ! No : :,.: 

The wren goes to't, and the small gilded fly 
Does lecher in my sight. y, 

Let copulation thrive, for Gloster's hastard son 
Was kinder to his father, than my dau^ters 
Got 'tween the lawful sheets. 
To't, luxury, pell-mell, for I lack soldiers. — 
Behold yon' simpering dame. 
Whose race between her forks presageth snow ; 
That minces virtue, and does shake the head 
To hear of pleasure's name ; 
The fitchew,* nor the soiled horse,' goes to't 
With a more riotous appetite. 
Down from the waist they are centaurs, 
Though women all above : 
But to the girdle do the gods inherit. 
Beneath is all the fiends' ; there's hell, there's darkness, 
there is the sulphurous pit, burning, scalding, stench, 
consumption ; — Fye, fye, fye ! pah ; pah ! Give me an 
ounce of civet, good apothecary, to sweeten my imagi- 
nation : there's money for thee. 

Glo, O, let me kiss that hand ! 

Lear. Let me wipe it first ; it smells of mortality. 

Glo. O ruin'd piece of nature ! This great world 
Shall so wear out to nought. — Dost thou know me ? 

Lear, 1 remember thine eyes well enough. Dost thou 
squint at «ie ? No, do thy worst, bhnd Cupid ; I'll not 
love. — Read thou this challenge ; mark but the penning 
of it. 

Glo. Were all the letters suns, I could not see one. 

E^. I would not take this from report : — it is, 
And my heart breaks at it. 

Lear. Read. 

Glo. What, with the case of eyes ? 

Lear. O, ho, are you there with me ? No eyes in your 
head, nor no money in your purse ? Your eyes are in a 
heavy case, your purse in a light : yet you see how this 
world goes. 

[2] The fitchew— a polecat POPE. -^-— -—-—-— —— 

[91 Soiled hone— is a tenn for a hone that hat heen fed wtth hay and com la the 
stude dttrinf the winter, and is turned out in the spring to take the first flaih of 
rrassi or has it cut and carried In to him. This at oac« rkaimi the aalaal, aad 
ills him with blood. STEEVENS. 
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Glo. I see it feelingly. 

Lear. What, ttt mad ? A man may see how this world 

IS, with no eyes. Look with thine ears : see how yon* 

stice raik npon yon' simple thief. Hark, in thine ear : 
[Change places ; . and, handy-dandy, which is the justice, 
which is the thief ?^— Thou hast seen a farmer's dog bark 
at a beggar? 

Glo, Ay, sir. 

Lear. And the creature run from the cur ? There thou 
might'st behold the great image of authority : a dog's 

obeyed in office. 

Thou rs^cal beadle, hold thy bloody hand : 

Why dost thou lash that whore ? strip thine own back : 

Thou hotly lust'st to use her in that kind. 

For which thou whipp'st her. The usurer hangs the 

cozener. 
Through tatter'd clothes small vices do appear ; 
Robes, and furr'd gowns, hide all. Plate sin with gold. 
And the strong lance of justice hurtless breaks : 
Arm it in rags, a pigmy's straw doth pierce it 
None does offend, none, 1 say, none ; I'll able 'em :* 
Take that of me, my friend, who have the power 
To seal the accuser's lips. Get thee glass eyes ; 
And, like a scurvy politician, seem 

To see the things thou dost not. — Now, now, now, now . 
Pull off my boots : — ^harder, harder ; so. 

Edg. O, matter and impertinency mix'd ! 
Reason in madness ! 

Lear. If thou wilt weep my fortunes, take my eyes. 
I know thee well enough ; thy name is Gloster : 
Thou must be patient ; we came crying hither. 
Thou know'st, the first time that we smell the air. 
We waul, and cry : — I will preach to thee ; mark me. 

Glo. Alack, alack the day I 

Lear. When we are born, we cry, that we are come 

To this great stage of fools ; This a good block ?* — 

It were a delicate stratagem, to shoe 
A troop of horse with felt : I'll put it in proof; 
And when I have stolen upon these sons-in-law. 
Then, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill. 



;4] An old phrase slgnifyioe to qualify, or uphold them. WARBURTON. 

Perhaps we should reaol 

'Tit a good block. RITSON. 
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Enter a Gentleman^ witk AUmJkmU, 

Qmi* O, here he is ; laj hand upon him.— Sir, 
Tour matt dear daughter 

Lear, No rescue ? What, a prisoner ? I am ercii 
The natural fool of fortune. — ^Use me well ; 
Tou shall hare ransome. Let me have a snrgeoOf 
I am cut to the brains. 

Gent, You shall have any thing. 

Lear. No seconds ? All myself? 
Why, this would make a man, a man of salt,* 
To use his eyes for garden water-pots. 
Ay, and for laying autumn's dust. 

Geru, Good sir, — 

Lear. I will die bravely, like a bridegroom . What ? 
I will be joyial ; come, come ; I am a king. 
My masters, know you that ? 

Gent. You are a royal one, and we obey yoo. 

Lear. Then there's life in it. Nay, an you get it, you 
shall get it by running. Sa, sa, sa, sa. 

[Eocit^ runnif^ ; Attendants foll<m 

Gent, A sight roost pitiful in the meanest wretch ; 
Past speaking of in a king ! — Thou hast one daughter, 
Who redeems nature from the general curse 
Which twain have brought her to. 

Edg. Hail, gentle sir. 

Gent. Sir, speed you : What's your will ? 

Edg. Do you hear aught, sir, of a battie toward ? 

Gent. Most sure, and vulgar ; every one hears that. 
Which can distinguish sound. 

Edg. But, by your favour, 
How near's the other army ? 

Gent. Near, and on speedy foot ; the main descry 
Stands on the hourly thought.^ 

Edg. I thank you, sir : that's all. 

Gent. Though that the queen on special cause is here, 
Her army is mov'd on. 

Edg. I thank you, sir. [Exit Gent. 

Glo. You ever-gentle gods, take my breath from me ; 
Let not my worser spirit tempt me again 
To die before you please ! 

Edg. Well pray you, father. 

Glo. Now, good sir, what are you '^ 

[61 A man of salt U a man of tears. 8TEEVENS. 

[7] The hmKii bo<fy is eraeefed to be dueritd tterj hour. The expmsion if tarrik 

JOHMSOK 
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I^g. A most poor roan, made tame by fortune's blows ; 
Who, by the art of known and feeling sorrows, 
Am pregnant to good pity. Give me your hand, 
I'll lead you to some biding. 

Qlo, Hearty thanks : 
The bounty and the benizon of heaven 
To boot, and boot ! 

Enter Steward. 

Stew, A proclaim'd prize ! Most happy ! 
That eyeless head of thine was first fram'd flesh 
To raise my fortunes. — Thou old unhappy traitor. 
Briefly thyself remember :' — The sWDrd is out 
That must destroy thee. 

Glos Now let thy friendly hand 
Put strength enough to it. [Edgar opp09e$ 

Stew. Wherefore, bold peasant, 
Dar'st thou support a published traitor ? Hence ; 
Lest that the infection of his fortune take 
Like hold on thee. Let go his arm. 

Edg, Chill not let go, zir, without vurther 'easion. 

Stew, Let go, slave, or thou diest. 

Edg. Good gentleman, go your gait,' and let poor Tolk 
pass. And ch'ud ha' been zwagger'd out of my life, 
'twould not ha' been zo long as 'tis by a vortnight. Nay, 
come not near the old roan ; keep out, che vor'ye,* or ise 
try whether your costard* or my bat be the harder : Chi'l! 
be plain with you. 

Slew. Out, dunghill ! 

Edg. Chi'U pick your teeth, zir : Come ; no matter vor 
your foins.' 

[They fight ; and Edoar knocks him ddmn. 

Stew. Slave, thou hast slain me : — Villain, take my purse; 
if ever thou wilt thrive, bury my body ; 
And give the letters, which thou find'st about me, 
To Edmund earl of Gloster ; seek him out 
Upon the British party : — 0, untimely death ! [Diu* 

Edg. I know thee well : A serviceable villain ; 

(81 Qnickhr recollect the pMC oOtocet of thy Ufe, and recommeiid thyteir to kM. 
n. WARBURTON. 



[9] Oang your gnit it a common ^xprenioir in the North. In the last rebellion 
when the Scotch soldifrs had fiotehed their exereiM. instead of oar term of dinui* 
sisn, their phnue was ^on; your gaii$. STEEVENS. 

[1] Che vor ye— I worn you. Edgar oounterfeitt the western dialect. 

JOHNSON. 

£29 Costard is head. STEEVENS. 

(dj To foin U to make what we call a thrust in fencing. STEEVENS. 

Id Vol. IX, N 
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As duteous to the vices of thy mistress, 
As badness would desire. 

G/o. What, is he dead ? 

Edg. Sit you down, father ; rest you. — 
Let's see his pockets : these letters, that he speaks of, 
May be my friends. — lie's dead : I am only sorry 
He had no other death's-man. — Let us see : — 
Leave, gentle wax ; and, manners, blame us not : 
To know our enemies' minds, we'd rip their hearts ; 
Their papers, is more lawful.* 

[Reads.] Let our reciprocal vows be remembered. You 
have many opportunities to cut him off': if your will want 
not, time ana place will he fruitfully offered. There is no- 
thing done, if he return the conqueror : T%en am I the pri- 
soner, and his bed my gaol ; from the loathed warmth Tohere- 
of deliver me, and supply the place for your labour. 

Your wife, (so I would say,) and your qffeclionate ser- 
vant, GONERIL. 

O undistinguish'd space of woman's will !' — 

A plot upon her virtuous husband's hfe ; 

And the exchange, my brother ! — Here, in the sands. 

Thee I'll rake up,^ the post unsanctified 

Of murd'rous lechers : and, in the mature tiiAe, 

With this ungracious paper strike the sight 

Of the death-practis'd duke 'J For him 'tis well, 

That of thy death and business I can tell. 

[Exit Edgar, dragging out the bqdif 
Glo. The king is mad : how stiff is my Tile sense, - 
That I stand up, and have ingenious feeling 
Of my huge sorrows ! Better I were distract : 
So should my thoughts be sever'd from my griefi ; 
And woes, by wrong imaginations, lose 
The knowledge of themselves. 

Re-enter Edgar. 
Edg. Give me your hand : 
Far off, methinks, I hear the beaten drum. 
Come, father, I'll bestow you with a friend. ]^Exeuni, 

14] Our eMmtcs are put upon the rack, and torn in pieces to' extort eoafewioa of 
^l^eir lecretc ; to tear open .their letters is more lawful. WARBURTON. 

[N P vodbtinguiflBed licentiousness of a woman's incUnatioq. 8TEEVEN8. 

'[«^ Fll oovsr thee. In8t«ffordsbir& to rdb the lire, is to cover it with Awl fbriit 
niffhL JOHNSON. 

m Tbadyktt of Albany, whose de»th i» machinated by praclk$ or trM«m. 

johitsok: 
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SCENE VII. 

A Tent in the French Camp, Lear, on a bedy asleep ; Ph^ 
sician, Grentleman, and others, attending : Enter Corde* 
LiA and Kent. 

Cor. O thou good Kent, how shall I live, and work, 
To match thy goodness ? My life will be too short, 
And every measure fail me. 

Kent, To be acknowledg'd, madam, is overpaid. 
All my reports go with the modest truth ; 
Nor more, nor clipp'd, but so. 

Cor, Be better suited :' 
These weeds are memories of those worser hours ; 
1 pr'ythee, put them offl 

Kent, Pardon me, dear madam ; 
Yet to be known, shortens my made intent : 
My boon I make it, that you know me not, 
Till time and I think m^et. 

Cor. Then be it so, •my good lord. — How does the 
king ? [To the Physician. 

Phys. Madam, sleeps still. 
•Cor. O you kind gods. 
Cure this great breach in his abused nature ! 
The untun'd and jarring senses, O, wind up 
Of this child-changed father !^ 

Phys. So please ypur majesty. 
That we may wake the king ? he hath slept long. 

Cor. Be governed by your knowledge, and proceed 
I'the sway of jour own will. Is he array'd ? 

Gent. Ay, madam ; in the heaviness of his sleep. 
We put fresh garments on him. 

Phys. Be by, good madam, when we do awake him ; 
I doubt not of his temperance. 
Cor. Very well. 

Phys. Please you, draw near. — ^Louder the music th^re. 
Cor. O my dear father ! Restoration, hang 
Thy medicine on my lips ; and let this kiss 
Repair those violent harms, that my two sisters 
Have in thy reverence made ! 
Kent. Kind and dear princess I 

Cor. Had you not been their father, these white fldMt 
Had challeng'd pity of them. Was this a face 
To be ei^pos'd against the warring winds ? 

[81 Be better dressed, pat on a better suit of datbes. 6XSKVEMB. 

\9\ Chaaged 1^ his diUdren. MALONE. 
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To stand against the deep dread*bolted thunder ? 

In the most terrible and nimble stroke 

Of quick, cross lightning ? to wiitch (poor perdu !) 

With this thin helm !' Mine enemy's dog, 

Though he had bit me, should hare stood that night 

Against my fire ; And wast thou fuin, poor father, 

To hovel thee with swine, and rogues forlorn. 

In short and musty straw ? Alack, alack ! 

'Tis wonder, that thy life and wits at once 

Had not concluded all. — He wakes ; speak to him. 

Phys. Madam, do you ; 'tis fittest. 

Cor. How does my royal lord ? How fares yoar majesty " 

Lear, You do me wrong, to take me out o'the grave.-- 
Thou art a soul in bliss ; but I am bound 
Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears 
Do scald like molten lead. 

Cor. Sir, do you know me ? 

Lear. You are a spirit, I know, f When did you die 1 

Cor. StUl, still, far wide ! 

Phys. He's scarce awake ; let him alone awhile. 

Lear. Where have I been ? Where am I ? — Fair dwT' 
light ?— 
I am mightily abus'd.* — I should even die with pity. 
To see another thus. — I know not what to say.— 
I will ,not swear, these are my hands : — let's see ; 
I feel this pin prick. — 'Would I were assur'd 
Of my condition. 

Cor. O, look upon me, sir, 
And hold your hands in benediction o'er me : 
No, sir, you must not kneel. 

Lear, Pray, do not mock me : 
I am a very foolish fond old man, 
Fourscore and upward ; and, to deal plainly^ 
1 fear, I am not in my perfect mind. 
Mediinks, I should know you, and know this man ; 
Yet I am doubtful : for I am mainly ignorant 
What place this is ; and all the skill 1 have 
Remembers not these garments ; nor I know not 
Where 1 did lodge last night : Do not laugh at AM ; 
For, as 1 am a man, 1 think this hAj 
To tte toy child Cord^lia^ 



[I] The allusion Js to the forlorn-hope in an army, which are put son .«». 
adventores, and called in Frendi enfans perihu t she therefore calls her IktlMr. 
perdil. WARBURTON. -f *" ' » 

{S\ I aasttttoMy iaraosed on by appearaneet> I am in a ulrwge aiitt «C 
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Cor. And so I am, I am. 

Lear. Be your tears wet ? Yes, 'faith : I praj^ weep nGt: 
If jou havQ poison for me» I will drink it : 
1 know, you do not love me ; for your sisters 
Haye, as I ^o remember, done me wrong : 
You have some cause, they have not. 

Cor. No cause, no cause. 

Lear. Atn I in France ? 

Kent. In your own kingdom, sir. 

Liear. Do not abuse me. 

Phys. B^ comforted, good madam : the great tage. 
You see, di carM in him : and yet it is danger 
To make him even o'er the time he has lost.' 
Desire him to go in ; trouble him no more, 
Till further sealing. 

Cor. Wiirt' please your highness walk ? 

Lear. You must bear with me : 
Pray now, forget and forgive : 1 am old, and foolish. 

[Exeunt Lear, Cordelia, Physician^ and Attendants* 

Gent. Holds it true, sir. 
That the duke of Cornwall was so slain 7 

Kent* Most certain, sir. 

Gent. Who is conductor of his people ? 

Kent. As it is said, ' 
The bastard son of Gloster. 

Gent. They say, Edgar, 
His bttnishM son, is with the earl of Kent 
In Germany. 

Kent. Report is changeable. 
'Tis time to look about ; the powers o'the kingdom 
Approach apace. 

Gent. The arbitrement is like to be bloody. 
Fare you well, sir. [Exit. 

Kent. My point and period will be throughly wrought. 
Or well, or ill, as this day's battlers fought. [Exit. 

IS\ To reconcile it to bis aj^rebensioiL WARDURTON. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE 1.-7^ Camp of Hie British Forces, near Dvoer 
Enter, with drums and colours, Edmund, Regan, OffkerSy 
Soldiers, and others. 

Edm, Know of the duke, if his last purpose hold ; 
Or, whether since he is advisM by aught 
To change the course : He's full of alteration, 
And self-reproving : — ^briog his constant pleasure/ 

[To an Officer, who goes out, 

Reg. Our sister's man is certainly miscarried. . ^ . 

Earn. 'Tis to be doubted, madam; 

Reg. Now, sweet lord, * , 

You know the goodness I intend upon you : 
Tell me, — ^but truly, — ^but then speak the truth, 
Do you not love my sister ? 

Edm. In honoured love. 

Reg. But have you never found my brother's way 
To the forefended place ? 

Edm. That thought abuses you. 

Reg. I am doubtful that you have been coi\junct 
And bosom'd with het, as far as we call hers. 

Edm. No, by mine honour, madam. 

Reg. I never shall endure her : Dear my lord. 
Be not familiar with her. 

Edm. Fear me not : — 

She, and the duke her husband, 

Enter Albany, Goneril, and Soldiers, 

Gon. I had rather lose the battle, than that sister 
Should loosen him and me. -{Aside. 

Alb. Our very loving sister, well be met. — 
Sir, this I hear, — The king is come to his daughter, 
With others, whom the rigour of our state 
Forc'd to cry out. Where I could not be honest, 
I never yet was valiant : for this business, 
It toucheth us as France invades our land, 
Not holds the king ;' with others, whom, I fear. 
Most just and heavy causes make oppose. 

Edm, Sir, you speak nobly. 

f41 His settled resolatioii. JOHNSON. 

\S\ This business (says Albany,) touches us u France invadei oar kad, not 

M It holds the king, «w. L e. emboldens him to assert his former title. 

STSfiVENS. 
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Reg. Why is this reason'd ? 

Gan. Combine together 'gainet the enemy : 
For these domestic and particular broils 
Are not to question here. 

Mb, Let us then determine 
With the ancient of war on our proceedings. 

Edm, I shall attend you presently at your tent. 

Reg, Sister, you'll go with us ? • 

Cron, No. 

Reg. 'Tis most convenient ; pray you, go with us. 

Gon O, ho, I know the riddle : [Aside.] I will go. 
.its they are going outy enter Edgar, disguised. 

£it^.' If e'er your grace had speech with man so poor 
Hear me one woird. 

Mb. 141 overtake you. — Speak. 

^ [Exeunt Edm. Reg. Gon. Officers^ Soldiers^ and 
Attendants. 

Edg. Before you fight the battle, ope this letter. 
If you have victory, let the trumpet sound 
For him that In'ought it : Wretched though I seem, 
I can produce a champion, that will prove 
What is avouched there : If you nascarry, 
Your business of the world hath so an end. 
And machination ceases.^ Fortune love you ! 

Alb. Stay till I have read the letter. 

Edg. I was forbid it. 
When time shall serve, let but the herald cry. 
And I'll appear again. [Exit. 

Alb. Why, fare thee well ; I will o'erlook thy paper. 

Re-enter Edmund. 

Edm'.' The enemy's in view, draw up your powers. 
Here is the guess of their true strength and forces 
By diligent discovery ; — ^but your haste 
Is now org'd on yon. 

Alb. We will greet the time.^ [Exit. 

Edm. To both these sisters have I sworn my love ; 
Each jealous of the other, as the stung 
Are of the adder. Which of them shall I take ? 
Both ? one ? or neither ? Neither can be enjoy'd, 
If both remain alive : To take the widow. 
Exasperates, makes mad her sister Goneril ; 

6] All desigm against your life wUl have an end. STEEVENS . 

We wUTbe ready to meet the occasion. JOHNSON. 
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And hardly shall I carry out my side, 

Her husband being alive. Now then, we'll U8e 

His countenauce for the battle ; which being done, 

Let her, who would he rid of him, devise 

His speedy taking off. As for the mercy 

Which he intends to Lear, and to Coixlelia, — 

The battle done, and they within our power, 

Shall never sec his pardon : for my state 

Stands on me to defend, not to debate. [Exit* 

SCENE II. 

A Field between ike two Camps, Alarwn wiikin, MkUer, 
with drum and colours, Lear, Cordelia, and their Forces; 
and exeunt, Enter Edgar and Gloster. 

Edg, Here, father, take the shadow of this tree 
For your good host ; pray that the right may thrive : 
If ever I return to you again, 
I'll bring you comfort. 

Glo. Grace go with you, sir I [JEJxit Edgar. 

Alarums; afterwards a Retreat, Re-enter Edgar. 

Edg, Away, old man, give me thy hand, away ; 
Kitig Lear hath lost, he and his daughter ta'en : 
Give me thy hand, come on. 

Glo. No further, sir ; a man may rot even hevB. 

Edg, What, in ill thoughts again ? Men most endure 
Their going hence, even as their coining hither : 
Ripeness is all.^ Come on. 
* Glo, And that's true too. [Exeunt^ 

SCENE m. 

The British Camp near Dover, Enier^ in conque$t, 7»iih 

drum and colours, Edmund; Lear and Cordeua, as pri^ 

soners : Officers, Soldiers, 4^. 

Edm, Some officers take them away : Good guard ; 
Until their greater pleasures first be known 
That are to censure them. 

Cor. We are not the first, 
Who, with best meaning, have incurr'd the worst. 
For thee, oppressed king, am 1 cast down ; 
Myself could else out-frown false fortune's frown. — 
Shall we not see these daughters, and these sisters ? 

[8] To be ready, prepared^ U all. STEEVEN6. 
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Lear. No, no, no, no ! Come, let's away to prison : 
We two alpne will sing like birds i'the cage : 
When thou dost ask me blessing, I'll kneel down, 
And ask of thee forgiveness : So we'll live, 
And pray, and sing, and tell old tales, and laugh 
At gilded butterflies, and hear poor rogues 
Talk of court-news ; and we'll talk with them too,— 
Who loses, and who wins ; who's in, who's out ; — 
And take upon us the mystery of things, 
As if we were God's spies :^ And we'll wear out. 
In a waird prison, packs and sects of great ones, 
That ebb and flow by the moon. 

Edm. Take them away. 

Lear. Upon such sacrifices, my Cordelia, 
The gods themselves throw incenSe.' Have I caught thee ? 
He that parts us, shall bring a brand from heaven, 
And fire us hence, like foxes.' Wipe thine eyes ; 
The goujeres' -shall devour them, flesh and fell,* 
Ere diey dhsdl make us weep : we'll see them starve first. 
Come. [Exeunt Lear and Cordelia, guarded, 

Edm. Come hither, captain ; hark. - 
Take thou this note ; [Giving a paper.] go, follow them 

to prison : 
One step I have advanc'd thee ; if thou dost 
As this instructs thee, thou dost make thy way 
To noble fortunes : Know thou this, — ^that men 
Are as the time is : to be tender-minded 
Does not become a sword : — Thy great employment 
Will not bear question ; either say, thou'lt do't. 
Or thrive by other means. 

Qfi. I'll do't, my lord. 

Edm, About it ; and write Happy, when thou hast done. 
Mark, — I say, instantly ; and carry it so. 
As I have set it down. 

Q^. I cannot draw a cart, nor eat dried oats ; 
If it be man's work, I will do it. [Exit, 

[9] Asifwe were angels commissioned to surrey and report tlxe lires of men, 
am were consequently endowed with the power of piTin; into the original motiTes 
of action and the mysteries of conduct. JOHNSON. 

[1] The thought is extremely noble, and expressed in a sublime of imageiy that 
Seneca fell short of on the liiie occasion. " Ecce spectaculum dignom ad quod res- 
(* piciat, intenttts operi suo deus : ecce par deo dignum, vir fortis cum mala fortuna 
«*oompMitu8.» WARBURTON. ^ „^^^^ 

[2] it is usual to smoke foxes out of their holes. STEEVENS. 

[SJ The gtujeru is Uie morbus gallicus. Gouge, Fr. one of the common women 
attending a camp. HANMER. 

[4] Fie«h and fell—flesh and sicln. JOHNSON. 

Vol. IX. N 2 
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Flourish, Enter Albany, Goneril, Reoan, Officer^ and 

Attendants, 

Alb. Sir, you haye shown to-day your valiant strain, 
And fortune led you well : you have the captiyes. 
Who were the opposites of this day's strife : 
We do require them of you ; so to use them,. 
As we shall find their merits andour safety 
May equally determine. 

Edm, Sir, I thought it fit 
To send the old and miserable king , .-, 

To some retention, and appointcfd guard ; 
Whose age has charms in it, whose title more, 
To pluck tlAi common bosom on his side. 
And turn our impress'd lances in our eyes' 
Which do command them. With him I sent the queen ; 
My reason all the same ; and they are ready 
To-morrow, or at further space, to appear 
Where you shall hold your session. At this time. 
We sweat, and bleed : the friend hath lost his fiiend ; 
And the best quarrels, in the heat, ar^ curs'd 
By those that feel their sharpness : — 
The question of Cordelia, and her father. 
Requires a fitter place.® 

Alb, Sir, by your patience, 
I hold you but a subject of this war. 
Not as a brother. 

Reg, That's as we list to grace him. 
Methinks, our pleasure might have been demanded. 
Ere you had spoke so far. He led our powers ; 
Bore the commission of my place and person ; 
The which immediacy may well stand up,^ 
And call itself your brother. 

Gon. Not so hot : 
In his own grace he doth exalt himself. 
More than in your adrancement. 

Reg. In my rights. 
By me invested, he compeers the best. 

Alb. That were the most, if he should husband you. 

Reg. Jesters do oft prove prophets. 

Gofif Holla, holla I 

[6] Turn tbe launce-inen, whom we have hired by giving thempreMmoncyiagsiiot 
us. STEEVE^B. 

[6] The determination of the question, what shall be done with Cordelia and her 
father, should be reserved for greater privacy. 6TEEVENS. 

[7] Imme^Uaeyj supremacy in opposition to iubardination, which has juwMom n^- 
fAim between itselfand power JOHNSON, 
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That eye, that toid you so, look'd but a-squint. 

Reg. Lady, I am not well ; else I should answer 
From a full-flowing stomach. — General, 
Take thou my soldiers, prisoners, patrimony ; 
Dispose of them, of me ; the walls are thine :^ 
Witness the world, that I create thee here 
My .lord and master. 

Gon. Mean you to enjoy him ? 

AU). The let-alone lies not in your good-will.' 

Edm, Nor in thine, lord. -^ 

Mb, Half-blooded fellow, yes. 

Reg. Let the drum strike, and prove my title thine. 

[To Edmund* 

Alb, Stay yet ; hear reason :— Edmund, I arrest thee 
On capital treason ; and, in thy arrest. 
This gilded serpent -.—[Pointing to Gon.] — For your claim. 
I bar it in the interest of my wife ; [f<ur sister. 

'Tis she is sub-contracted to this lord, 
And I, her husband, contradict your bans. 
If you will marry, make your love to me, 
My lady is bespoke. 

Gon. An interlude ! 

Alb. Thou art arm'd, Gloster : — Let the trumpet sound : 
If none appear to prove upon thy person. 
Thy heinous, manifest, and many treasons, 
There is my pledge ; [ThroTanng down a glove.] I'll prove 
Ere I taste bread, thou art in nothing less [it on thy heart, 
Than I have here proclaimed thee. 

Reg. Sick, O, sick ! 

Gon, If not, 1*11 ne'er trust poison. [Aside. 

Edm. There's my exchange : [Throwing dorsm a glove*] 
What in the world he is. 
That names me traitor, villain-like he lies ; 
Call by thy trumpet : he that dares approach. 
On him, on you, (who not ?) I will maintain 
My truth and honour firmly. 

Alb. A herald, ho ! 

Edm. A herald, ho, a herald ! 

Alb. Trust to thy single virtue ; for thy soldiers, 
All levied in my name, have in my name 
Took their discharge. 

Reg. This sickness grows upon me. 

[81 A metaphurical phrase taken from the camp, and signifying, to surraider mt 
discretion. WARBURTON. 

[9] To obstruct their union lies not in your good pleasure: your veto will avaijl 
UotWnir, MALONE. .*>^ 
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Enter a Herald. 
Alb. She is not well ; convey her to my tent 

[Exit Regan, i$d 
Come hither, herald, — Let the trumpet sound, — 
And read out this. 

Off*. Souud, trumpet. [A trumpet soutUk. 

Herald reads. 
If any man of quality, or degree, within the lists of Ai 
army, will maintain upon Edmund, supposed earl of Glos- 
ter, that he is a mawfold traitor, let him appear at the 
third sound of the trumpet : He is hold in his defence. 



1 Trumpet. 

2 Trumpet. 
"3 Trumpet. 



Edm. Sound. 

Her. Again. 

Her. Again. 

[Trufnpet answers Tanthin 
Enter Edgar, armed, preceded by a Trumpet. 

Alb. Ask him his purposes, why he s^pears 
Upon this call o'the trumpet. 

Her. What are you ? 
Your name, your quality ? and why you answer 
This present summons ? 

Edg. Know, my name is lost ; 
By treason's tooth bare-gnawn, and canker-bit : 
Yet am I noble, as the adversary 
1 am come to cope withal. 

Alb. Which is that adversary ? 

Edg. What's he, that speaks for Edmund earl of Gloi- 

Edm. Himself ; — What say'st thou to him ? [ter ? 

Edg. Draw thy sword ; 
That, if my speech offend a noble heart, 
Thy arm may do thee justice : here is mine. 
Behold, it is the privilege of mine honours, 
My oath, and my profession :® I protest, — 
Maugre thy strength, youth, place, and eminence^ 
Despite thy victor-sword, and fire-new fortune. 
Thy valour, and Ay heart, — thou art a traitor : 
False to thy gods, thy brother, and thy father ; 
Conspirant 'gainst this high illustrious prince ; 
And, from the extremest upward of thy head, 
To the descent and dust beneath thy feet, 
A most toad-spotted traitor. Say thou, JVo, 
This sword, this arm, and my best spirits, are bent 
■t ■ ■ ■ III ^-^-^— 

VS] The privilege of this oath means the privilege gained b^ takioff the oath ad> 
fliiniftered in the regular initiation of a knight professed. JORnBOIf. 
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To prove upon thy heart, whereto I speak. 
Thou liest 

Edm. In wisdom, I should ask thy naihe ; 
Bat,.«ince thy outside looks so fair and warlike, 
And that thy tongue some 'say of breeding breathes*^ 
What safe and nicely I might well delay 
By n;ile of knighthood, I disdain and spurn : 
Back do I toss these treasons to thy head ; 
With the hell-hated lie overwhelm thy heart ; 
Which (for they yet glance by, and scarcely bruise,) 
This sword of mine shall give them instant way, 
Where they shall rest for ever. — Trumpets, speak. 

[Alarums. They fight. E^dmvkd falls, 

Gon. O save him, save him ! this is practice, Gloster : 
By the law of arms, thou wast not bound to answer 
An unknown opposite ; thou art not vanquish'd. 
But cozen'd and beguil'd. 

Alb. Shut your mouth, dame. 
Or with this paper shall I stop it : — Hold, sir : — 
Thou worse than any name, read thine own evil : — 
No tearing, lady ; I perceive, you know it. 

[Crives the letter to Edmund. 

Gon. S^y; if I do ; the laws are mine, not thine : 
Who shall arraign me for't ? 

Alb. Most monstrous ! 
Know'st thou this pajter*? 

Gon. Ask me not what I know. [Elxit^ 

Alb. Go after her : she's desperate ; govern her. 

[To an Officer^ who goes o«/. 

Edm. What you have charg'd me with, that have I don« j 
And more, much more : the time will bring it out : 
'Tis past, and so am I : But what art thou, 
That hast this fortune on me ? If thou art noble, 
I do forgive thee. 

£k^. Let's exchange charity. 
I am no less in bloodi than thou art, Edmund ; 
If more, the more thou hast wrong'd me. 
My name is Edgar, and thy father's son. 
The gods are just, and of our pleasant vices 
Make instruments to scourge us : 
The dark and vicious place where thee he got, 

tl] 'S»y for eway, some shew or probability. FOPE. 5«y if "^f ^VvENfi. 
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Cost him his eyes. 

Edm. Thou hast spoken right, 'tis true ; 
The wheel is come full circle ; I am here. 

Alb. Methought, thy yery gait did prophesy 
A royal nobleness : — I must embrace thee \ 
Let sorrow split my heart, if ever I 
Did hate thee, or thy father ! 

Edg. Worthy prince, 
I know it well. 

Alb. Where have you hid yourself? 
How have you known the miseries of your father ? 

Edg. By nursing them, my lord. — List a brief tale ; — 
And, when 'tis told, O, that my heart would burst ! — 
The bloody proclamation to escape. 
That followed me so near, (O our lives' sweetness ! 
That with the pain of death we'd hourly die 
Rather than die at once !) taught me to shifl 
Into a mad-man's rags ; to assume a semblance 
That very dogs disdain'd : and in this habit 
Met I my father with his bleeding rings. 
Their precious stoned new lost ; became his guide, 
Led him, begg'd for him, sav'd him from despair ; 
Never (O fault !) reveal'd myself unto him. 
Until some hsdf hour past, when I was arm'd, ' 
Not sure, though hopmg, of this good success, 
I ask'd his blessing, and from first to fast 
Told him my pilgrimage : But his flaw'd heart, 
(Alack, too weak the conflict to support !) 
'Twixt two extremes of passion, joy, and grief, 
Burst smilingly. 

Edm. This speech of yours hath mov'd me, 
And shall, perchance, do good : but speak you on f 
You look as you had something more to say. 

Alb. If there be more, more woful, hold it in 5 
For I am almost ready to dissolve. 
Hearing of this. 

Edg. This would have seem'd a period 
To such as love not sorrow ; but another. 
To amplif}' too-much, would make much more. 
And top extremity. 

Whilst I was big in clamour, came there a man, 
Who having seen me in my worst estate, 
Shunn'd my abhorr'd society ; but then, finding 
Who 'twas that so cndur'd, with his strong arms 
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He fastened on my neck, and bellowed out 
As heM burst heaven ; threw him on my father : 
Told the most piteous tale of Lear and him, 
That ever ear receivM, which in recounting 
His grief grew puissant, and the strings of iSe 
B^an to crack : Twice then the trumpet sounded. 
And there I left him tranc'd. 

Alb. But who was this ? 

Edg. Kent, sir, the banish'd Kent ; who in disguise 
Followed his enemy king, and did him service 
Improper for a slave. 

Enter a Gentleman hastily^ with a bloody knife. 

Gent. Help ! help ! O help ! 

Edg. What kind of help ? 

Alb. Speak, man. 

Edg. What means that bloody knife ? 

Gent. 'Tis hot, it smokes ; 
It came even from the heart of- 

Alb. Who, man ? speak. 

Gent. Your lady, sir, your lady : and her sister 
By her is poisoned ; she confesses it. 

Edm. I was contracted to them both ; all three 
Now marry in an instant. 

Alb. Produce their bodies, be they alive or dead ! — 
This judgment of the heavens, that makes us tremble, 
Touches us not with pity. [Exit Gentleman, 

Enter Kent* 

Edg. Here comes Kent, sir. 

Alb. O ! it is he. 
The time will not allow the compliment 
Which very manners urges. 

Kent. 1 am come 
To bid my king and master aye good night ; 
Is he not here ? 

Alb. Great thing of us forgot ! — 
Speak, Edmund, where's the king ? and where's Cordelia ? 
-r-See'st thou this object, Kent ? 

[The bodies of Gon. and Reg. are brought in, 

Kent, Alack, why thus ? 

Edm, Yet Edmund was belov'd : 
The one the other poison'd for my sake. 
And after slew herself. 

Alb. Even so. — Cover their faces. 

Edm, I pant for Ufe : — Some good I mean to do» 
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Despite of mine own nature. Quickly send, — 
Be brief in it, — ^to the castle ; for my writ 
Is on the life of Lear, and on Cordelia : — 
Nay, send in time. 

Alb. Run, run, O, ran — 

Edg, To who, my lord ? — Who has the office ? send 
Thy token of reprieve. 

Edm, Well thought on ; take my sword. 
Give it the captain. 

Alb. Haste thee, for thy life. [Exit Edgar. 

Edm. He hath commission from thy wife and me 
To hang Cordelia in the prison, and 
To lay the blame upon her own despair. 
That she fordid herself.* 

Alb. The gods defend her ! Bear him hence awhile. 

[Edmund t$ borne off". 
Enter Lear, rmth Cordelia dead in his arms ; EdgaR;, 

Officers^ and others. 

Lear. Howl, howl, howl, howl ! — O, you are men of 
stones ; 
Had 1 your tongues and eyes, i'd use them so 
That heaven's vault should crack : — O, she is gone for 

ever ! — 
I know when one is dead, and when one lives ; 
She's dead as earth : — Lend me a looking-glass ; 
If that her breath will mist or stain the stone. 
Why, then she lives. 

Kent. Is this the promis'd end ? 

Edg. Or image of that horror ?^ 

r21 To/«rdo signifies to destroy by suicide. 6TEEVENS. 

[si It appears to me that by tlie promised end Kent does not mean that condnsioa 
wnidi the state of tlieir affairs seemed m promise, but tlie end of tlie world. In St. 
Maiii's Gospel, wlien Ciirist foretells to liis disciples the end of tb^ world, and if des- 
cribing to tnem the signs which were to prepede, and mark the approach o^, our fi- 
nal dissolution, he says, <* For in those days shall he affliction such as too* not from (Ac 
heginning <ffthe creation which God created unto this time^ neither shall be t''^ and af- 
terwards he says, ^* Mow the brother shall betray the brother to death^ and tike father 
the son i and chUdren shall riu up against their parents^ and shall cauet than to he 
put to death.^ Kent in contemplating ttie unexamined scene of exquisite afflktioa 
which was then before liim, and the unnatural attempt of Goneril and R^[an 
against their &ther's life, recollects these passages, and asks, whether that wu the 
end of the world that had been foretold to us i To which Edgar adds, or only a re- 
presentation or resemblance of that horror f 

So Macbeth, when he calls upon Banquo, Malcolm, kc. to view Ounoui myrdcr^ 
•d, says — 

« up, up, and see *■ 

" The great doonCs image ! Malcolm ! Banquo ! 

" As from your graves rise up, and walk like sprights, 

" To countenance this horror y 
There is evidently an allusion to the same passages in scripture, in a speec h of 
Oloster's, which be makes in the second scene of the first Act : 

** These late eclipses in the sun and moon portend no good to us*,— love cools; 
friendship fidls off; brothers divide *, in cities, mutinies *, in countries, discord } in pal- 
aces, treason ; and the bond cracked twixt son and (ather. This villain of mine 



Mb, FaU, and cease ! 

Lear. This feather stirs ; shelires ! if it be so^ 
It b a chance that does redeem all sorrows 
That erer I have felt 

Kent. O my good master ! [Kneeling, 

Lear. Pr'ythee, away. 

Edg. 'Tis noble Kent, your friend. 

Lfar. A plague upon you, murdererd, traitors all ! 
I might hare sav'd her ; now she's gone for ever ! — 
Cordelia, Cordelia, stay a little* Ha ! 
What is't thou say'st ? — Her voice was ever soft, 
Gentle, and low ; an excellent thing in woman : — 
I kill'd the slave that was a hanging thee. 

Q^. 'Tis true, my lords, he did. 

Lear. Did I not, fellow ? 
I have seen the day, with my good biting faulchion 
I would have made them skip : I am old now, 
And these same crosses spoil me.-— Who are you ! 
Mine eyes are none o'the best : — I'll tell you straight. 

Kent. If fortune brag of two she lov'd and hated, 
One of them we behold. 

Lear. This is a dull sight : Are you not Kent ? 

Kent. The same ; your servant Kent : Where is your 
servant Caius ? 

Lear. He's a good fellow, I can tell you that ; 
He'll strike, and quickly too : — He's dead and rotten. 

Kent. No, my good lord ; I am the very man ;— 

fjear. I'll see that straight. 

Kent. That, from your first of difference and decay, 
Have follow'd your sad steps. 

Lear. You are welcome hither. [deadly.— 

Kent. Nor no man else ; all's cheerless, dark, and 
Vour eldest daughters have fore-doom'd themselyes. 
And desperately are dead. 

Lear. Ay, so I think. 

Alb. He knows not what he says ; an4' Tsin it is 
That we present us to him. 

Edg. Very bootless. 

- - — ^^— — ^■^^^— — — ^^-^-^— ~— ^— ■— — ^^^-~— 

oomes ututer the prediction ; thereU wn agmmst father f the Unr/mtttfrem thtHm •f 
nuture j tkere^e father oftmut duU : We have leen the beet of our time." 

If any criUcks should urge it as an ol^ection to thii explanation, that t he per- 
son« of the drama are peffMMi and of consequence unacquainted with the leriylwif, 
they give Shakettpeare credit for more accuracy than I fear he VOUtMM. 

BL MAoOII. 

Thif iiole defenres the higheA praise, and is inserted in the prtient work wH^lie 
utmost degne of graUtude to ito author. ST££V£NS. 

20 Vol. IX. 



306 KINO LEAR. ACT V* 

Enter an Oficert 

Q^. Edmund is dead, my lord. 

Alh. That's but a trifle here.— 
You lords, and noble friends, know our intent. 
What comfort to this great decay may come, 
Shall be applied : For us, we will resign. 
During the life of this old majesty, 
To him our absolute power : — You, to your rights ; 

\To Edgjir and Kent 
With boot, and such addition as your honours 
Have more than merited. — All friends shall taste 
The wages of their virtue, and all foes 
The cup of their deservings. — ^O, see, see ! 

Lear, And my poor fool is hang'd !^ No, no, no life : 
Why should a dog, a horse, a rat, have life. 
And thou no breath at all ? O, thou wilt come no more, 
Never, never, never, never, never ! — 
Pray you, undo this button.* Thank you, sir. — 
Do you see this ? Look on her, — look, — her lips, — 
Look there, look there !— [He dies. 

Edg, He faints : — My lord, my lord. — 

Kent. Break, heart ; I pr'ythee, break I 

Edg. Look up, my lord. 

Kent. Vex not his ghost : O, let him pass ! He hates him, 
That would upon the rack of this tough world 
Stretch him out longer. 

Edg. O, he is gone, indeed. 

Kent. The wonder is, he hath endur'd so long : 
He but usurp'd his life. 

Alb. Bear them from hence. — Our present business 
Is general woe. Friends of my soul, you twain 

[To Kent and Edgar. 
Rule in this realm, and the gor'd state sustain. 

Kent. I have a journey, sir, shortly to go ; 
My master calls, and I must not say, no. [Dies. 

Alb. The weigtit of this sad time we must obey ; 
Speak what we feel, not what we ought to say. 
The oldest hath borne most : we, that are young. 
Shall never see so much, nor live so long. 

[Exeunt, with a dead march. 

[4] This is an expression of tenderness for his dead OonMUa, (not his fool, as some 
have tluMight) on whose lips he is still intent, and dies away, while be is searrhing 
'" for Indications of life. STEEVENS. 



(in The Rer. J. Warton Judiciously observes, tl»t tlie swelling and h eavinf of 
Um Loan it described 1^ this most expressive drcamitaiice, oTfinFENS. 



ROMEO AND JULIET, 



OBSERVATIONS. 



KoMEO AKD Juliet.] The story on which this play id 
founded, is related as a true one in Girolamo de la Corte^s 
Huiory of Verona. It was originally published by an 
anonymous Italian novelist in 1549 at Venice ; and again 
in 1553, at the same place. The first edition of BandelloV 
work appeared a year later than the last of these already 
mentioned. Pierre Boisteau copied it with alterations and 
additions. Belleforest adopted it in the first volume of h\i 
collection 1596 : but very probably some edition of it yet 
more ancient had found its way abroad ; as, in this im- 

S roved state, it was translated into English, by Arthur 
irooke, and published in an octavo volume, 1562, but 
without a name. On this occasion it appears in the. form of 
a poem entitled, The tragicall Historie of Ronieus and 
Juliet : It was republished in 1587, under the same title : 
** Contayning in it a rare Example of true Constande : with 
the subtiU Counsels and Practices of an old Fryer ^ and their 
Event. Imprinted by R. Robinson.^^ Among the entries on 
the Books of the Stationers' Company, I find Feb. 18, 1582: 
«M. Tottel] Romeo and Juletta.'' Again, Aug. 5, 1696 : 
'* Edward White] a new ballad oi Romeo ?LudJuliett.^* The 
fame story is found in The Palace of PlecLsure : however, 
Shakespeare was not entirely indebted to Painter's epitome; 
but rather to the poem already mentioned. Stanyhurst, the 
translator of Virgil in 1582, enumerates Julietta among 
his heroines, in a piece which he calls an Epitaph, or Com- 
mune Defunctorum : and it appears (as Dr. Farmer has 
observed,) from a passage in Ames's Typographical Antiffui- 
tiesy that the story had likewise been translated by anotner 
hand. Captain Breval in his Travels tells us, that he saw 
at Verona the tomb of these unhappy lovers. Steevens. 

This story was well known to the English poets beftre 
the time of Shakespeare. In an old collection of poem^, 
called A gorgeous Gallery of gallant Inventions ^ 1578, I 
find it mentioned : 

<* Sir Ramau? annoj but tride feenii to mine." 

And again, Romeus and Juliet are celebrated in ** A poor 
Knight his Palace of private Pleasure ^ 1579." Famer. 
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The first of the foregoing notes was prefixed to two of 
•ur ibrmer editions ; hut as the following may he in some 
respects more correct, it would he unjustly withheld from 
the pubUck. — This is not the first time we have profited 
by the accuracy of Mr. Malone. Stebvjuts. 

The original relater of the story on which this play is 
formed, was Luigi da Porto, a gentleman of Vicenza, who 
died in 1529. His novel did not appear till some years 
afler his death ; heing first printed at Venice in 1536, un^ 
der the title of La GMietta, A second edition was pub 
lished in 1539 ; and it was again reprinted at the same 
place in 1553, (without the author's name,) with the fol- 
lowing title : Historia nuovamente ritrovata cU due nobUi 
Amantiy con la loro pietosa morte ; trUeyvenuta gia nella 
dtta di Verona^ nell tempo del Signor Bartolomeo dellw 
SccUa, JSTuovamente stampata. 

In 1554 Bandello published, at Lucca, a novel on the 
same subject; [Tom. II. Nov. ix.] and shortly afterwards 
Boisteau exhibited one in French, founded on the Italian 
narratiTes, but varying from them in many particular!. 
From Boisteau's novel the same story was, in 1562, formed 
into an English poem, with considerable alterations and 
large additions, by Mr. Arthur Brooke. This piece, was 
printed by Richard Tottel with the following title, written 
probably, according to the fashion of that time, by the 
bookseller : The TragicaU Hystory of Romeus and Juliet, 
^ontaintf^ a rare Example of true Constancie : tpUh the 
suhtill Counsels, and Practices of an old Fryer, and their 
ill event. It was again published by the same bookseller 
in 1682. Painter in the second volume of his Palace of 
PUamtre, 1567, published a prose translation from the 
French of Boisteaii, which he entitled Rhomeo and JuH" 
etta. Shakespeare had probably read Painter's novel, 
having taken one circumstance from it or some other prose 
translation of Boisteau ; but his play was undoubtedly 
formed on the poem of Arthur Brooke. This is proved 
decisively by the following circumstances. 1. In the poem 
the prince of Verona is called Escalus ; so also in the 
play. — In Painter's translation from Boisteau he is named 
Signor Escala ; and sometimes Lord Bartholomew of Es- 
csda. 2. In Painter's novel the family of Romeo are called 
the MonUsches ; in the poem and in the play, the Montq^ 
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gues. 3. The messenger employed by friar Laarence to 
carry a letter to Romeo to inform him when Juliet would 
awake from her trance, is in Painter's translation called 
Anselme : in the poem, and in the play, friar John is em- 
ployed in this business. 4. The circumstance of Capulet's 
writing down the names of the guests whom he invites to 
supper, is found in the poem and in the play, but is not 
mentioned by Painter, nor is it found in the original Italian 
novel. 5. The residence of the Capulets, in the orig^nal^ 
and in Painter, is called Villa Franca ; in the poem and in 
the play Freetown. 6. Several passages of Romeo and Ju- 
liet appear to have been formed on hints furnished by the 
poem, of which no traces are found either in Painter's 
novel, or in Boisteau, or the original ; and several ex- 
pressions are borrowed from thence. 

With respect to the name of Romee, this also Shake- 
speare might have found in the poem ; for in one place 
that name is given to him : or he might have had it from 
Painter's novel, from which or from some other prose 
translation of the same story he has, as I have already said* 
taken one circumstance not mentioned in the poem. In 
1570 was entered on the Stationers' books by Henry Byn- 
neman. The Pitifull Hystory of ij lovyng Italians, watch 
I suspect was a prose narrative of the story on which our 
author's play is constructed. 

Breva) says in his travels, that on a strict inquiry into 
the histones of Verona, he found that Shakespeare had 
varied very little from the truth, either in the names, 
characters, or other circumstances of his play. Malone. 

It is plai.n from more than one circumstance, that Shake- 
speare had read this novels both in its prosaick and mietri- 
cal form. He might likewise have met with other poeti- 
cdl pieces on the same subject. We are not yet at the 
end of our discoveries relative to the originals of our au- 
thor's dramatick pieces. Stc:evens, 



PROLOGUK 

TWO households, both ahke in dignity, 

In fair Verona, where we lay our sci^nei 
From ancient grudge break to new mutiny, 

Where civil blood makes civil hands unclean. 
From forth the fatal loins of these two foe^s 

A pair of star-cross M lovers take their life ; 
Whose misadventur'd piteous overthrows 

Do, with their death, bury (heir parents' strife. 
The feaiful passage of their death-mark'd love, 

And the continuance of their parents' rage, 
Which, but their children's end, nought could remove. 

Is now the two hours' traffic of our stage ; 
The which, if you with patient ears attend, 
What here shall miss, otir toil shall strive to mend. 



PERSONS REPRESEKTED 

EsciLVS, prince of Verona. 

Paris, a young nobleman, kinmian to the prince, 

Montague, > heads of the two houses y at variance with 

Capulet, y each other. 

An old Man, uncle to Capulet, 

Romeo, son to Montague. 

Mercutio, kinsfnan to the prince, and friend to Romio. 

Benvolio, nephew to Montague, and friend to Romeo, 

Tybalt, nephew to lady Capulet. 

Friar Laurence, a Franciscan, 

Friar John, of the same order, 

Baltrasar, servant to Romeo, 

G^^RY I ^^^^"^ ^ Capulet, 

Abram, servant to Montc^^. 

An Apothecary. 

Tliree Musicians. • ' 

Chorus. Boy; Page to Paris; Pjster ; an Ofiett. 

Lady Montague, w^e to Montague. 
Lady Capulet, wije to Capulet. 
Juliet, daughter to Capulet, 
Nurse to Juliet. 

Citizens of Verona ; several Men and ffojaen^ JUUlions 
to both houses ; Maskers, Guards, Watchmen, and Atten' 
dants. 

SCENE-^uring the greater part of the play, in Vtrmia * 
once in me fifth act at Mantua, 
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ROMEO AND JULIET. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I. — A Public Place, Enter Sampson and GficooRr 
armed wi^ swards and bnckUrs. 

Sampson. 

IxREGORY, o'my word, we'll not carrj coals.' 

Ore. No, for then we sludl be colliers. 

Sam, I mean, an we be in choler, we'll draw. 

Gre. Ay, while yoa live, draw your neck out of the 
collar. 

Sam, I strike quickly, being moved. 

Gre. But thou art not quickly moved to strike. 

Sam, A dog of the house of Montague moves me. 

Gre, To move, is — ^to stir ; and to be valiant, is— to 
stand to it : therefore, if thou art moved, thou run'st 
away. 

Sam, A dog of that house shall move me to stand : I 
will take the wall of any man or maid of Montague's. 

Gre, That shows thee a weak slave ; for the weakest 
goes to the wall. 

Sam, True ; and therefore women, being the weaker 
vessels, are ever thrust to the wall : — therefore I will 
push Montague's men from the wall, and thrust his maids 
to the wall. 

Gre, The quarrel is between our masters, and us their 
men. 

Sam, 'Tis all one, I will show myself a tyrant : when 
I have fought with the men, I will be cruel with the 
maids ; I will cut off their heads. 

Gre, The heads of the maids ? 

Sam, Ay, the heads of the maids, or their maiden- 
Ir^ads ; take it in what sense thou wilt. 
:- Gre, They must take it in sense, that feel it. 

Sam. Me they shall feel, while I am able to stand : ^nd, 
'tis known, I am a pretty piece of flesh. ._ 

. 1111 Dr. Warbarton werj jasthr ofacerves, that this was a phrue fornf riy U me to 
' trAify tht karmf injuriet. 8TEEVEN8. 

Vol. IX. O 
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Gre, 'Ti3 well, thou art not fiah ; if thou hftdst, thou 
hadst been Poor John.* Draw thy tool ; here comes two 
of the house of the Montagues. 

Enter Abram and Balthasar. 

Sam, My naked weapon is out ; quarrel, I will back 

thee. 

Gre. How ? turn thy back, and run ? 

SoBtn. Fear me not. 

Gre. No, marry ; I fear thee ? 

Sam. Let us take the law of our sides ; let them begin. 

Gre. 1 will frown, as I pass by ; and let them take it as 
they list. 

Sam. Nay, as they dare. I will bite my thumb at 
them ;' which is a disgrace to them, if they bear it. 

Ahr. Do you bite your thumb at us, sir ? 

Sam. I do bite my thumb, sir. 

Ahr. Do you bite your thumb at us, sir?; 

Som. Is the law on our side, if I say — ay ? 

Gre. No. 

Sam. No, sir, I do not bite my thumb at you, sir ; but 
I bite my thumb, sir. 

Gre. Do you quarrel, sir ? 

Mr. Quarrel, sir ? no, sir. 

Sam. If you do, sit, I am for you ; I senre as good a 
man as you. 

Ahr. No better. 

Sam. Well, sir. 

Enter Benvolio, at a distance. 

Gre. Say — ^better ; here comes one of my master's 
kinsmen. 

Sam. Yes, better, sir. 

Abr. You lie. 

Sam. Draw, if you be men. — Gregory, remember thy 
swashing blow. [They fight. 

Ben. Part, fools ; put up your swords ; you know not 
what you do. [Beats down their swords. 

Enter Tybalt. 
Tyb. What, art thou drawn among these heartless hin^?? 

!21 Poor John is a hake, dried and salted. MALONE. 

S] Dr. Lodge, in a pamphlet called Wits Mlserie, &c 1596, has this pasMff 
Id next I see Contempt marching forth, eiving mee the./Seo vritk kk CAmm 
mmUL** In a translation from Stephens's Apology for Herodotus, 1607, I mi 
these words : " It is said of the Italians, if they once hite tkeirjinttn' snib in < 
ening aumner, God knows, if they set upon their eaemle face to fiwe, It is 
they GMioot assaU him behind hU backe.'' ST££VE19S. ' 
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Turn dM^, Benvolio, look upon thy death. 

Ben» I do but keep the peace ; put up thy sword, 
Or manage it to part these mea with me. 

Tyb. What, drawn, and talk of peace ? I hate the word, 
As I hate hell, all Montagues, and thee : 
Have at thee^ coward. [Theyjighf. 

* « 

EfUer several Partizam of hoih Houses^ who join Hie fray ; 

then enter Citizens, with clubs, 
at. Clubs, bills, and partizans ! strike ! beat them down! 
Down with the Capulets ! down with the Montagues ! 
Enter Capulet, in his gown ; and Lady Capulet. 
Cap. What noise is this ? — Give me my long sword,* hoi 
La. Cap. A crutch, a crutch ! — Why call you for a 
sword ? 

Cap. My sword, I say I — oldlVfontague is come. 
And nourishes his blade in spite of me. 

Enter Montague and Lady Montague. 
Mon. Thou villain Capulet, — Hold me not, let me go. 
La. Mon. Thou shalt not stir one foot to seek a foe. 

Enter Prince, with Attendants. 

Prince. Rebellious subjects, enemies to peace, 
Profaners of this neighbour-stained steel, — 
Will they not hear ? — what ho ! you men, you beasts,— «• 
That quench the fire of your pernicious rage 
With purple fountains issuing from your veins. 
On pain of torture, from those bloody hands 
Throw your mis-temper'd weapons to the ground, 
And hear the sentence of your moved prince. — 
Three civil brawls, bred of an airy word. 
By thee, old Capulet, and Montague, 
Have thrice disturb'd the quiet of our treets ; 
And made Verona's ancient citizens 
Cast by their grave beseeming ornaments. 
To wield old partizans, in hands as old, 
Canker'd with peace, to part your canker'd hate : 
If ever you disturb our streets again, 
Yonr Kves shall pay the forfeit of the peace. 
For this time, all the rest depart away : 
You, Capulet, shall go along with me ; 
And, Montague, come you this aHeraoon, 
To know our further pleasure in this case, 

M Th« long tword w^s the mard wed .ia wmr, wkich wu MneCiniei witUMi 
-mm botb huMla. JOHNSOir 



N 



/; 



"IG ROMEO A>'D JUIJET. ACT I. 

To old Free-town, our common judgment-place. 
Once more, on pain of death, all men depart. 

[Exeurit Prince, and Attendants; Capulet, Lady 
Capulet, Tybalt, CitizenSy and Servams, 

La, Mon. Who set this ancient quarrel new abroach ?— 
Speak, nephew, were you by, when it began ? 

Ben, Here were the senrants of your SMdversary, 
And yours, close fighting ere I did approach : 
I drew to part them ; in the instant came 
The fiery Tybalt, with his sword prepared ; 
Which, as he breath'd defiance to my ears, 
1 le swung about his head, and cut the winds, 
Who, noUiing hurt withal, hiss'd him in scorn : 
W^hile we were interchanging thrusts and blows, 
(^ame more and more, and fought on part and part. 
Till the prince came, who parted either part. 

La, Mon, O, where is Romeo ! — saw you him to-day t 
Right glad I am, he was not at this fray.. 

TSen, Madam, an hour before the worshippM sun 
Peer'd forth the golden window of the east, 
A troubled mind drave me to walk abroad ; 
Where, — underneath the grove of sycamore, 
That westward rooteth from the city's side, — 
So early walking did I see your son : 
Towards him I made ; but he was 'ware of me, 
And stole into the covert of the wood : 
I, measuring his affections by my own, — 
That most are busied when they are most alone, — 
Pursued my humour, not pursuing his. 
And gladly shunn'd who gladly fled firom me. 

Mon, Many a morning hath he there been seen, 
With tears augmenting the fresh morning's dew. 
Adding to clouds more clouds with his deep sighs : 
But aU so soon as the all-cheering sun 
Should in the furthest east begin to draw 
The shady curtains from Aurora's bed, 
Away from light steals home my heavy son, 
And private in his chamber pens himself ; 
Shuts up his windows, locks fair day-light out, 
And makes himself an artificial night : 
Black and portentous must this humour prove, 
T^nless good counsel may the cause remove. 

Ben, My noble uncle, do you know the cause ? 

Mon, I neither knoAv it, nor can learn of him. 
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Ben. Hav6 you imp6rtun'd him by any means ? 

Mon. Both by myself, and many other friends : 
But he, his own affections' counsellor, 
Is to himself — I will not say, how true — 
But to himself so secret and so close, 
So &T from sounding and discovery. 
As is the bud bit with an envious worm, 
Ere he can spread his sweet leaves to the air, 
Or dedicate his beauty to the sun. 
Could we but learn from whence his sorrows grow» 
We would as willingly give cure, as know. 

Enter Romeo, at a distance. 

Ben. See, where he comes : So please you, step aside; 
rU know his grievance, or be much denied. 

Mon. I would, thou wert so happy by thy stay, 
To hear true shriiL — Come, madam, let's away. 

[Exe. Mont, and Lady 

Ben. Good morrow, cousin. 

Ram. Is the day so young ? ^ 

Ben. But new struck nine. 

Rom. Ah me ! sad hours seem long. 
Whs that my father that went hence so fast ? 

Ben. It was : — What sadness lengthens Romeo's hours? 

Rom. Not having that, which, having, makes them short. 

Ben. In love ? 

Rom. Out — ,^ 

Ben. Of love ? 

Rom. Out of her favour, where I am in love. 

Ben. Alas, that love, so gentle in his view, 
Should be so tyrannous and rough in proof! 

Rom. Alas, that love, whose view is mufiQed still. 
Should, without eyes, see pathways to his will ! 
Where shall we dine ? — O me ! — What fray was here ? 
Yet tell me not, for I have heard it all. 
Here's much to do with hate, but more with love : — 
Why then, O brawling love ! O loving hate ! 
O any thing, of nothing first create ! 
O heavy lightness ! serious vanity ! 
Mis-shapen chaos of well-seeming forms ! 
Feather of lead, bright smoke, cold fire, sick health ! 
Still-wakinff sleep, that is not what it is ! — 
This love leel 1, that feel no love in this. 
Dost thou not laugh ? 

Ben» No, coz, I rather weep. 
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Rom. Qood heart, at what ? 

Ben. At thy good heart's oppression. 

Rom. Why, such is love's transgressiilft.' 
Griefs of mine own lie heavy in my hreast ; 
Which thou wilt propagate, to have it prest 
With more of thine : this love, that thou hast shown^ 
Doth add more grief to too much of mine own. 
Love is a smoke rais'd with the fume of sighs ; 
Being purg'd,® a fire sparkling in lovers' eyes ; 
Being vex'd, a sea nourish'd with lovers' tears : 
What is it else ? a madness most discreet, 
A choking gall, and a preserving sweet. 
Farewell, my coz. [Qoihg 

Ben. Sofl, I will go along ; 
And if you leave me so, you do me wrong. 

Rom. Tut, I am lost myself ; I am not here ; 
This is not Romeo, he's some other where. 

Ben. Tell me in sadness,^ who she is you lore ? 

Rom. What, shall I groan, and tell thee ? 

Ben. Groan ? why, no ; 
But sadly tell me, who. 

Rom. Bid a sick man in sadness make his will :—-« 
Ah, word ill urg'd to one that is so ill ! — 
In sadness, cousin, I do love a woman. 

Ben. I aim'd so near, when I suppos'd you lov'd. 

Rom. A right good marksman ! — and she's fair I love. 

Ben. A right fair mark, fair coz, is soonest hit. 

Rom. Well, in that hit, you miss : she'll not be hit 
With Cupid's arrow, she hath Dian'^s wit ;* 
And, in strong proof of chastity well arm'd,^ 
From iove's weak childish bow she lives unharm'd> 
She will not stay the siege of loving terms. 
Nor bide the encounter of assailing eyes, 
Nor ope her lap to saint-seducing gold : 
O, she is rich in beauty ; only poor, 
That, when she dies, with beauty dies her store. 

Ben. Then she hath sworn, that she will still live chaste? 



Such is the consequence of unskilful and mistaken kindness. JOHNSON. 

^6] The author may mean bein^ pureed of snutkCf but it is perhaps a meaniaff 
never given to the word in any other place. I would rather read, hting urg'd : b^ 
ing excited and inforced. To nrgt the fire is the technical term. 
T7] That is, tell me gravely^ tefi me in seriousness. JOHNSON, 

[s] As this play was written in the reign of Queen Elizabeth, I cannot help 
refarding these speeches of Romeo as an oblique compliment to her majashr. 

8T£ E VSNS* 
[9] In QbMti^ of proof, a« we say tn arnunur of proof. JOHNSON. 
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, Rom. She hath, and in that sparing makes huge wafte i 

For beauty, starv'd with her severity, 

Cuta beauty off fr<^a all posterity. 

She is too fair, too wise ; wisely too fair, 

To merit bliss by making me despair : 

She hath forsworn to love ; and, in that vow. 

Do I live dead, that live to tell it now. 

Ben, Be rul'd by me ; forget to think of her: 

Rom. O, teach me how I should forget to think. 

Ben. By giving liberty unto thine eyes ; 
Examine other beauties. 

Rom. 'Tis the way 
To call hers, exquisite, in question more : 
Those happy masks, that kiss fair ladies' brows, 
Being black, put us in mind they hide the fair ; 
He, that is strucken blind, cannot forget 
The precious treasure of his eyesight lost : 
Show me a mistress that is passing fair. 
What doth her beauty serve, but as a note 
Where I may read, who pass'd that passing fair ? 
Farewell ; thou canst not teach me to forget. 

Ben. ril pay that doctrine, or else die in debt. [Eo^i 

SCENE IT. 
A Street. Enter Capulet, Paris, an4 Servant. 

Cap. And Montague is bound as well as I, 
In penalty alike ; and 'tis not hard, I think. 
For men so old as we to keep the peace. 

Par. Of honourable reckoning are you both ; 
And- pity 'tis, you liv'd at odds so long. 
But now, my lord, what say you to my suit ? 

Cap. But saying o'er what I have said before : 
My child is yet a stranger in the world. 
She hath not seen the change of fourteen years ; 
Let two more summers wither in their pride. 
Ere we may think her ripe to be a bride. 

Par. Younger than she are happy mothers made. 

Cap. And too soon marr'd are those so early made. 
The earth hath swallow'd all my hopes but she, 
She is the hopeful lady of my earth :' 
But woo her, gentle Paris, get her heart, 
My will to her consent is but a part ; 

[1] Tbia is a OalUcisiQ : FWe de tcrrc is the French phrase for an befavM. 

BTEEVENS. 
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And she agree, within her scope ^f choice 

Lies my consent and fair according voice. 

This night I hold an old accustomed feast, 

Whereto I have invited many a guest, 

Such as I love ; and you, among the store. 

Once more, most welcome, makes my numher more. 

At my poor house, look to behold this night 

Earth- treading stars, that make dark heaven light : 

Such comfort, as do lusty young men feel' 

When well-appareird April on the heel 

Of limping Winter treads, even with such delight 

Among fresh female buds shall you this night 

Inherit at my house ; hear all, all see, 

And like her most, whose merit most shall be : 

Such, amongst view of many, mine, being one. 

May stand in number, though in reckoning none. 

Come, go with me. — Go, sirrah, trudge about 

Through fair Verona ; find those persons out. 

Whose names are written there ; [Gives a paper,'] and to 

them say. 
My house and welcome on their pleasure stay. 

[Exeunt Capulet and Paris. 

Serv. Find them out, whose names are written here ? 
It is written — that the shoemaker should meddle with his 
yard, and the tailor with his last, the fisher with his pen- 
cil, and the painter with his nets ; but I am sent to find 
those persons, whose names are here writ, and can never 
find what names the writing person hath here writ. I 
must to the learned : — In good time. 

Enter Benvolio and Romeo. 

Ben. Tut, man ! one fire burns out another^s burnings 
One pain is lessened by another's anguish ; 
Turn giddy, and be holp by backward turning ; 
One desperate grief cures with another's languish : 
Take thou some new infection to the eye, 
And the rank poison of the old will die. 

Rom. Tour plantain leaf is excellent for that.' 

Ben. For what, I pray thee ? 



[3] I read, Sacb comfort as do lusty yeomen feel. — You shall fael firom the. sight 

s, such I 

_- -r- Jf» when ^ ^ , _ 

pect of the harvest fills him wiUi deUght. JOHNSON. 



and conversation of these ladies, such hopes of happiness and such pleasure, as the 



former receives from the spring, when the fientj of theyear begins, and the prus- 
ect of the harvest fills him wiUi delight. JOT 

Yeufu; men are certainly yeomen. RITSON. 



xowuf nun are certainly yeomen. KXTSUIN. 

[S] "Ackius tells us, that a toad, before she engages with a snider, will fortify her- 
self with soma of this plant ; and that, if she comes off wounded, she cures herself af- 
terwards with it DR. GREY. 

The plantain leaf is a blood-staunchor, and was formerly u>plicd to Erreen wounds. 

stkevi:ns. 
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Rom, For your broken shin. 

Ben, Why, Romeo, art thou mad ? 

Ram, Not mad, but bound more than a madman ia 
Shut up in prison, kept without my food, 
Whipp'd, and tormented, and — Good-e'en, good fellow. 

Serv, God gi' good e'en. — I pray, sir, can you read ? 

Rom, Ay, mine own fortune in my misery. 

Serv, Perhaps you have leam'd it without book : 
But I pray, can you read any thing you see ? 

Rom, Ay, if I know the letters, and the language. 

Serv. Ye say honestly ; Rest you merry. 

Rom. Stay, fellow ; I can read. [Reads 

Signior Mariino, and his Tvife, and daughters ; County 
.^nselme, and his beauteous sisters ; The lady xvidow of Vi- 
truvio ; Signior Placentio^ and his lovely nieces ; Mercutio^ 
and his brother Valentine; Mine uncle Capulet^ his wife, 
and daughters ; My fair niece Rosaline ; Livia ; Signior Va- 
lentioy and his cousin Tybalt ; Lmcio^ and the lively Helena. 

A fair assembly ; [Gives back the note.^ Whither should 
they come ? 

Serv, Up. 

Rom, Whither? 

Serv, To supper ; to our house. . 

Rom. Whose house ? 

Serv, My master's. 

Rom, Indeed, I should have ^ked you that before. 

Serv. Now I'll tell you without asking ; My master is 
the great rich Capulet ; and if you be not of the house of 
Montagues, I pray, come and crush a cap of wine. Rest 
you merry. [Exit, 

Ben, At this same ancient feast of Capulet's 
Sups the fair Rosaline, whom thou so lov'st ; 
With all the admired beauties of Verona : 
Go thither ; and, with unat*ainted eye, 
Compare her face with s^^me that I shall show, 
And I will make thee Uiink thy swan a crow. 

Rom, When the ^vout religion of mine eye 
Maintain such falsehood, then turn tears to fires ! 

And these, — ^who, often drownM, could never die,— 
Transparent heretics, be burnt for liars ! 
One fairer than my love I the all-seeing sun 
Ne'er saw her match, since first the world begun. 

Ben, Tut ! you saw her fair, none else being by, 
21 Vol. IX. X) 2 
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Herself poisM with herself in either eye : 

But in those crystal scales, let there be wtti^'d 

Your lady's love against some other maid 

That I will show you, shining at this feast, 

And she shall scant show weU, that now shows best. 

Rom, m go along, no such sight to be shown, 
Rut to rejoice in splendour of mine own. [Exeunt, 

SCENE III. 

A Room in Capulet's House, Enter Lady Capulet and 

Nurse, 
Im, Cap, Nurse, where's my daughter ? call her forth 

to me. 
Nur. Now, by my maiden-head, — at twelve years old, — 
f bade her come.^-What, lamb ! what, lady bird ! — 
God forbid ! — where's this girl ? — ^what, Juliet ! 

Enter Juliet. 

Jul. How now, who calls ? 

Nurse. Your mother. 

Jul, Madam, I am here. 
What is your will ? 

/ja. Cap. This is the matter : — Nurse, give leave awhile. 
We 4^ust talk in secret.— Nurse, come back again ; 
I have remember'd me, thou shalt hear our counsel. 
Thou know'st, my daughter's of a pretty age. 

Nurse, ^Faith, I can tell her age unto an hour. 

La, Cap, ;3he's not fourteen. 

Nurse, I'll lay fourteen of my teeth. 
And yet, to my te'en be it spoken,* I have but four,— 
8he's not fourteen : How long is it now 
To Lammas-tide ? 

La, Cap, A fortnight, and odd days. 

Nurse. Even or odd, oxgall days in the year, 
-Come Lammas-eve at night, shall she be fourteen^ 
Susan and she, — God rest all christian souls ! — 
Were of an age. — Well, Susan is with God ; 
She was too good for me : But, as I said, 
On Lammas-eve at ni^t shall she be fourteen ; 
That shall she, marry ; I remember it well. 
'Tis since the earthquake now eleven years f 
And she was wean'd — I never shall forget it, — 
Of all the days of the year, upon that day : 
For I had then laid wormwood to my dug, 

I I IT '■ . ■ " ■ ■ .« I — ^— ^— i— — —— 

[5] To my te^ni^fo my wrrow. JOHNSON. 
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Sitting in the tun under the dove-house waD, 
My lord and you were then at Mantua : — 
Nay, I do bear a brain : — But, as I said, 
When it did taste the worm-wood on the nipple 
Of my dug, and felt it bitter, pretty fool ! 
To see it tetchy, and fall out with the dug. 
Shake, quoth the dove-house : 'twas no need, I trow, 
To bid me trudge. 

And since that time it is eleven years : 
For then she could stand alone ; nay, by the rood. 
She could have run and waddled all about. 
For even the day before, she broke her brow : 
I And then my husband — God be with his soul ! 
Va was a merry man ; — took up the child : 
Yea, quoth he, dost thou fall upon thy face ? 
Thou wilt fall backwardy when thou hast more wti ; 
Wilt thou not, Jule ? and, by my holy-dam, ^ 

The pretty wretch left crying, and said— ^y ; 
To see now, how a jest shall come about ! 
I warrant, an I should live a thousand years, 
I never should forget it ; Wilt thou not, Jule ? quoth he > 
And, pretty fool, it stinted,^ and said — Ay, 

ha. Cap, Enough of this ; I pray thee, hold thy peace 

Nurse, Yes, madam ; yet I cannot choose but laugh. 
To think it should leave crying, and say — Ay ; 
And yet, I warrant, it had upon its brow 
A bump as big as a young cockrel's stone ; 
A parlous knock ; and it cried bitterly. 
Yeay quoth my husband, falVst upon thy face ? 
Thou wilt fall backward, when thou conCst to age ; 
Wilt thou not, Jule ? it stinted, and said— j3y. 

Jul, And stint thou too, I pray thee, nurse, say I. 

Nur, Peace, I have done : God mark thee to his grace \ 
Thou wast the prettiest babe that e'er I nurs'd. 
An I might live to see thee married once, 
I have my wish. 

La, Cap, Marry, that marry is the very theme 
I came to talk of : — Tell me, daughter Juliet, 
How stands your disposition to be married ? 

Jul. It is an honour that I dream not of. 

Nurse, An honour ! were not I thine onlyjiunSe, 
Fd say, thou hadst suck'd wisdom from thy teat. [you. 

La, Cap, Well, think of marriage now : younger than 

'■ ■ — 

[6] <S(tn«e<(—«topped, fqrbore from weeping. BTEEVENS, 
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Here Id Verona, ladies of esteem, 

Are made already mothers : by my count, 

1 ^vas your mother much upon these years 

That you are now a maid. Thus then, in brief; — 

The valiant Paris seeks you for his love. 

Nurse. A man, young lady ! lady, such a man. 
As all the world — Why, he's a man of wax.'' 

Jai, Cap. Verona's summer hath not such a flower. 

Kurse, Nay, he's a flower ; in faith, a very flower. 

La. Cap. What say you ? can you love the gentleman ? 
This night you shall behold him at our feast : 
Head o'er the volume of young Paris' face, 
And find delight writ there wifli beauty's pen ; 
Examine every married lineament, 
And sec how one another lends content ; 
And what obscur'd in this fair volume lies, 
Find written in the margin of his eyes. 
This precious book of love, this unbound lover, 
To beautify him, only lacks a cover.® 
The fish lives in the sea ; and 'tis much pride, 
For fair without the fair within to hide. 
That book in many's eyes doth share the glory. 
That in gold clasps locks in the golden story .^ 
So shall you share all that he doth possess, 
By having him, making yourself no less. 

Nurse. No less ? Nay, bigger ; womeh grow by men. 

La. Cap. Speak briefly, can you like of Paris' love ? 

Jul. I'll look to like, if looking liking move : 
But no more deep will I endart mine eye, 
Than your consent gives strength to make it fly. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Madam, the guests are come, supper served up, 
yon called, my young lady asked for, the nurse cursed in 
the pantry, and every thing in extremity. I must hence 
to wait ; I beseech you, follow straight. 

La. Cap. We follow thee. — Juliet, the county stays. 

[7] So, in way BeguUed : 

^ Why he^ a man as one should picture him in loax.'" 8TEEVENS. 

rsi This ridiculous Sjpeedi is full of abstruse quibbles. The unbowid lover, Is a 
ctuibble on the binding of a booit, and the binding in marriage ; and the word emKr 
it a quibble on the law phrase for a married woman, who is styled a /emme covvtrtc 
in law French. MASON. ; r: 

[9] The golden ttory is perhaps the golden legend^ a book in the darkei -ages of po- 
pery much read, and doubtless often exquisitely embellished, but of which Canus, 
one of the popish doctors, proclaims the author to have been homo ferrei oris, plum- 
l»«i cordis. JOHNSON. 

The poet may mean nothing more than to say, that those books are roost esteem- 
ed by the world, where valuable contents are embellished by as valuable blndine. .« 

8TEEVENB, 
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Nurse, Go, girl, seek happy nights to happy days. 

SCENE IV. 

A Street. jEn^er Romeo, Mercutio, Benvolio, imV^ ^v« 
or six Maskers, Torch-bearers, and other$* 

Rom. What, shall this speech be spoke for our excuse '' 
Or shall we on without apology ? 

Ben. The date is out of such prolixity.' 
We'll have no Cupid hood-wink'd with -a scarf, 
Bearing a Tartar's painted bow of lath, 
Scaring the ladies like a crow-keeper ;' 
Nor no without-book prologue, faintly spoke 
After the prompter, for our entrance : 
But, let them measure us by what they 'will, 
We'll measure them a measure, and be gone. 

Rom. Give me a torch ,^ — I am not for this ambling. 
Being but heavy, I will bear the light. 

Mer. Nay, gentle Romeo, we must have you dance. 

Rom. Not I, believe me : you have dancing shoes, 
With nimble soles ; I have a soul of lead. 
So stakes me to the ground, I cannot move. 

Mer. You are a lover ; borrow Cupid's wings, 
And soar with them above a common bound. 

Rom. I am too sore enpierced with his shaft. 
To soar with his light feathers ; and so bound, 
I cannot bound a pitch above dull woe : 
Under love's heavy burden do I sink. 

Mer. And, to sink in it, should you burden love ; 
Too great oppression for a tender thing. 

Rom. Is love a tender thing ? It is too rough. 
Too rude, too boist'rous ; and it pricks like thorn. 

Mer. If love be rough witK you, be rough with love ; 
Prick love for pricking, and you beat love down. — 

[11 In Heory VIII. where the king introduces liimself to the entertainmeot gives 
by Wolsey, he appears like Romeo and his companions in a mask, and sends a me** 
senger before, to make an apol(^ for his intrusion. Tliis was a custom obtenred 
by uiose who came uninvited, \inth a desire to conceal themselves for the sake of in- 
trigue, or to enjoy the greater freedom of conversation. Their voXry on these occa^* 
sions was always prefaced by soma speech in praise of the beauty of the ladiecL or 
the generosi^ of the entertainer ; and to the prolmty of such introductions I believe 
Romeo {s made to allude. 6TEEVENS. 

[2] See King £<<or, p. 237. > 

[3J To hold a torch was anciently no degrading office. Queen Eli^beth*s gentle- 
men pensioners attended her tc» Ceunbrldge, and held torches while a play was acted 
before her in the chapel of Kinj^'s college, on a Sanday evening.— Before the inven- 
tion of chandeliers all rooms of i;tate were illuminated by flambeaux which attea- 
tiants held upright in their hands. 6TEEVEKS. 
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dive me a case to pat my visage in : [Putting on • mhI 

A visor for a visor ! — what care I, 

What curious eye doth quote deformities ?* 

Here are the beetle-brows shall blush for me. 

Ben. Come, knock, and enter ; and no sooner in. 
But every man betake him to his legs. 

Rom. A torch for me : let wantons, light of heart. 
Tickle the senseless rushes with their heels ; 
For I am proverb'd with a grandsire phrase, — 
V\\ be a candle-holder, and look on,-^ 
The game was ne'er so fair, and I am done.' 

Mer. Tut \ dun's the mouse, the constable's own word: 
If thou art dun, we'll draw thee from the mire 
Of this (save reverence) love, wherein thou stick'st 
Up to the ears. — Come, we burn day-light, ho. 

Rom. Nay, that's not so. 

Mer. [ mean, sir, in delay 
We waste our lights in vain, like lamps by day. - 
Take our good meaning ; for our judgment sits 
Five times in that, ere once in our five wits. 

Rom. And we mean well, in going to this mask : 
But 'tis no wit to go. 

Mer. Why, may one ask ? 

Rom. I dreamt a dream to-night. 

Mer. And so did I. 

Rom. Well, what was yours ? 

Mer. That dreamers often lie. 

Rom. In bed, asleep, while they do dream things true. 

Mer. O, then, I see, queen Mab hath been with you. 
She is the fairies' midwife ; and she comes 
In shape no biggfer than an agate-stone 
On the fore-finger of an alderman. 
Drawn with a team of little atomies 
Athwart men's noses as they lie asleep : 
Her waggon-spokes made of long spinners' legs ; 
The cover, of the wings of grasshoppers ; | 
The traces, of the smallest spider's web ; 
The collars, of the moonshine's watry beams ; 
Her whip, of cricket's bone ; the lash, of film : 
Her waggoner, a small grey-coated gnat, 
Not half so big as a round little worm 

[41 To quote is to observe. STEEVENS. 

[5j An allusion to an old proverbial saying, which advises to girt ortr wkn ik% 
game i« at the fairest. RITSON. 
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Pndfd from the lazy finger of a maid : 

Ber dbariot is an empty hazel-nut, 

Made by the joiner squirrel, or old grub, 

Time out of mind the fairies' coach-makers. 

And in this state she gallops night by night 

Through lovers' brains, and then they dream of love 5 

On courtiers' knees, that dream on court'sies straight : 

O'er lawyers' fingers, who straight dream on fees : 

O'er ladies' lips, who straight on kisses dream, 

WlMch oft the angry Mab with blisters plagues. 

Because their breaths with sweet-meats^ tainted are. 

Sometime she gallops o'er a courtier's nose. 

And then dreams he of smelling out a suit : 

And sometimes comes she with a tithe-pig's tail, 

Tickling a parson's nose as 'a hes asleep. 

Then dreams he of another benefice : 

Sometime she driveth o'er a soldier's neck, 

And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats, 

Of breaches, ambuscadoes, Spanish blades,' 

Of healths five fathom deep ; and then anon 

Drums in his ear ; at which he starts, and wakes ; 

And, being thus frighted, swears a prayer or two, 

And sleeps again. This is that very Mab, 

That plats the manes of horses in the night ; 

And bakes the elf-locks in foul sluttish hairs,* 

Which, once untangled, much misfortune bodes. 

This is the hag, when maids he on their backs, 

That presses them, and learns them first to bear, 

Making them women of good carriage. 

This, this is she — 

Rofn, Peace, peace, Mercutio, peace ; 
Thou talk'st of nothing. . 

Mer, True, 1 talk of dreams ; 
Which are the children of an idle brain, 
Begot of nothing but vain fantasy ; 
Which is as thin of substance as the air ; 
And more inconstant than the wind, who woes 
Even now the frozen bosom of the north, 
And, -being anger'd, puffs away from thence, 

C [6] KiBting-comJiU. These artificial aids to perfume the breath are mentionecl bgr 
Falstaff in the Merry Wivca of JFintUor. MALONE. 

[7] ^ sword is called a tof^Mo from the excellence of the Toledan steel. Bo Qro- 

tiuSf «« Glaudius Toletanm 

" Unda Targi non est uno celebranda metallo } 
« Utilis ip cives est ibi lamna saos." JOHNSON. 

[8] This was a common superstition *, and seems to have bad its riM from tht borrid 
ilisease called FIIcb Folonic^ WARDURTON. 
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Turning his face to the dew-dropping south. 

Ben. This wind, you talk of, blows us from ourselves] 
Supper is done, and we shall come too late. 

Rom, I fear, too early : for my mind misgives, 
Some consequence, yet hanging in the stars, 
Shall bitterly begin his fearful date 
With this night's revels ; and expire the term 
Of a despised life, clos'd in my breast, ' - 

By some vile forfeit of untimely death : 
But He, that hath the steerage of my course, 
Direct my sail ! — On, lusty gentlemen. 

Ben, Strike, drum. [Exeunt, 

SCENE V. 

A Hall in Capulet's house. Musicians waiting. Enter 

Servants, 

1 Serv, Where's Potpan, that he helps not to tak^ 
away ? he shift a trencher I he scrape a trencher I 

2 Scrv, When good manners shall Ue all in one or two^ 
men's hands, and they unwashed too, 'tis a foul thing. 

1 Serv, Away with the joint-stools, remove the court- 
cuphoard,^ look to the plate : — ^good thou, save me a 
piece of marchpane f and, as thou lovest me, let the 
porter let in Susan Grindstone, and Nell. — Antony ! and 
Potpan ! 

2 Serv, Ay, boy ; ready. 

1 Serv, You are looked for, and called for, asked for, 
and sought for, in the great chamber. 

2 Serv, We cannot be here and there too. — ^Cheerly, 
boys ; be brisk awhile, and the longer liver take all. 

[They retire behind. 

Enter Capulet, ^c, with the Cruests, and the Maskers, 

1 Cap, Gentlemen, welcome ! ladies, that have their toes 
Unplagu'd with corns, will have a bout with you : — 
Ah ha, my mistresses ! which of you all 
Will now deny to dance ? she that makes dainty, she, 
I'll swear, hath corns ; Am I come near you now ? 

[6] A oowrt-cufhoard was a moveable ; a heufety a fixture. The former was oMa* 
and made of plain oak *, the latter had folding doors and was painted and elided on 
the Inside. 8TEEVENS. 

[7] Marchpanes were composed of filberts, almonds, pistachoes, pbie-kemels. and 
sugar of roses, with a small proportion of flour : called by some almond>cake, and was 
a constant article in the deserts of our ancestors. It was in high esteem in Shake- 
speare's time ; as appears from the account of Queen Elizabeui^s antertainment at 
Cambridge. It is said that the universi^ presented Sir William Cecil their chan- 
cellor with two pair of gloves, a marchpane, and two sugar- IwiTes. Peol;*« DctidtrtLta 
CmHmo. ' vol. ii. p. 29. GREY. 
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You are welcome, gentlemen ! I hare seen the day, * • 
That I have worn a visor ; and could tell 
A whispering tale in a fair lady's ear, * 

Such as would please ; — 'tis gone, 'tis gone, 'tis gone : 
You are welcome, gentlemen ! — Come, musicians, play. 
A hall ! a hall 1^ Give room, and foot it, girb. 

[•rHunc plays ^ and they dance. 
Hore light, ye knaves ; and tarn the tables up,^ 
And quench the fire, the room is grown too hot. — 
Ah,'nrrah, this unlook'd-for sport comes well. 
Nay, sit, nay, sit, good cousin Capulet,* 
For you and I are past our dancing days : 
How long is't now, since last yourself and I 
Were in a mask ? 

2 Cap. By'r lady, thirty years. 

1 Cap. What, man ! 'tis not so much, 'tis not so jnuch : 
fis since the nuptial of Lucentio, 

-ome pentecost as quickly as it will, 
dome five-and-twenty years ; and then we mask'd. 

2 Cap. 'Tis more, 'tis more : his son is elder, sir ; 
His son is thirty. 

1 Cap. WiU you teU me that ? 
His son was but a ward two years ago. 

Rom. What lady's that, which doth enrich the hand 
Of yonder knight ? 

Serv. I know not, sir. 

Rom. O, fhe doth teach the torches to bum bright I 
Her beauty hangs upon the cheek of night 
Like a rich jewel in an Ethiop's ear : 
Beauty too rich for use, for earth too dear ! 
So shows a snowy dove trooping with crows. 
As yonder lady o'er her fellows shows. 
The measure done, I'll watch her place of stand. 
And, touching hers, make happy my rude hand. 
Did my heart love till now ? forswear it, sight ! 
For I ne'er saw true beauty till this night. 

[8] This exch una^RD oocun fireqiwntly In tiw old oonaecUis, and tifnifies tnake 
r99m, 8TEEVENS. 

[0] It ihoald be obterred tfiat ancient tables were flat leaves, Joined bj hinges, 
and giicedpn trsM^ When th^ were to be removed, they were therefore hanud 
vp. OTEEVXK9. 

[1] CotuiH was a common expression from one kinsman to another, oat of tlie de- 
free of narent and child, farotlier and sister. Thus in Hamlet^ tbo King his nncla 
and stefuither addresses him with 

** But now m eotuin Hamlet and my Mn.**— 
Olivia, in the 3W/U If^df constantly caHs her nncle Toby oovtin. Ricliord lU. 
calls his nephew York eowin^ (^ &c. RITSON. 
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Tyb, This, by his Toice, should be a Montagae :— ^ 
Fetch me my rapier, boy : — What ! dares the slare 
Come hither, cover'd with an antick face, 
To fleer and scorn at our solemnity ? 
Now, by the stock and honour of my kin, 
To strike him dead I hold it not a sin. 

1 Cap. Why, how now, kinsman ? wherefore storm you 
so? 
' Tyb, Uncle, this is a Montague, our foe ; 
A villain, that is hither come in spite, 
To scorn at our solemnity this night. 

1 Cap, Young Romeo is't ? 

Tyb. 'Tis he, that villain Romeo. 

1 Cap. Content thee, gentle coz, let him alone : 
He bears him like a portly gentleman ; 
And, to say truth, Verona brags of him. 
To be a virtuous and well-go vern'd youth : 
I would not for the wealth of all this town. 
Here in my house, do him disparagement : 
Therefore be patient, take no note of him, 
It is my will ; the which if thou respect, 
Show a fair presence, and put off these frowns, 
An ill-beseeming semblance for a feast. 

Tyb. It fits, when such a villain is a guest : 
Vl\ not endure him. 

1 Cap. . He shall be endur'd ; 
What, goodman boy ! — I say, he shall; — Go to ; — » 
Am I the master here, or you ? go to. 
You'll not endure him ! — God shall mend my soul — - 
You'll make a mutiny among my guests ! 
You will sit cock-a-hoop ! You'll be the man I 

Tyb. Why, uncle, 'tis a shame. 

1 Cap. Go to, go to, 
You are a saucy boy : — Is't so, indeed ? — 
This trick may chance to scath you ; — I know what. 
You must contr§,ry me ! marry, 'tis time — 
Well said, my hearts : — You are a princox ; go :— < 
Be quiet, or — More light, more light, for shame I — 
I'll make you quiet ; What ! — Cheerly, my hearts. 

Tyb. Patience perforce with wilful choler meeting. 
Makes my flesh tremble in their different greeting. 
1 will withdraw : but this intrusion shall. 
Now seeming sweet, convert to bitter gaJl. {jExU^ 
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Rom, If I profane with my unworthy hand 

[To Juliet. 

This holy shrine, the gentle fine is this, — 
My lips, two hlushing pilgrims, ready stand, 

To smooth that rough touch with a tender kiss. 

Jul. Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand too much 
Which mannerly devotion shows in this ; 
For saints have hands that pilgrims' hands do touch, 
And palm to palm is holy palmers' kiss. 

Rom. Have not saints lips, and holy palmers too ? 

Jvl. Ay, pilgrim, lips that they must use in prayer. 

Rom. O then, dear saint, let lips do what hands do ; 
They pray, grant thou, lest faith turn to despair. 

Jul. Saints do not move, though grant for prayers' sake^ 

Rom. Then move not, while my prayer's effect I taluu 
Thus from my lips, by yours, my sin is purg'd. 

[Kissing her, 

Jul. Then have my lips the sin that they have took. 

Rom. Sin from my lips ? O trespass sweetly urg'd I 
Qive me my sin agam. 

Jul. You kiss by the book. 

Nurse. Madam, your mother craves a word with you< 

Rom. What is her mother ? 

Nurse. Marry, bachelor. 
Her mother is the lady of the house. 
And a good lady, and a wise, and virtuous : 
I nurs'd her daughter, that you talk'd withal ; 
I tell you, — he, that can lay hold of her, 
3hall have the chinks. 

Rom. Is she a Capulet ? 

dear account ! my life is my foe's debt. 
Ben. Away, begone ; the sport is at the best. 
Rom. Ay, so I fear ; the more is my unrest. 

1 Cap. Nay, gentlemen, prepare not to be gon6 ; 
We have a trifling foolish banquet towards.* — 
Is it e'en so ? Why, then I thank you all ; 

1 thank you, honest gentlemen ; good night : — 
More torches here ! — Come on, then let's to bed 
Ah, sirrah, [To 2 Cap.] by my fay, it waxes late ; 

I'll to my rest. [Exeunt all hut Juliet and Nurse 
Jul. Come hither, nurse : What is yon gentleman ? 
Nurse. The son and heir of old Tiberio. 

m It appears from the former part of thii scene, that Capulet** eompaoj bad sup- 
ped. A htmauet ofteu meant, in old times, nothing more than a collation of flnut| 
wiatyke. STEEVENS. 
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Jul. Whafs he, that now is going out of door ? 

J^urse, Marry, that, I think, be young Petruchio. 

Jul. What's he, that follows there, that would not dance 1 

Nurse, I know not. 

JtU. Go, ask his name : — if he be married. 
My grave is like to be my wedding-bed. 

Nurse. His name is Romeo, and a Montague ; 
The only son of your great enemy. 

Jul, My only love sprung from my only hate ! 
Too early seen unknown, and known too late ! 
Prodigious birth of love it is to me. 
That I must love a loathed enemy. 

Nurse, What's this ? what this ? 

Jul, A rhyme I leam'd even now 
Of one I danc'd withal. [One calls within^ Juliet. 

Nurse. Anon, anon : — 
Come, let's away ; the strangers all are gone. [Exeunt, 

Enter Chorus.' 
Now old desire doth in his death-bed lie. 

And young affection gapes to be his heir ; 
That fidr, which love groan'd for, and would die. 

With tender Juliet match'd, is now not fair. 
Now Romeo is belov'd, and loves again. 

Alike bewitched by the charm of looks ; 
But to his foe suppos'd he must complain. 

And she steal love's sweet bait from fearful hooki : 
Being held a foe, he may not have access 

To breathe such vows as lovers use to swear ; 
And she as much in love, her means much less 

To meet her new-beloved any where : 
But passion lends them pow'r, time means to meet, 
Temp'ring extremities with extreme sweet. [Eapii* 



ACT II. 

SCENE I.— ^n open Places adjoining Capulet's Garden 

Enter Romeqi. 

Romeo. Can I go forward, when my heart is here ? 
Turn back, dull earth, and find thy centre out. 

[He climbs the wall, and leaps down within it- 
Id] The use of this Cborns is not easily discovered') it conduces nothingf to the 
progrrefs of the |day, hut relates what is already known, or what the next scene will 
nU^Vt ) and rehtis it without adding the improventent «>f any moral scniiment. 
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Enter Bcnvolio, and Mercutio. 

Ben. Romeo ! my cousia Romeo ! 

Mer, He is wise ; 
And, on my life, hath stolen him home to bed. 

Ben, He ran this way, and leap'd this orchard wall . 
Call, good Mercutio. 

Mer. Nay, I'll conjure too. — 
Romeo ! humours ! madman ! passion ! lorer ! 
Appear thou in the likeness of a sigh. 
Speak but one rhyme, and I am satisfied ; 
Cry but — ^Ah me ! couple but — love and doye ; 
Speak to my gossip Venus one fair word. 
One nick-name for her purblind son and heir, 
Young Adam Cupid,* he that shot so trim. 
When king Cophetua lov'd the beggar-maid.^ — 
He heareth not, stirreth not, he moveth not ; 
The ape is dead, and I must conjure him. — 
I conjure thee by Rosaline's bi^ht eyes. 
By her high forehead, and her scarlet lip. 
By her fine foot, straight leg, and quivering thigh^ 
And the demesnes that there adjacent lie. 
That in thy likeness thou appear to us. 

Ben. An if he hear thee, thou wilt anger him. 

Mer. This cannot anger him : 'twould anger hiiii 
To raise a spirit in his mistress' circle 
Of some strange nature, letting it there stand 
Till she had laid it, and conjur'd it dawn ; 
That were some spite : my invocation 
Is fair and honest, and, in his mistress' name, 
1 conjure only but to raise up him. 

Ben. Come, he hath hid himself amang those trees, 
To be consorted with the humorous night :^ 
Blind is his love, and best befits the dark. 

Mer. If love be bhnd, love cannot hit the mark. 
Now will he sit under a medlar tree, 
And wish his mistress were that kind of fruit, 
As maids call medlars, when they laugh alone*"— 
Romeo, good night : — I'll to my truckle-bed ; 
This field-bed is too cold for me to sleep : 
Come, shall we go ? 

Ben. Go, then ; for 'tis in vain 
To seek him here, that means not to be found. [£re« 

[4] Alluding to the &moas archer Adam BeU. RESO. 

[in See Lovers Labomr's Lot, p. 32. 

[Si The humid, the moitt dewy Di^ht fTEKVENS. 
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SCENE II. 
Cafulet's Garden, Enter Romeo. 

Rom. He jesta at scars, that never felt a wound.-— 

[Juliet appears above^ at a winivif 
But) sofl ! what light through yonder itindow breaks ! 
It is the east, and Juliet is the sun ! — 
Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon, 
Who is already sick and pale with grief, 
That thou her maid art far more fair than she . 
Be not her maid,^ since she is envious ; 
Her vestal livery is but sick and green, 
And none but fools do wear it ; cast it off. — 
It is my lady ; O, it is my love : 
O, that she knew she were ! — 
iShe speaks, yet she says nothing ; What of that ? 
Her eye discourses, I will answer it. — 
I am too bold, 'tis not to me she speaks : 
Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven, 
Having some business, do entreat her eyes 
To twinkle in their spheres till they return. 
What if her eyes were there, they in her head ? 
The brightness of her cheek would shame those s' •. 
As daylight doth a lamp ; her eye in heaven 
Would through the airy region stream so bright, 
That birds would sing, and think it were not night 
See, how she leans her cheek upon her hand ! 
O, that I were a glove upon that hand, 
That I might touch that cheek ! 

Jul. Ah me ! 

Rom, She speaks : — 
O, speak again, bright angel ! for thou art 
As glorious to this night, being o'er my head, 
As is a winged messenger of heaven 
Unto the white-upturned wond'ring eyes 
Of mortals, that fall back to gaze on him. 
When he bestrides the lazy-pacing clouds, 
And sails upon the bosom of the air. 

Jul. O Romeo, Romeo ! wherefore art thou Romeo ? 
Deny thy father, and refuse thy name : 
Or, if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love, 
And I'll no longer be a Capulet. 

Rom. Shall I hear more, or shall I speak at this ? [Aside, 

[T] Be not a votaiy to the moon, to Diaaa. J0&2TS0M. 
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/«/. 'Tis but thy name, that is mj enemy ; — 
ThoQ art thyself thou^, not a Montagae.* 
What's Montagae ? it is nor hand, nor foot. 
Nor arm, nor &ce, nor any other part 
Belongiiig to a man. O, be some other name ! 
What*8 in a name ? that which we call a rose. 
By any other name would smell as sweet ; 
So Romeo would, were he not Romeo calFd, 
Ketain that dear perfection which he owes. 
Without that title : — Romeo, doff thy name ; 
And for that name, which is no part of thee. 
Take all myself. 

Rom, I take thee at thy word : 
Call me but love, and Til be new baptized ; 
Henceforth I never will be Romeo. 

Jul. What man art thou, that, thus bescreen'd in night, 
So stumblest on my counsel ? 

Rom. By a name 
I know not how to tell thee who I am : 
My name, dear saint, is hateful to myself, 
Because it is an enemy to thee ; 
Had I it written, I would tear the word. 

Jul, My ears have not yet drunk a hundred words 
Of that tongue's utterance, yet I know the sound ; 
Art thou not Romeo, and a Montague ? 

Rom. Neither, fair saint, if either thee dislike. 

Jul. How cam'st thou hither, tell me ? and wherefSre ? 
The orchard walls are high, and hard to climb ; 
And the place death, considering who thou art. 
If any of my kinsmen find thee here. [walls ; 

Rom. With love's light wings did 1 o'er-perch these 
For stony limits cannot hold love out : 
And what love can do, that dares love attempt ; 
Therefore thy kinsmen are no let to me. 

Jul. If they do see thee, they will murder thee. 

Rom. Alack ! there lies more peril in thine eye. 
Than twenty of their swords ; look thou but sweet, 
And I am pi oof against their enmity. 

Jul. I would not for the world, they saw thee here. 

Rom. I have night's cloak to hide me from their sight ; 

[8] We must understand tJioHfh in the sense of tAem a sense It is perpetually wed 
ia by our ancient pcKti. So in the Mrrry Wxvet of Jrindsorj 

** I Ibeep bat three men and a boy yet— but what thtn^rh P 
Anift In JT. Benrtf F. 

« It is a simple one, but what though.^ RITBON. 
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And, but thou love me,^ let them find me here ; 
My life were better ended by their hate, ^ 
Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love. 

JtU. By whose direction found'st thou out this- place ? 

Rom. By love, who first did prompt me to inquire ; 
He lent me counsel, and I lent him eyes. 
I am no pilot ; yet, wert thou as far 
As that vast shore washed with the furthest sea, 
I would adventure for such merchandise. 

Jul, Thou know'st, the mask of night is on my face * 
Klse would a maiden blush bepaint my cheek. 
For that which thou hast heard me speak to-night. 
Fain would I dwell on form, fain, fain deny 
What I have spoke ; But farewell compliment i 
Dost thou love me ? I know, thou wilt say — Ay ; 
And I will take thy word : yet, if thou swear'st^ 
Thou may'st prove false ; at lovers' perjuries. 
They say, Jove laughs. O, gentle Romeo, 
If thou dost ]ove, pronounce it faithfully : 
Or if thou think'at I am too quickly won, 
rU frown, and be perverse, and say thee nay, 
So thou wilt woo ; but, else, not for the world. 
•In truth, fair Montague, I am too fond ; 
And therefore thou may'st think my haviour light ; 
But trust me, gentleman, I'll prove more true 
Than those Uiat have more cunning to be strange. 
1 should have been more strange, I must confess, 
But that thou over-heard'st, ere I was 'ware. 
My true love's passion : therefore pardon me ; 
And not impute this yielding to light love. 
Which the dark night hath so discovered. 

Rom. Lady, by yonder blessed moon I swear, 
That tips with silver all these fruit-tree tops, — 

Jul. O, swear not by the moon, the inconstant moon 
That monthly changes in her circled orb, 
J^est that thy love prove likewise variable. 

Rom. What shall I swear by ? 

Jul. Do not swear at all ; 
Or, if thou wilt, swear by thy gracious self, 
' Vhich is the god of my idolatry, 
^nd ril believe thee. 

Rom. If my heart's dear love— 



%!' 
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[9] Mr. M. Mason thinks *^biU thou lore me'' meftni wUw tbou lovt mo. He U 
iy right. So in Jntony and Cleopatra : 

•• Bui bei ng cburgM, we wVVV Vi« iUW bi W«A? ftTdVENS: 
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Jvi. Well, do not swear : Altliough I joy in theC; 
I have no joy of this contract to-night : 
rt is too raah, too unadvis'd, too sudden ; 
Too like the lightning, which doth cease to be, 
Ere one can say — It lightens. Sweet, good night ! 
This bud of love, by summer's ripening breath. 
May prove a beauteous flower when next we meet. 
Good-night, good-night ! as sweet repose and rest 
Come to thy heart, as that within my breast I 

Rom. O, wilt thou leave me so unsatisfied ? 

Jul, What satisfaction canst thou have to-night ? 

Roiji, The exchange of thy love's faithful vow for mine. 

Jul, I gave thee mine before thou didst request it : 
And yet 1 would it were to give again. [love ? 

Rom, VVould;*t thou withdraw it ? for what purpose, 

Jul, But to be frank, and give it thee again. 
Vnd yet I wish but for the thing I have : 
My bounty is as boundless as the sea, 
My love as deep ; the more 1 give to thee. 
The more 1 have, for both are infinite. [Nurse calh •within. 
I hear some noise within ; Dear love, adieu ! — 
Anon, good nurse ! — Sweet Montague, be true. 
.Stay but a little, I will come again. [Exit. 

Rom, O blessed blessed night ! I am afeard^ 
Being in night, all this is but a dream, 
Too flattering-sweet to be substantial. 

Re-enter Juliet, above, 

Jul. Three words, dear Romeo, and good-night, indeed 
J f that thy bent of love be honourable, 
Thy purpose marriage, send me word to-morrow, 
By one that Til procure to come to thee, 
Where, and what time, thou wilt perform the rite ; 
And all my fortunes at thy foot I'll lay, 
And follow thee my lord throughout the world : 

JVm'se, [IVithin,] Madam. 

Jul, I come, anon : — But if thou mean'st not well, 
1 do beseech thee, — 

,\urse. [Within,] Madam. . 

Jul, By and by, 1 come : — 
r«j cease thy suit, and leave me to my grief : 
To-morrow will 1 send. 

Rom. So thrive my soul, — 

Jul, A thousand times good night ! [Exit, 

92 Vol. IX P 
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Rom, A tliousnnd limes the worse, to want tliy lights — 
liOvc goes toward love, as school-boys from their books ; 
I5ul love from love, toward school with heavy looks. 

[Retinng slozcly. 
Re-enter Juliet, above. 

Jul, IJist! Romeo, hist! — O, for a falconer's voice. 
To lure this tassel-gentle back again !' 
]>ondage is hoarse, and may not speak aloud ; 
Else would I tear the cave where echo lies. 
And make hor airy tonj^uc more hoarse than mine 
With repetition of my Romeo's name. 

Rom, It is my soul, that calls upon my name : 
How silver-sweet, sound lovers' tongues by night, 
Like soflest music to attending ears ! 

,TuL Romeo ! 

Rom, My sweet ! 

Jul. At what o'clock to-morrow 
Shall 1 send to thee ? 

Rom. At the hour of nine. 

Jul, I will not fail ; 'tis twenty years till then. 
I have forgot why I did call thee back. 

Rom, Let me stand here till thou remember it. 

Jul, I shall forget, to haye thee still stand thete. 
Rememb'ring how I love thy company. 

Rom, And I'll still stay, to have thee still forget, 
Forgetting any other home but this. 

Jul, 'Tis almost morning, I would have thee gone : 
And yet no further than a wanton's bird ; 
Who lets it hop a little from her hand. 
Like a poor prisoner in liis twisted gyves, 
And with a silk thread plucks it back again, ; 
So loving-jealous of his liberty. 

Rom. I would, I were thy bird. 

Jul. Sweet, 90 would I ; . ^ 

Yet I should kill thee with much cherisliing. * 

<jood-night, good-night ! parting is such sweet sorrow, 
That I shall say — ^good-night, till it be morrow. . [Exit. 

Rom. Sleep dwell upon thines eyes, peace in thy breast ! 
— 'Would I were sleep and peace, so sweet to rest ! 
Hence will I to my ghostly father'* cell ; 
His help to crave, and my dear hap to tell. [Exit. 

[t] The tas$el. or tierce/, for so it should be spelt, is the male of the gims bawk*, so 
called, because it is a tierce or third less than the female. This is eqimllT true of all 
lurds of prey. This species of hawk had the epithet gtntle aaaexed to it. from Ibe 
with which it was ttincd, and its attachment to man. STESVEN9. 
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SCENE III. 

Friar Laurence's Cell. Enter Friar hxvKE7iCE,'acitfi,ab€Ldcet. 

Fri. The grry-ey'd Diorn smiles on the frowmDg night. 
Checkering the eastern clouds with streaks of light ; 
And flecked darkness* like a drunkard reels 
From forth day's path-way, made by Titan's wheels : 
Now ere the sun advance his burning eye, 
The day to cheer, and night's dank dew to dry, 
1 must up-fill this osier cage of ours, 
"With baleful weeds, and precious-juiced flowers. 
The earth, that's nature's mother, is her tomb ; 
What is her burying grave, that is her womb : 
And from her womb children of divers kind 
We sucking on her natural bosom lind ; 
Many for many virtues excellent, 
None but for some, and yet all different. 
O, mickle is the powerful grace,' that lies 
In herbs, plants, stones, and their true qualities. 
For nought so vile that on the earth doth live. 
But to the earth some special good doth give ; 
Nor aught so good, but, strain'd from that' fair use, 
Revolts from true birth, stumhling on abuse : 
Virtue itself turns vice, being misapplied ; 
And vice sometime's by action dignified. 
Within the infant rind of this small flower 
Poison hath residence, and mcd'cine powers 
For this, being smelt, with that part^ cheers each part ; 
Being tasted, slays all senses with the heart. 
Two such opposed foes encamp them still 
In man as well as herbs, grace, and rude will ; 
And, where the worser is predominant, 
Full soon the canker death eats up that plant 

Enter Romeo. 

Rom. Good morrow, father ! 

Fri. Benedicite ! 
What early tongue so sweet saluteth me ?■— 
Young son, it argues a distemper'd head. 
So soon to bid good morrow to thy bed : 
6are keeps his watch in every old man's eye, 
And where care lodges, sleep will never lie ; 
But where unbruised youth with unstuflfd brain 
Doth couch his limbs, there golden sleep doth reign : 

Fteckfld is ifwtted, dappLed^attwked, or nHriegafiNk STKCTENS. 



Efleadoiu virtue. JOUKBON. 

Wtd^ dM f«rt ttat tmelU UAXONE. 
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Therefore thy earliness doth me assure, 
Thou art up-rous'd by some distemp'ratare ; 
Or if not so, then here I hit it right — 
Our Romeo hath not been in bed to-hight. 

Rom. That last is true, the sweeter rest was mine. 

Fri, God pardon sin ! wast thou with Rosaline ? 

Rom. With Rosaline, my ghostly father ? no ; 
1 have forgot that name, and that name's woe. , [then ? 

Fri. That's my good son : But where hast thou been 

Rom. I'll tell thee, ere thou ask it me again. 
I have been feasting with mine enemy ; 
Where, on a sudden, one hath wounded me. 
That's by me wounded ; both our remedies 
Within thy help and holy physic lies : 
I bear no hatred, blessed man ; for, lo. 
My intercession likewise steads my foe. 

Fri. Be plain, good son, and homely in thy drift ; 
liiddling confession finds but riddling shrifl. 

Rom. Then plainly know, my heart's dear love is set 
On the fair daughter of rich Capulet : 
As mine on hers, so hers is set on mine ; 
And all combin'd, save what thou must combine 
f^y holy marriage : When, and where, and how, 
We met, we woo'd, and made exchange of vow^ " 
(11 tell thee as we pass ; but this I pray, 
That thou consent to marry us this day. 

Fri. Holy ^int Francb ! what a change is here * 
U Rosaline, whom thou didst love so dear, 
So soon forsaken ? young men's love then lies 
Not tnily iu their hearts, but in their eyes, 
JosuMaria! what a deal of brine 
ifath v/a«h'd thy sallow cheeks for Rosaline 1 
How much salt water thrown away in waste. 
To season love, that of it doth not taste ! 
The siui not yet thy sighs from heaven cleai^, 
Thy old groans ring yet in my ancient ears ; 
Lo, here upon thy cheek the stain doth sit 
Of an old tear that is not wash'd oflF yet. 
If e*er thou wast thyself, and these woes thine, 
Thou and these woes were all for Rosaline ; 
And art thou chang'd ? pronounce this sentence then ~ 
W^omen may fall, when there's no strength in men. 

Rom. Thou chidd'st me oft for loving Rosaline, 

FrL For doting, not for loving, pupil mine 
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Ronu And foad'st me bury lore. 

FrL Not in a grave, 
Tolay one in, apother out to have. 

Jtom, I pray thee, chide not : she, whom I love now. 
Doth- grace for grace, and love for love dlow : 
The other did not so'. 

Fri. O, she knew well, 
Thy love did read by rote, and could not spell. 
But come, young waverer, come go with me. 
Jn one respect I'll thy assistant be ; 
For this alliance may so happy prove. 
To turn your households' rancour to pure love. 

vRom. O, let us hence ; I stand on sudden haste. 

/V/. Wisely, and slow ; They stumble, that run fast. 

[Exeunt 

SCENE IV. 

A Street. Enter Benvoho and Mercutio. 

Mcr. Where the devil should this Romeo be ? — 
( 'amc he not home to-night ? 

Ben. Not to his father's ; I spoke with his man. 

Mer. Ah, that same pale hard-hearted wench, that Ro^ 
saline, 
Torments him so, that he will sure run mad. 

Ben. Tybalt, the kinsman of old Capnlet, 
1 lath sent a letter to his father's house. 

Mcr. A challenge, on my life. 

Ben. Romeo will answer it. 

jMer. Any man, that can write, may answer a letter. 

Ben. Nay, he will answer the letter's master, how he 
dares, being dared. 

Mer: Alas, poor Romeo, he is already dead ! stabbed 
with a white wench's black eye ; shot thoroue;h the ea!- 
with a love-song ; the very pin of hi.s heart cleft with th* 
blind bow-boy's butt-shift ; And is he a ni;ui to encoun- 
ter Tvbalt ? 

Beii. Why, what is Tybalt ? 

Mer. More than prince of cats, I can tell you.* O, Lo 
is the courageous captain of compliments :° he iights as 
you sing prick-song, keeps time, distance, and proportion ; 
ivists me his minim rest, one, two, and the third in your 

* p^i^—iM^w^Mfc— ^1^1— *^^.^»p— ^— 1— ■■» ■■ ,m' ■ ■■■■■■ ■■■■■■■<■<»■ ^M 111 ^ 111 I m-mmmmmmmmttmmmammmmmmmmmma^ 

I. 51 Tyhcrt, the name given to the cat. in tlie »tur>'-li<Hjk uf Reynnt-H the for. 

WAIIOLTRTOX. 
(>i] A complete master of all the Inws of ceremoiiy, the priocI(»I nian ia \he di<i» 
triue vf.iMiii4;lilio, JOHNSON. * 
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boaom : the very butcher of a silk button, a duellist, a 
duellist ; a gentleman of the very first house, — of the first 
and second cause -J h\\. the immortal passado ! the punto 
rererso ! the hay 1' — • 

Ben, The what ? 

Mer, The pox of such nntic, lisping, affecting ikntasti- 
coes ; these new tuners of accents ! — By JesUy a very good 
blade ! — a very tall man ! — a very good whore !- — Why, is 
not this a lamentable thing, grandsire,' that we should be 
thus ailUcted with these strange flies, these fashion-mon- 
gers, these pardonntZ'tnoys^^ who struid so much on the 
new form, that they cannot sit at ease on the old bench .' 
O, their bonSy their bans ! 

Enter Romeo. 

Ben, Here comes Romeo, here comes Romeo. 

Mer. Without his roe, like a dried hemng : — O flesh, 
riesh, how art thou lishilied ! — Now is he for the numbers 
that Petrarch flowCvl in : Laura, to his lady, was but a 
kitchen-wench ; — marry, she had a better love to be- 
rhyme her ; Dido, a dowdy ; Cleopatra, a gipsy ; Helen 
iuid Hero, hildings and harlots ; Thisb^, a grey eye or so, 
but not to the purpose. — Signior Romeo, bon jour / there *6 
a French salutation to your French slop.* You gave us 
the counterfeit fairly last night. 

Rom. Good-morrow to you both. What counterfeit did 
I give you ? 

Mer. The slip, sir, the slip ; Can you not conceive ? 

Rom. Pardon, good Mercutio, my business was great ; 
and, in such a case as mine, a man may strain courtesy. 

Mer. That's as much as t6 say — such a case as yours 
<:onstrains a man to bow in the hams. 

Rom. Meaning — to conrt'sy. 

jV:r. Thon hast most kindly hit it. 



[7J A pfvnllniinn of xhf^Jii-it hmtat ; — of the Jii-it nnd second cntue ; is a gcntlenin-v 
o( the fnx innk, of the first «iniiiuncc among ilii'&c duel!ij»:!«. See Js Yon Like It. 
act ?. sc. y\ STKKVKNS. 

[r] All thu terms of the modem fencinj^-school wci-c originally Ifaiian ; the 
rapier, or small tUnistinsf sword, Iteing firkt used inltiilv. Tbe&iraistbe wordAu). 
yMM h<ne it, tiseil when n thrust reaches the antagonist, 'from wfajch one fenccr.% 
uii ilu? same occiiiiun, witliout knuwi'.if, I suppose, any reason for it, cry out ha I 

Johnson. 

[9] IIuinnrou'<1y npostrophislni; hiit anccs^)r8, whose srtl)er tlraos wer« unacquaintt'd 
\»iih the fiipperic'A here cuniplaiurd of. WAKBLTllTON. 

[1] Patdonnez »u>t bocnnii; tlie l.tn^a^e of doubt or hesitation among men of the 
<iwonl, when the point of honour was grown so delicate, that no other mode of can- 
ir.tdiction woukl t><> cndurrd. JOHNSON. 

I'J) S'njis are h»rj:r loisk- bi-efth<'s or irt»wser8 worn at present only by sailor?. 



ACT IJ^ ttOlTEO ,\\» JULIET. 343 

liom. A most courteous exposition. 

Mer. Nay, I am the very pink of courtesy. 

ttom. Pink for flower. 

Mer. Right; 

Rom. Why, then is my punip well flowered.'* 

Mer. Well said : Follow me this jest now, till thou 
Iiast worn out thy pump ; that, when the single sole of it 
is worn, the jest may remain, after the wearing, solely 
singular. 

Rom. O single-soled jest, solely singular for the single* 
ness I 

Akr. Gome between us, good Bcnvolio ; my wits fail. 

Rom. Switch and spurs, switch and spurs ; or Til crytx 
match. 

J\Icr. Nay, if thy wits run the wild-goose chace, I have 
done ; for thou hast more of the wild-goose in one of thy 
wits, 'than, I am sure, I have in my whole five : Was 1 
with you there for the goose ? 

Rom. Thou wast never with me for any thing, when 
(hou wast not thefe for the goose. 

Mer. I will bite thee by the ear for that jest. 

Mom. Nay, good goose, bite not.* 

Mer. Thy wit is a very bitter sweeting ;* it is a most 
sharp sauce. 

Ro7n. And is it not well served in to a sweet goose I 

Mer. O, here's a wit of cheverel,^ that stretches from 
an inch narrow to an cU broad ! 

Rom.. I stretch it out for that word — broad ; which ad- 
ded to the goose, proves thee far and wide a broad goose. 

Mer. Why, is not this better now, than groaning for 
love ? now art thou sociable, now art thou Romeo ; now 
*.irt thou wh:\t thou art, by art as well as by nature : for 
tliii drivclin;^ love is like a great natural, that runs lolling 
np and down to liidc his bauble in a hole. 

I^en. Stop tlicre, stop tbe're. [hair. 

Mer, Thou dcsircPt me to stop in my talc ai^ainst thi- 

Ikii. Thou would'st else have made thy tale large. 

Mer. O, thou art deceived, I would have made it short : 
r<>r 1 was come to the whole depth of my talc : and meant. 
I.idccd, to occupy the argument no longer. 

[S] It u-as tlic custom to wear rihhons In the shoes Tonued into ttie shnp^ of rosev 
t J nn\ i>ther flowers. STEKVEN8. 

(4|" A provcrbljil expression to ha foumi in RayV CoUcPtiiw. ^ STEEVENS. 

I'M A bitttr svocetivfr^ U* «n api>lc i*f that nani«>. S TKEVEXS. 

it)] Cficvcrd is soft (either for glav*'*. JOUXiiOX. ClK-veiil U from chevmiUy 

r.i.buch. MU6GHAVE. 
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Enter Nurse and Peter. 

Rom, Here's goodly geer ! 

Mer, A sail, a sail, a sail ! 

Ben. Two, two ; a shirt, and a smock. 

Nurse, Peter! 

Fetcr, Anon ? 

Nurse, My fan, Peter.' 

Mer, Pr'ythee, do, good Peter, to hide her face ; for 
Her fan's the fairer of the two. 

Nurse, God ye good morrow, gentlemen. 

Mer, God ye good den,' fair gcntlewomai). 

Nurse, Is it good den ? * 

Mer, 'Tis no less, I tell you : for fte bawdy hand of 
the dial is now upon the prick of noon. 

Nurse, Out upon you I what a man are you ? 

Rom, One, gentlewoman, that God hath made himself 
10 mar. 

Nurse, By my troth, it is well said ; — ^For himself to 
mar, quoth'a ? — Gentlemen, can any of you tell me where 
I may find the young Romeo ? 

Rom. I can tell jou ; but young Romeo will be older 
when you hare found him, than he was when vou sou^t 
bim : I am the youngest of thtit name, for 'fault of a worse. 

Nurse, You say well. 

Mer. Yea, is the worst well ? Very well tookj i'faith : 
wisely, wisely. [}'<?«• 

jXurse. If you be he sir, I desire some confidence with 

Ben, She will indite him to some supper. 

Mer, A bawd, a bawd, a bawd ! So ho ! , 

Rom, What hast thou found ?^ 

Mer, No hare, sir ; unless a hare, sir, in a lenten pic, 
vhat is something stale and hoar ere it be spent. 

Ati old hare hoar. 
And an old Jiare hoar. 
Is very good medt in lent : 
But a hare that is hoar, 
Is too much for a score ^ 
When it hoars ere it be spent, — 

[7) The business of Petur carryiny^ the Dur«c*s (uiij seems ridicuiuus accordioff tu 
inoclern iiianners*, but I findsuoli was formerly the practice. In an old pamfmlef. 
1593, we are informtHl^ that "The niUtiretiS mual have one to carry her cloake and 
hood, another her faune.'* FARMER. 

f8l God giveyouaavod evtn. STEEVENS. 

[a] Mercutio having^ roared out, So Ao .' the cry of the sportsmen when they start 
a hare, Romeo asks what ke has founds and Mercutio answers, No Aare, dtc. The 
rest is a series of quibUi« unworuy of explanation, which h« tvbo does not under 
stand neeils not laiueut hU i<ni'orancc. JOHNSON. 
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Romeo, ' will you come to your father'^ ? we*ll to dianer 

jRom. I wlU follow you. [thither. 

Mtr. Farewell, ancient lady ; farewell, lady, lady, lady. 

[Exeunt Merc ut to and Benvouo. 
• Nurse, Marry, farewell ! — I pniy you, sir, what saucy 
merchant was this, that was so full of his ropery ?^ 
' Rom, A gentleman, nurse, that loves to hear himself 
talk ; and will speak more in a minute, than he will stand 
to in a month. 

Nurse, An 'a speak any thing against me, Til take him 
down an a' were histier than he is, and twenty such Ji^<•k^; 
and if I cannot, I'll find those that shall. Scurvy knave I 
I am none of his flirt-gills ; I am none of his skaius-mittes :* 
— ^And thou must stand hy too, and sufl'cr every knave to 
use me at his pleasure ? 

Pet, I saw no man use you at his pleasure ; if 1 had, 
my weapon should quickly have been out, 1 warrant you: 
I dare draw as soon as another ni:ai, if I see occa:>loi) in 
Si good quarrel, and the law on my ^ide. 

NiLi'iic, Now, afore God, I am so vexed, thiit ovcii} 
juirt aliout me quivers. Scurvy knave I — l^ray yuu, sir, 
a v.ord : and {is 1 told you, my young lady bade nic in- 
quire you out ; what she bade me say, 1 will keop to 
myself: but first let me tell ye, if ye should lead her in- 
lo a fpol's paradise, as they say, it were a very groins kiiul 
of behaviour, as they say : for the gentlewoman is yonn«4\ 
and, therefore, if you should deal double with her, tiuly, 
it were an ill thing to be offered to any gentlewoman, iind 
very weak dealing. 

Rom. Nurse, commend me to thy lady and mi^trc's. 1 
protest unto thee, 

Nurse, Good heart! and, i'faith, I will tell her asmucli: 
Lord, lord, she wil! be a joyful woman. 

Horn, What wilt thou tell her, nurse ? thou dost not 
mark me. 

.Vursc, I will tell her, sir, — that you do protest ; wuich 
ai 1 take it, is a gentlemanlike offer. 

Rom, Bid her devise some means to come to shrift 
This afternoon ; 
And there she shall at friar Laurence' cell 

■ 

[I] /Popery wns anciently used in the same sense as roguery is now. RoptUuics 
aiti inontiuned in anotlier place. STKKVENS. 

[:^J A skein^ w skam was either a ki.ifc <ir a short das^gcr. 15y skatT>f.-mritea llit* 
uuTSc luoaiu noue of hU luuse couipunion's. Hktin is tlic Ij'i;»h \\oi'(J for n knifi*. 

srKi:VLNS. 

Vol. IX. V li 
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Be shriv'd, and married. Here is for thy pains. . 

Nurtt. No, truly, sir ; not a penn}'. 

Rom. Go to ; I say, you shall. 

JVtirie. This afternoon, sir ? Well, she shall be there* 

Rom. And stay, good nurse, behind the abbey-wall : 
Within this hour my man shall be with thee ; 
And bring thee cords made like a tackled stair f 
Which to the high top-gallant of my joy* 
Miwt be ray convoy in the secret night. 
Farewell ! — Be trusty, and Til quit thy pains. 
Farewell ! — Commend me to thy mistress. 

Nurse, Now God in heaven bless thee ! — Hark you, sir. 

Rom, What say'st thou, my dear nurse ? 

Kurse. Is your man secret ? Did you ne'er hear say*-^ 
'.rwo may keep counsel, putting one away ? 

Rom. I warrant thee; my man's as true as ?teel. 

Nurse, Well, sir ; my mistress is the sweetest lady — 
Lord, lord ! — when 'twas a little prating thing, — O, — 
there's a nobleman in town, one Paris, that would fain 
l:iy knife aboard ; but she, good soul, had as lieve see a 
toail, a very toad, as see him. I anger her sometimes, 
and tell her that Paris is the proper man ; but, Fll war- 
rant you, when I say so, she looks as pale as any clout 
ill tlie varsal world. Doth not rosemary and Romeo 
t>egin both with a letter ? 

Rom, Ay, nurse; What of that? both with an R. 

Nurse, Ah, mocker! that's the dogs name. R is for 
the dog.* No ; I know it begins with another letter : 
:ind she hath the prettiest sententious of it, of you and 
rosemary, that it would do you good to hear it. 

Ram, Commend me to thy lady. [Exit, 

Nurse, Ay, a thousand times. — Peter! 

Fet, Anon ! 

Nurse, Peter, take my fan, and go before. [Exmnt, 

SCENE V. 
Capulet's Garden, Enter Juliet. 
Jul, The clock struck nine, when I did send the nurse; 
In half an hour she promis'd to return. 
Perchance, she cannot meet him : — that's not so. — 
O, she is lame ! love's heralds should be thoughts, 
VVhich ten times faster glide than the sun's beams, 

Like stairs of rope in tlie taclile of a ship. JOHNSON. 

Tlie top-gallant is tlie liigliest extremity of the roast of a ship. ■ STEEVENS 
^ ^ I would read. ^ Ah mocker ! that's the doe's name. R Is for th«— »• ; I know 
iMfg^s with some other letter." RITSON 
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Dri?iDg back shadows over lowring hills : 
Therefore do nimble-pinioned doves draw love, 
And therefore hath the wind-swift Cupid wings. 
Now is the sun upon the highmost hill 
Of this day's journey ; and from nine to twelve 
Is three long hours, — ^yet she is not come. 
Had she affections, and warm youthful blood, 
She'd be as swifl in motion iis a ball ; 
My words would bandy her to my sweet love. 
And his to me : 

But old folks, mfvty feign n!^ they were dead ; 
Unwieldly, slow, heavy and pale n^ lead. 

Enter Nurse, and Petcr. 

God; she comes ! — O honey nurse, what news I 
Ilast thou met with him ? Send thy man away. 

Nune. Peter, stay at the gate. [Exit Peter. 

Jul, Nowi good sweet nurse, — O lord ! why look'.st 
. thou sad ? 
Though news be sad, yet toll them merrily ; . 
(f good, thou sham^st the music of sweet news 
By playing it to me with so sour a face. 

JSurse^ I am aweary, give me leave awhile ; — 

1 ye, how my bones ache ! What a jaunt have I had ! 

J id. I would, thou hadst my bones, arid I thy nev^^ : 
Nay, come, 1 pray thee, speak ; — ^good, good nurse, speak. 

A'urse, Jesu, what haste ? can you not stay awhile ? 
, \)o you not see, that I am out of breath ? 

Jul. Mow art thou out of breath, when thou hast breath 
To say to me — that thou art out of breath ? 
The excuse, that thou dost make in this delay, 
Is longer than the tale thou dost excuse. 
h thy news good, or bad ? answer to that : 
Say either, and I'll stay the circumstance : 
Let me be satisfied, Is't good or bad ? 

JVurse» Well, you have made a simple choice ; you 
know not how to choose a man : Romeo ! no, not he ; 
though his face be better than any man's, yet his leg ex- 
cels all men's ; and for a hand, and a foot, and a body, — 
though they be not to be talked on, yet they are past 
compare. He is not the flower of courtesy, — but, I'll 
warrant him, as gentle as a Inmb. — Go thy ways, wench ; 
iicrve God. — What, have you i^.ined at home ? 

Jul. No, no : But all thi:^ did I know before ; 
What says he of our marriage ! what of that ? 
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J\''ur8e. Lord, how my head aches ! what a head have 1 ? 
It heats as it would fall in twenty ])iecc6. 
My hack o' t'other side, — O, my hack, my hack ! — 
Bcshrew your heart, for sending me ahout, 
To catch my death with jaunting up and down ! 

Jitl. rfaith, I am sorry that thou art not well : 
Sweet, sweet, sweet nui-sc, tell me, what says my love ? 

Nurse, Your love says like an honest gentleman, 
And a courteous, and a kind, and a handsome, 
And, I warrant, a virtuous ; — Where is your mother ? 

Jul, Where is my mother ? — ^why, sRe is within ; 
Where should she be ? how oddly tliou reply'st ! 
Your love says like an honest gentleman , — 
Where is your mother ? 

Nurse. O, God's lady dear I 
Are you so hot ? Marry, come up, I trow ; 
Is this the poultice for my aching bones ? 
1 Fenceforward do your messages youreelf, 

Jul. Hefe's such a coil ; — Come, what says Romeo ? 

Nurse. Have you got leave to go to shrift to-day ? 

Jul. 1 have. 

Nurse. Then hie vou hence to friar Laurence' cell, 
i'here stays a husband to make you a wife : 
Noif comes the wanton blood up in your checks. 
They'll be in scarlet straight at any news. 
Hie you to church ; 1 must another way, 
To fetch a ladder, by the which your love 
Alust climb a bird's nest soon, when it is dark ; 
I am a drudge, and toil in your delight ; 
Jint vou shall bear the burden soon at nidit. 
Go, ril to dinner ; hie you to the cell. 

Jul. Hie to high fortune ! — honest nurse, farewell. 

[Exeunt 

SCENE \ I. 

Friar Laurekci:'s Cell. Enter Fnar Lalkexce and Romeo 

Fri. So srnih* the heavens upon lids holy act, 
'J'hat after-hours with sorrow chide us not ! 

Rom. Amen, amen ! but come what sorrow can. 
It cannot countervail the excliange of joy 
That one short minute gives me in her sight : 
Do thou but close our hands with holy words, 
Then love-devouring death do what he dare. 
It is enough I may but call hor mine. 
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FrL. Whese yiolent delights have violcut ends, 
And in their triumph die ; like fire and powder, 
^Vliich, as they kiss, consume : The sweetest honey 
U loathsome in his own deliciousness, 
And in the tsiste confounds the appetite : 
Therefore, love moderately ; long love doth so ; 
Too swift arrives as tardy as too slow.^ 

Enter Juliet. 
Here comes the lady : — O, so light a foot 
WiU ne'er wear out the everlasting flint : 
A lover may bestride the gossomers^ 
Tlu^ idle in the wanton summer air, 
And yet not fall ; so light is vanity. 

Jul. Good even to my ghostly confc.«Jsor. 

/>/. Romeo shall thank thee, daughter, for us both. 

Jul. As much to him, else are his thanks too much. 

Rom. Ah, Juliet, if the measure of thy joy 
Be heapM like mine, and that thy skill be more 
To blazon it, then sweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour air, aud let rich music's tongue 
Unfold the imaginM happiness that both 
lieceive in either by this dear encounter. 

Jul. Conceit, more rich in matter than in word^, 
Brags of bis substance, not of ornament : 
They are but beggars that can count their worth ;® 
But my true love is grown to such excess, 
I cannot sum up half my sum of wealth. [work : 

Fri. Come, come with me, and we will make short 
For, by your leaves, you shall not stay alone. 
Till holy church incorporate two in one. . [Exeunt, 



ACT III. 

SCENE I. — .2 Public Place, Enter Mlrcutio, Benvolio, 

Poge, and Servants, 
Ben, I pray thee, good Mercntio, hit's retire ; 
The day is hot,^ the Capnleb=? abroad, 
And, if we meet, we shall not scape a brawl ; 
For now, these hot days, is the mad blood stirring. 

[01 Ili> Ui.nt travels too fast is as long before he conies to the end of hu> juuriie^,iut 
he that trnvels slow. PrecipitatioD produces iui>liap. J(ill^SO>i. 

(7' See King Lear, p 20k>. 

[8] So ia Antony aiid C'copatra ; " tbcje^s beggary in the love that cau be reck- 
oneci." 6TEEVENS. 

[9] It is observed tii.tt in Italy almost all as<:assinaliuusare committed during tho 
hcut of summer. JUli^iSON. 



^^^^UO' 



350 EOMEO AND JULIET. ACT HI. 

JVfer. Thou art like one of those fellows, that, when 
he enters the confines of a tnyern, claps me his sword 
upon the tahle, and says, God send me tio need of thee I 
and, by the operation of the second cup, draws it on the 
drawer, when, indeed, there is no need. 

Ben. Am I like such a fellow ? 

Mer. Come, come, thou' art as hot a Jack in thy mood 
as any in Italy ; and as soon movodto be moody, and as 
soon moody to be moved. 

Ben. And what to ? 

JMer. Nay, an there were tuo such, we should havo 
none shortly, for one would kill the other. Thou ! why 
thou wilt quarrel with a nnn that hath a hair more, or a 
hair less, in his beard, than thou hast. Thou wilt quarrel 
with a man for cracking nuts, having no other reason but 
because thou hast hi\zc\ eyes ; What eye, but such an 
eye, Vvould spy out such a quarrel ? Thy head is as full 
t)f quarrels, as an egg is full of meat ; and yet thy head 
hath been beaten as addle iis an egg, for quarrelling. 
Thou hast quarrelled with a man for coughing in tfie 
street, because he hath wakened thy dog that hath laiu 
asleep in the sun. Did:<t thou not f dl out with a tailor for 
wearing his new doublet before Easter ? with another, for 
tying Iiis new shoes with old ribband ? ahd yet thou wilt 
tutor me from quarrelling ! 

Ben. An 1 were so apt to quarrel as thou art, any man 
should buy the fee-simple of my life for an hour and a 
quarter. 

Mer. The fee-simple ? O simple ! 

Enter Tybalt, and others. 

Ben. By my head, here come the Capulets. 

Mer. By my heel, I care not. 

Tyb. Follow me close, for 1 will speak to them.-* — 
Gentlemen, good den : a word with one of you. 

Mer. And but one word with one of us ? Couple it 
with something ; make it a word and a blow. 

Tyb. You will find me apt enough to that, sir, if you 
will give me occasion. 

Mer. Could you not take some occasion without giving ? 

Tyb. Mercutio, thou consortest with Romeo, — 

Mer. Consort ! what, dost thou xmyke us minstrels ? an 
thou make minstrels of us, look to hear nothing but dis- 
cords : here's my fitMlestick ; here's that shall make jou 

GO. 'Zounds, consort ! 
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Btn, We talk here in the pobiic haunt of men : 
Either withdraw into some private place, 
Or reason coldly of your grievancesi, 
Or else .depart ; here all eyes gaze on us. 

Mer, Men's eyes were made to look, and let them gaze : 
I will not budge for no man's pletisurc, I. 

Enter Romeo. 

Tyb, Well, peace be with you, sir I here comes my man. 

Mer. But I'll be hanged, sir, i£ he wear your livery : 
Marry, go before to field, he'll be your follower ; 
Year worship, in that sense, may call him — man. 

Tyb. Romeo, the hate 1 bear thee, can afford 
No better term than this — Thou art a villain. 

Rofn. Tybalt, the reason that I have to love thee 
Doth much excuse the appertaining rage 
To such a greeting : — Villain am I none ; 
Therefore, farewell ; I see, thou know'st me not. 

Tyb, Boy, this shall not excuse the injuries 
That thou hast done me ; therefore turn, and draw. 

Rom. I do protest, I never injur'd thee ; 
But love thee better than thou canst devise, 
Till thou shalt know the re;ison of my love : 
And so, good Capulet, — wliich niune I tender 
As dearly as mine own, — be satisfied. 

Mcr. O calm, dishononruble, vile submission! 
A la s(occa(a^ carries it away. [Draxvs. 

Tybalt, jou rat-catcher, will you walk 2 

Tyb'. What would'st thou have witli me ? 

Mer, Good king of cats,* nothing, but one of your nine 
lives ; that I mean to make bold withal, and, as you shall 
use me hereafter, dry-beat the rest of the eight. Will 
you pluck your sword out of his pilcher by the ears ?' 
make haste, lest mine be about your ears ere it be out. 

Tyb, I am for you. [Drawing. 

Rom, Gentle Mercutio, put thy rapier up. 

Mer, Come, sir, your passado. [They fight. 

Rom. Draw, Benvolio ; 
Beat down their weapons : — Gentlemen, for shame ! 
Forbear this outrage ; — Tybalt — Mercutio — 
The prince expressly hath forbid this bandying 
In Verona streets : — hold, Tybalt ; — gjood Mercutio. 

[Exc, Tybalt, and his Partizans. 

,, , , , III 11 — - ^ 

1] Stoccata— the Italian terra for a th-ust or stab with a rqipier. 8TEEVEN8. 
2' Aliutiing^ to his name. MALON E. 

3 We should read pUrkt^ which sigTiifies a cloak or coat of ikiai) ■)«aBiaff tbf 
feabtmrd. W.AAUURTpN. 
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Mer, I am hurt ; — 
A plugue o'both the houses ! — I am sped : — 
Is he gone, and hath nothing ? 

Ben, What, art thou hurt ? 

Mer» Ay, ay, a scratch, a scratch ; marry, 'tis enough. — 
Where is my page ? — go, villain, fetch a surgeon. 

[Exit Page. 

Rom. Courage, man ; the hurt cannot he much. 

Mer. No, 'tis not so deep its a well, nor so wide Jis a 
church door ; but 'tis enough, 'twill serve : ask lor me 
to-morrow, and you shall find me a grave man. I am 
})eppercd, I warrant, for this world : — A plague o'botli 
your houses ! — 'Zounds, a dog, a rat, a mouse, a cat, to 
scratch a man to death ! a braggart, a rogue, a villain, 
that fights by the book of arithmetic ! — Why the devil 
CLimc you between us ? I was hurt under your arm. 

Rom, I thought all for the best. 

.Mer, Help me into some house, Benvolio^ 
Or I shall faint. — A phigue o'both your houses I 
They have made worm's meat of me : 
1 have it, and soundly too : — Your houses ! 

[Exeunt Mercutio an J Beavolio. 

Rom. This gentleman, the prince's near ally, 
My very friend, hath got his mortal hurt 
In my behalf; my reputation stain'd 
With Tybalt's slander, Tybalt, that an hour 
Hath been my kinsman :---0 sweet Juliet, 
Thy beauty hath made me effeminate. 
And in my temper softeh'd valour's steel. 

Re-enter Benvolio. 

Ben. ,0 Romeo, Romeo, brave Mercutio's dead ; 
Tliat gallant spirit hath aspir'd the clouds. 
Which too untimely here did scorn the earth. 

Jlom. This day's black fate no more days doth depend j 
This but begins the woe, others must end. 

Re-enter Tybalt. 

Ben. Here comes the furious J'ybalt back again. 

Rom, Alive! in triumph ! and Mercutio slain ! 
Awa} to heaven, rc.'!pccti\ e louiij, 
And fire-ev'd furv be my eond'ict now ! — 
Now, Tybalt, tjikc the liltaiii buck again. 
That late thou gav'ct :no ; fur Morcutio's soul 
Is but a little \Vay above our he:tds. 
Staying for thine to keep him company ; 

ither thou or I or both, mu.-t go with him 
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Tyb. Thou, wretched hoy, that didst consort him here 
.Shalt with him thence. 

Ram, This shall determine that. 

[T/uij fighi ; TvBALT faUs 

Ben. Romeo, away, be gone ! 
The citizens arc np, and Tybalt slain : — 
Stand not amaz*d : — the prince will doom thee death., 
f f thou art taken : — hence ! — be gone ! — away ! 

Rom. O ! I am fortune's fool !* 

Ben. Why dost thou stay ? [Esil Uomi:**. 

Enter Citizens^ <J*^. 

1 Cit. Which way ran he, that kill'd Meniilio ? 
'I'ybalt, that murderer, wliich way ran he 1 

Ben. There lies that Tyb^dt. 

1 Cit. Up, sir, go with me ; 
I charge thee, in the prince's name, obey. 

Enter Prince, aitoulcd ; Montague, Capulet, ihcir jrive- 

and others. 

Prince, Whore are the vile bcginnei*s of this fray ? 

Ren. O noble prince, I can discover all 
The unlucky manage of this fatal brawl : 
There lies the man, slain by young Romeo, 
That^lew thy kinsmun, brave Mercutio. 

Tm. Cap. Tybalt, my cousin ! — O my brother's child I 
l.Tihappy sight ! ah me, the blood is spill'd 
Of my dear kinsman ! — Prince, as thou art true. 
For blood of curs', shed blood of Montague. — 
O cousin, cousin ! 
■ Pn/?cc.' Benvolio, who began this bloody fray ? 

Ben. Tybalt, here sldin, whom Romeo's hand did slay ; 
llomeo that spoke him fair, bade him bethink 
flow nice the quarrel was,* imd urgM withal 
Your high displeasure : — All this — uttered 
With gentle breath, calm look, knees humbly bosv'd,— 
Could not t»ke truce with the unruly spleen 
Of Tybalt deaf to peace, but that he tilts 
With piercing steel at bold Mercutio's breast : 
Who, all as hot, turns deadly point to point. 
And, with a martial scorn, with one hand beats 
Cold death aside, and with the other sends 
It back to Tybalt, whose dexterity 

[41 I am always ruaniiic in Ibe way of uvU furlune, like lUe fuol iu the play. 

JOHNSON 
' M How nice- -how slight^ how imimvorHint^ how petty. JOHNSON. 

?3 Vol. IX. 
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RetorU it : Romeo, lie cries aloud, 

Hold ^friends ! friends, part ! aud, swifter than his tongue 

His agile arm beats down their fatal points, 

And 'twixt them rushes ; underneath whose arm 

An envious thrust from Tybalt hit tli! life 

Of stout Mercutio, and then Tybalt fled : 

But by and by comes back to Romeo, 

Who had but newly entertain'd revenge, 

And toU they go like lightning ; for, ere I 

Could draw to part them, was stout Tybalt slain 

\nd, ii3 he foil, did Romeo turn and fly : 

This is the truth, or let Benvolio die. 

La, Cap, He is a kinsman to the Montague, 
Affection makes him false ,° he speaks not true : 
Some twenty of them fought in this black strife, 
And all those twenty could but tfiTt one life : 
I beg for justice, which thou, prince, must give ; 
Romeo slew Tybalt, Romeo must not hve. 

Prince. Romeo tdew him, he slew Mercutio ; 
Who now the price of his dear blood doth owe ? 

La, Mon, Not Romeo, prince, he was Mercutio's friend ; 
His fault concludes but, what the law siiould end, 
The life of Tybalt. 

Prince., And, for that offence,. 
Immediately we do exile him hence : 
I have an interest in your hates' proceeding, 
My blood for your ruilc brawls doth lie a bleeding ; 
But I'll amerce you with so strong a fine. 
That you shall all repent the loss of mine ; 
f will be deaf to pleading and excuses ; 
Xor tears, nor pra3'ers, shall purchase out abuses, 
Therefore use none : let Romeo hence in haste. 
Else, when he's found, that hour is his last. 
Bear hence this body, and attend our will : 
Mercy but murders, pardoning those that kill. [Kxeutif, 

SCENE ir. 

A Room in Capuj-i:t's Ifousc^ Enter Ju/.iet, 

Jul, Gallop apace, you fiery-footed steeds, 
Towards Phoebus' mansion ; such a waggoner 
As Phaeton would whip you to the west, 

[6] The rharg« of fAliiehmid on lipii^olio. thoi'L'ii i>rfNhtrf(] at hazard, is very ju»r. 
TIj« author, w)i(> sevin* U> liitemt lh« ctianirter of Hrtivollo a.« g^xxi, meant perhaps 
to sb«i\r, b«>w tlic brst mini!*, in a stale cf fucilon uud dUfonJ, nrv i!f'%r;rN.*Tl u ciinii- 
na) i-tirt!ani%-. JOlINiiO.N'. 
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And bring in cloudy ni^ht immediately. — 

Spread thy close curtain, love-performing night ! 

Ihat ruD-away*s eyes may wink ; and Romeo 

Leap to these arms, untilk'd of, and unseen ! — 

Lovers can see to do their amorous rites 

By their own beauties : or, if love be blind, 

It best agrees with night. — Come, civil night,* 

Thou sober-suited matron, all in black. 

And learn me liow to lo<ie a winiiiii;^ match, 

Play'd for a pair of stainless maidenhoods : 

Hood m}' uumaun'd blood l)alin^ in my cheeks,^ 

With thy black maulle ; till sUanj^c love, grown bold. 

Think true love acted, iiinijjle modesty. 

Come, night 1 — Come, Romeo ! come, thou day in night 1 

For thou wilt lie u[)oii the win^s of night 

Whiter than now snow on a raven's back. — 

Come, gentle nis;lit ; come, loving;, black-brow'd night. 

Give me my Romeo : and, when he shall die, 

Take him and cut him out in little stars, 

And he will ni:iko the face of heaven so fine, 

That all the world will be in love with night, 

And pay no worship to the garish sun,' — 

0, I have bought the mansion of a love. 

But not possessed it : and, thougli I am sold, 

Not yet enjoy'd : So tedious is this day. 

As is the night before some festival 

To an impatient child, that hath new robes. 

And may not wear them. O, here comes my nurse. 

Enter JVurse, za-ith cords. 

And she brings news ; and every tongue, that speaks 
But Romeo's name, speaks heavenly eloquence. — 
Now, nurse, what news ? What hast thou there, the cords, 
That Romeo bade thee fetch ? 

J\''ursc, Ay, ay, the cords. [Throws them down. 

Jul, Ah me ! w hat news ! why dost thou wring thy 
hands ? 

J 8] Civil In grave, decrntly (solemn. JOHNSON. 

9] These are tern s of falconry. An unmanntd hawk is one that is not bronght to 
lure compciny. Bating (not 6/it<i>i;, as it has hitherto been printed) is AvMetipg 
with Ihe win«Ti as striving to fly away. STliEVENS. 

ft] Milton had this speech in his thoughts when he wrote // Peneeroto : 
" Civil ni?ht, % 
" Thou toher-ntited matron.^ Shakespeare. 



*• Till ctvtV fu^eW murn appear.** Milton. 

'' I'ay no wonhip to the gariih sun.** Skakesptare. 

•• ilKie roe from dBy*s garith eye.** iIiU«n. JOHNSON, 
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AVr. Ah well-a-day ! he's dead, he'a dead, he's dead I 
We are undone, lady, we are undone ! — 
Alack the day ! — he's gone, he's kill'd, he's dead ! 

Jul. Can heaven he so envious ? 

J\''ur8e. Romeo can, 
Though heaven cannot : — O Romeo ! Romeo ! — 
Who ever would have thought it ? — Romeo ! 

Jul, What devil art thou, that dost torment me thus ? 
This torture should he roar'd in dismal hell. 
J lath Romeo slain himself? say thou but /,• 
And that bare vowel / shaTt poison more 
Than the death-darting eye of cockatrice : 
1 nm not I, if there be such an /; 
Or those ej-es shut, that make thee answer 7. 
If he be slain, say — /; or if not, no: 
Brief sounds determine of my weal, or woe. 

JVurse. I saw the wound, I saw it with mine eyes,— ■ 
God save the mark ! — here on his manly breast : 
A piteous corse, a bloody piteous corse ; 
Pale, pale us ashes, all bedaub'd in blood, 
v\ll in gore blood : — I swooned at the sight. 

Jul. O break, my heart ! — ^poor bankrupt, break at once 
To prison, eyes ! ne'er look on liberty ! 
Vile earth, to earth resign ; end motion here ; 
And thou, and Romeo, press one heavy bier t ' ' 

A Mr«c. O Tybdt, Tybalt, the best friend I had ! 
O courteous Tybalt ! honest gentleman ! 
Tliat ever I should live to see thee dead I 

Jul. What storm is this, that blows so contrary ? 
Is Romeo slaughter'd ; and is Tybalt dead ? 
Aly dcar-lov'd cousin, and my dearer lord ? — 
Then, dreadful trumpet, sound the general doooii ! 
For who i« living, if those two are gone ? 

Kursc. Tybalt is gone, and Romeo banished ; 
Romeo, &at kill'd him, he is banished. 

Jul. O God !— did Romeo's hand shed Tybalt's blood i 

J\''ur%e. It did, i't did ; aUis the day I it did. 

Jul. O serpent heart, hid with a flow'ring face ! 
Did ever dragon keep so fair a cave ? 
Beautiful tyraut ! fiend angelical ! 
Dove-feather'd raven ! wolvish-raveninpiamb ! 

[2] In the author's time, the affirmative verb ay, was geuer^y written / : and b\ 
tliu means it both becomes a vowel, and answers in the suuDino tyt uiYua ivhich liit; 
conceit turns in the sepouU line. TiI£0BALD. 
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Despised substance of divinest show ! 
Just opposite to what thou justly seem'st, 
A damned saint, an honourable villain i — 
0, nature ! what hadst thou to do in hell, 
When thou didst bower the spirit of a iiend 
In mortal paradise of such sweet flesh ? — 
Was ever book, containing such vile matter, 
So fairly bound ? O, that deceit should dwell 
In such a gorgeous palace ! 

JVurse. There's no trust, 
\o faith, no honesty in men ; all perjured. 
All forsworn, all naught, all dissemblers. — 
.Vh, Where's my man ? give me some aqua vita :— ^ 
These griefs, these woes, these sorrows make me old. 
^hame come to Romeo ! 

Jtd. Blister'd be thy tongue, 
For such a wish ! he was not born to shame : 
L^pon his brow shame is iishiuu'd to sit ; 
For 'tis a throne where honour may be crowiiM 
Sole monarch of the universsd earth. 
0, what a beast was I to chide at him I 

JViir. Will you speak well of him that kill'd your cousin ? 

Jul. Shall I speak ill of him that is my husband ? 
Ah, poor my lord, what tongue shidl smooth thy namc^ 
When I, tliy three-hours wife, hav^ mangled it ? — 
But, wherefore, villain, didst thou kill my cousin 't 
That villain cousin would have kWVd my husbimd : 
iS<u:k, foolish tears, back to your native spring ; 
Vour tributary drops belong to woe, 
Which you, mistaking, offer up to joy. 
My husband lives, that Tybalt would have slain ; 
And Tybalt's dead, that would have slain my husband • 
All this is comfort ; Wherefore weep 1 then ? 
Some word tlicre wiu^, worscr than Tybalt's death, 
That murder'il me • I would for;»ot it Jliiii ; 
But, O ! it presses to my mcmoi v, 
Like damned guilty deeds to sininu's niiuds : 
Tybalt is dead, and Romeo — banii>}:ed ; 
That — banished, that one word — Uniialud, 
flath slain ten thousand Tybalts.^ Tybalt's death 
Was woe enough, if it had ended there : 
Or, — if sour woe delights in fellowship. 
And needly will be rank'd with other griefe, — 

[3] I an) more afl*ectfHl hj Ro)uei>*s bauishinent tbni) I aWaki be t'\ tk«> dMth 9^ 
leu ;housanU «uch reUiUtfiu'ai TytnUt. Kir;>U^{ 
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>.*j/ follow \1 not, when she siiid — Tybalt's dead. 

Thy latFier, or thy mother, nay, or both, 

Which modern lamentation might have mov'd 1* 

But, with a rear-ward following Tybalt's death. 

Romeo is banished^ — to speak that word, 

Is father, mother, Tybalt, Romeo, Juliet, 

All sl:iin, all dead : — Rotneo is banished, — 

There is no end, no limit, measure, bound, 

In th;it word's death ; no words can that woe sound.—- 

Where is my father, and my mother, nurae ? 

Nurse, Weeping and wailing over Tybalt's corse : 
Will you go to them ? I will bring you thither. 

Jid, Wash they his wounds with tears ? mine shall be 
spent. 
When theirs are dry^ for Romeo's banishment 
Take up those cords : — Poor ropes, you are bcguil'd, 
Both you and I ; for Romeo is exil'd : 
lie made you for a highway to my bed ; 
But I, a maid, die m:uden-widowcd. 
Come, cords ; come, nurse ; I'll to my wedding bed ; 
And death, not Romeo, take my maidenhead ! 

Nurse, Hie to your chamber ; I'll find Romeo 
To comfort you ; — I wot well where he is. 
Hark ye, your Romeo will be here at night ; 
I'll to him ; he is hid ift Laurence' cell. 

JuL O find him \ give this ring to my true knight, 
And bid liim come to take his last farewell. [Exfunt. 

SCENE III. 

Friar Laurence's Cell. Enter Friar Laurence and Romeo. 

Fri, Romeo, come forth ; come forth, thou fearful man ; 
Aflfliction is enamour'd of thy parts, 
And thou art wedded to calamity. 

Rmn. Father, what news ? what is the prince's doom ? 
What sorrow craves acquaintjmce at my hand, 
That I yet know not ? 

Fri, Too familiar 
Is my dear son with such sour company : 
I bring thee tidings of the prince's doom. 

Rom, What less than doom's-day is the prince's doem ? 

Fri, A gentler judgment vanish'd from his lips, 
Not body's death, but body's banishment. 

[4} Shake^pvare ttres nwdeni fur rnmmon or sl^ht : I believe it WU Di '&ii 'tilBle 
eonfonntf^ 1e cellnqtiial htngaagc wilh moderatt. JC^U-KSON. 
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Rom. Ha ! b;iiushnfeiit ? be merciful, eay — death : 
For exile hutb more terror in his look, 
Much more tlian dciith ; do not s;jy — banishment. 

Fri.* Hence from Verona art thou banished : 
Be patient, for the world is broad and wide. 

Rom. '1 here is no world without Verona wall?, 
But purgatory, torture, hell itself. 
Hence-banished is banished from the world. 
And wbrld's exile is dcuth : — then banishment 
Is death mis-tcrm'd : calliu'x death — }>anishment, 
Thou cut'st my hcjid oil* with a goKlen axe. 
And smirst upon the stroke that murders me. 

Fri. O deadly gin I O rude unthankfuhioss ! 
Thy fault our law calls death ; biit the kind prince, 
Taking thy part, hath rurfih'd aside the law. 
And turn'd that Iblack word death to banishment : 
This is dear mercy, and thou sce'st it not. 

Rom. 'T is torture, and not mercy : heaven is here, 
Where Juliet lives ; and every cat, and do'^. 
And little moiifie, every unworthy thin^. 
Live here in heaven, smd may look on her, 
But Romeo may not. — M,^re vahdity, 
More honourable state, more courtship lives 
In carrion flies, than Ron\co :* they may seize 
On the white wornlor of clear Juliet's hand, 
And steal immortal bless'ng from her Hps ; 
Who, even in |)urc and vestal modesty. 
Still blush, as thinking Iheir own kisses sin ; 
But Uomeo iiny not ; he is banished : 
Flies may do thi'^, when I from this must fly ; 
They are frco i»ien, but 1 am banished. 
And sayVt tho'; yet, that exile is not death ? 
Hast thou no poiroii mixM, no sharp-ground knife^ 
No sudden mnan of death, though ne'er so meao, 
But — banisbod — to kill me ; banished ? 
O friar, th<: damned use that word in hell ; 
Howling? attend it : How hast thou the heart, 
Being a divine, a ghostly confessor, 
A sin-absolver, and my friend profess'd. 
To mangle me with that word — banishment ? 
' fri. Thou fond mad man, hear me but speak a word. 

Rom. O, thou wilt speak again of banishment. 

Fri. ril give thee -armour to keep off that word ; 

[5] FmlidUv se^ms here to nican wtrih or dit^nity ; aed eomrUhip the sQltfc of a 
covrlUr pmnltted to approach the hiifhc^st present. JOItJkfloN. 
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Vdversit}''s sweet milk, philosophy? 

To comfort thee, though thou art buDished. 

Rom. Yet banished ; — Hung up philosophy ! 
Unless philosophy can make a Juliet, 
Displant a town, reverse a prince's doom ; 
It helps not, it prevails not, talk no more. 

Fn\ O, then I see that madmen have no ears, [eyes ■ 

Rom. How should they, when that wise men have no 

Fn\ Let me dispute with thee of thy estate. 

Rom. Thou canst not speak of what thou dost not feel : 
Wert thou as young as f , Juliet thy love. 
An hour but married, Tybalt murdered, 
Doling like me, and like me banished, 
Then might's! thou speak, then might'st thou tear thy hair. 
And fall upon the ground, as I do now, 
Taking the mesisure of an unmade grave. • 

Fri. Arise ; one knocks ; good Romeo, hide thyself.. 

[Knocking within. 

Roui. Not I ; unless the breath of heart-sick groans, 
Mist-like, infold me from the search of eyes. [Knocking. 

Fri. Hark, how they knock ! — WhoX there >— Romeo, 
arise ; 
Thou wilt be taken : — Stay a while : — stand up ; 

[Knocking. 

KuTi to my study : — By and by : God's will ! 

What wilfulness is this ? — I come, I come. [Knocking. 
Who knocks so hard ? whence come you ? what^s your 
will ? 

Xurse. [Within.'] Let me come in, and yon. shall know 
my errand : 
/ <:omc from lady Juliet. 

Frt\ Welcome then. 

Enter JVurae. 

jSCursc. O, holy friar, O, tell me, holy friar, 
Where is my lady's lord, where's Romeo ? 

Fri. There on the ground, with his own teaj^s made 
drunk. 

Xurse. O, Jie is even in my mistress' case, 
Just in her case ' 

Fri. O woful sympathy ! 
Piteous predicament ! 

JSTursc. Even so lies she, 
Blubbering and weeping, weeping and blubbering^ — 
Stand up, stand up : st inJ, an y^u be a man 
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For Juliet's sake, for her sake, rise and stand ; 
Why should you fall into so deep an O ? 

Rom. Nurse I 

J^Turse. Ah sir ! ah sir ! — death's the end of all. 

Rom. Spak'st thou of Juliet ? how is it with her ! 
Doth she not think me an old murderer, 
Now I have stain 'd the childhood of our joy 
With blood remov'd but little from her own ? 
Where- is she ? and how doth she ? and what says 
My concealed lady to our cancell'd love ? 

Nurse. O, she says nothing, sir, but weeps and weeps : 
And now falls on her bed, and then starts up. 
And Tybalt calls ; and then on Romeo cries, • 
And then down falls again. * 

Rom. As if that name, 
Shot from the deadly level of 9 gun, 
Did murder her ; as that name's cursed hand 
Murder'd her kinsman.-^O tell me, friar, tell me, 
In what vile part of this*anatomy 
Doth my name lodge ? tell me, that 1 may sack 
The hateful mansion. [Drawing his sword 

Frt. Hold thy desperate hand : 
Art thou a man ? thy form cries out, thou art ; 
Thy tears are womanish ; thy wild acts denote 
The unreasonable fury of a beast : 
Unseemly woman, in a seeming man ! 
Or ill-beseeming beast, in seeming both ! 
Thou hast amaz'd me : by my holy order, 
I thought thy disposition better tempered. 
Hast thou slain Tybalt ? wilt thou slay thyself? 
And slay thy lady too that lives in thee. 
By doing damned hate upon thyself? 
Why rail'st thou on thy birth, the heaven, and earth ? 
Since birth, and heaven, and earth, all three do meet 
In thee at once, which thou at once wouldst lose. 
Fye, fye 1 thou sham'st thy shape, thy love, thy wit ; 
Which, like an usurer, abound'st in all. 
And usest none in that true use indeed 
Which should bedeck thy shape, thy love, thy wit 
Thy noble shape is but a form of wax, 
Digressing from the valour of a man : 
Thy dear love, sworn, but hollow perjury, 
KilUn^ that love which thou hast vow'd to cherish : 
Thy wit, that ornament to shape and love, 

Vol. IX. Q 
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Mis-shapen in the conduct of them both, 
Like powder in a skill-less soldier's flask, 
Is set on fire by thine own ignorance,^ 
And thou dismember'd with thine own defence.^ 
What, rouse thee, man ! thy Juliet is alive. 
For whose dear sake thou wast but lately dead ; 
There art thou happy : Tybalt would kill thee. 
But thou slew'st Tybalt ; there art thou happy too : 
The law, that threatened death, becomes thy friend. 
And turns it to exile ; there art thou happy : 
A pack of blessings lights upon thy back ; 
Happiness courts thee in her best array ; 
But, like a xnis-behay'd and sullen wench. 
Thou poufst 5ipon thy foi^tune and thy love : 
Take heed, take heed, for such die miserable. 
Go, get thee to thy love, as was decreed, 
Ascend her chamber, hence and comfort her : . 
But, look, thou stay not till the watch be set. 
For then thou canst not pass to Mantua ; 
Where thou shalt live, till we can 6nd a time 
To blaze your marriage, reconcile your friends, 
Beg pardon of the prince, and call thee back 
With twenty hundred thousand times more joy 
Than thou went'st forth in Lunentation: — 
Go before, nurse : commend me to thy lady ; 
And bid her hasten all the house to bed. 
Which heavy sorrow makes them apt unto : 
Romeo is coming. 

Nurse, O lord, I could have staid here all the night, 
To hear good counsel. O, what learning is ! — 
My lord, I'll tell my lady you will come.. . 

Rom. Do so, and bid my sweet prepare to chide. 

Nurse. Here, sir, a ring she bid me give you, sir : 
Hie you, make haste, for it grows very late. [Exit. 

Rom. How well my comfort is reviv'd by this I 

Frt. Go hence : Good-night ; and here stands all your 
Cither be gone before the watch be set, [state ;* 

Or by the break of day disguised from hence : 
Sojourn in Mantua ; I'll find out your man. 
And he shall signify from time to time 

[6] To understand the force qf this allusion, it should be remembered that tiie tn- 
rinit Eneliiih soldiers, usingf mafc&-locks instead of lodu with flints, were oUIged t» 
carry a lighted iiui^eA haagiogat their belts, very near to the wooden Jkuk ia wkiek 
they kept their powder. STEEVENS. 

[71 And thou torn to pieces with thine own weapons. JOHNSON. 

[8] The whole of your fortune depends on this. JOHNSON. 



ACT III. ROMEO AND JULIET. 363 

Eyery good hap to you, that ehances here : 

(3hre me thy hand ; 'tis late : farewell ; good-ni^t« 

Rom. Bat that a joy past joy calls out on me, 
It were a grief, so brief to part with thee : 
FareweU. [ExhoU 

SCENE IV. 

A Room in Capulet's House, Enter Capulet, Laiy Ca* 

PULET, and Paris. 

Cap, Things have fallen out, sir, so unluckily, 
That we have liad no time to move our daughter : 
Look you, she lov'd her kinsman Tybalt dearly. 
And so did I ; — Well, we were born to die. — 
'Tis very late, she'll not come down to-night ; 
I promise you, but for your company, 
I would have been a-bed an hour ago. 

Par. These times of woe afford no time to woo :— • 
Madam, good<night : commend me to your daughter. 

La. Cap. I will, and know her mind early to-morrow ; 
To-night she's mew'd up to her heaviness. 

Cap, Sir Paris, I will make a desperate tender 
Of my child's love.® I think, she jvill be rul'd 
In all respects by me ; nay more, I doubt it not. 
Wife, go you to her ere you go to bed i 
Acquaint her here with my son Paris' love ; 
And bid her, mark you me, on Wednesday next— 
But, soft ; what day is this ? 

Par. Monday, my lord. 

Cap. Monday ? ha ! ha ! Well, Wednesday is too 800n> 
O'. Thursday let it be ;— o' Thursday, tell her. 
She shall be married to this noble earl : — 
Will you be ready ? do you like this haste ? 
We'll keep no great ado ; — a friend, or two :— 
For hark you, Tybalt being sUiin so late. 
It may be thought we heW him carelessly, 
Being our kinsman, if ^e revel much : 
Therefore we'll hare some half a dozen friends, 
And there an end. But what say you to Thursday ? 

Par. My lord, I woulJ that Thursday were to-morrow. 

Cap. Well, get you gone :— O' Thursday be it then :— 
Go you to Juliet ere you go to bed. 
Prepare her, wife, against this wedding day. — 
Farewell, my lord.— ^Light to my chamber, ho I 

[0] De$peraU means only boldj adventurotu ; u if he had laid io the vitov 
^mmt *^l iR^ apmik a bold word, and renture to promiM yoa wj d^mAtm.^ 
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Afore me, it is so very late, that we 

May call it early by and by : — Good^night. [Exeunt, 

SCENE V. 

Juliet's Chamber. Enter Romeo and Juliet. 

Jul, Wilt thou be gone ? it is not yet near day : 
It was the nightingale, and not the lark, 
That pierc'd the fearful hollow of thine ear ; 
Nightly she sings on yon pomegranate tree : 
Believe me, love, it was the nightingale. 

Rom, It was the lark, the herald of the mom, 
No nightingale : look., love, what envious streaks 
Do lace the severing clouds in yonder east ; 
Night's .candles are burnt out, and jocund day 
Stands tiptoe on the misty mountain tops : 
I must be gone and Hve, or stay and die. 

Jul. Yon light is not day-light, I know it, I : 
It is some meteor that the sun exhales. 
To be to thee this night a torch-bearer, 
And light thee on thy way to Mantua : 
Therefore stay yet, thou need'st not to be gone. 

Rom. Let me be ta'en, let nie be put to death : 
I am content, so thou wilt have it so. 
ril say, yon grey is not,the morning's eye, 
'Tis but the pale reflex of Cynthia's brow ;* 
Nor that is not the lark, whose notes do beat 
The vanity heaven so high above our heads. 
I have more care to stay, than will to go ; — * 
Come, death, and welcome ! Juliet wills it so.— 
How is't, my soul ? let's talk, it is not day. 

Jul. It is, it is, hie hence, be gone, away : 
It is the lark that sings so out of lune. 
Straining harsh discords, and unpleading sharps. 
Some say, the lark miakes sweet division ; 
This doth not so, for she divideth us. 
Some say, the lark and loathed toad change eyes ; 
O, now I would they had chang'd voices tool* 
Since fti^m from arm that voice doth us affray, 



ni The appearance of a cloud opposed to the moeo. JOHNSON. 

ai Can was frequently used in Shakeapeare's ase for indinati&n. MALONfi. 
[Sj The toad harinff very fine eyes, and the lar* veiy ugly ones, waa the ooca- 
•km of a common saying among the people, that the toad and lark had changed om$ 
To»tUi the speaker aUudes. WARBURTON. 

ThU tradition o€ the toad and lark I have heard expressed in a rustic rliymo : 

tt To Iteaven I'd fly, 

But that the toad beguiled me of mine eye." J OHNSON. 
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Hunting thee hence with hunts-up to the day.* 
O, now be gone ; more light and light it grows. 

R(yin, More light and light?-more dark and dark OUr woes. 

Enter JVurse. 

Nurse, Madam ! 

Jul, Nurse ? 

A'urse, Your lady mother's coming to your chambjer : 
The day is broke, be wary, look about. [Exit. 

Jul, Then, window, let day in, and let life out. 

Jloin, Farewell, farewell ! one kiss, and I'll descend. 

[Romeo detcetuU. 

Jul, Art thon gone so ? my love ! my lord I my friend ! 
I must hear from thee every day i' the hour, 
For in a minute there are many days : 
O ! by this count I shall be much in years, 
Ere 1 again behold my Romeo. 

Rom, Farewell ! I will omit no opportunity 
That may convey my greetings, love, to thee. 

Jul, O, think'st thou, we shall ever meet again ? 

Rom. I doubt it not : and all these woes shsdl serve 
For sweet discourses in our time to come. 

Jul, O God ! I have an ill-divining soul :* 
Mcthinks, I see thee, now thou art below, i 

As one dead in the bottom of a toinb : 
Either my eyesight fails, or thou look'st pale. 

Rom, And trust me, love, in my eye so do you : 
Dry sorrow drinks our blood. Adieu ! adieu ! [Ex&i 

Jul, O fortune, fortune ! all men call thee fickle : 
If thou art fickle, what dost thou with him 
That is renown'd for faith ? Be fickle, fortune ; 
For then, I hope, thou wilt not keep him long, 
But send him back. 

La, Cap, [Within,] Ho, daughter i are you up ? 

Jul. Who is't that calls ? Is it my lady mother ? 
fs she not down so late, or up so early ? 
What unaccustomed cause procures her hither ? 

Enter Ijidy Capulet. 

La. Cap, Why, how now, Juliet ? 

Jul, Madam, I am not well. 

Ija, Cap. Evermore weeping for your cousin's death ? 

[4] The hurus-vp wns the name of the tune anciently played to wake the hmlvt, 
and colleet them tomher . STEEVENS. 

[5] This miwrabie prescience n( (uturity I hnve always regHvded as a drenoh 
fitHnre particularly benutiful. Tiie sntne kird of warning' from th^ mind Borneo 
•eems to have be^n ronw.iniu of. on his e^cs to the entertainment at Ihe ho«ae ot 
CapuieL BTE EVENS. ^ 
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What, wilt thou wash him from his grave with tears ? 
An if thou could'st, thou could'st not make him live ; 
Therefore, have done : Some grief shows much of love ; 
But much of grief shows still some want of wit. 

Jul, Yet let me weep for such a feeling loss. 

La. Cap, So shall you feel the loss, but not the firiend 
Which you weep for. 

Jul, Feeling so the loss, 
I cannot choose bat ever weep the friend. 

La, Cap, Well, girl, thou weep'st not so much for his death. 
As that the villain lives which slaughtered him. 

Jul, What villain, madam ? 

La. Cap. That same villain, Romeo. 

Jul, Villain and he are many miles asunder. — • 
God pardon him ! I do, with all my heart : 
And yet, no man, like he, doth grieve my heart. 

La, Cap, That is, because the traitor murderer lives. 

Jul, Ay, madam, from the reach of these my hands : 
'Would, none but 1 might venge my cousin's death ! 

La, Cap, We will have vengeance for it, fear thou not : 
Then weep no more. I'll send to one in Mantua, — 
Where that same banish 'd runagate doth live, — , 
That shall bestow on l^im so sure a draught. 
That he shall soon keep Tybalt company : 
And then, I hope, thou wilt be satisfied. 

Jul. Indeed, I never shall be satisfied 
With Romeo, till I behold him — dead- 
Is my poor heart so for a kinsman vex'd : — 
Madam, if you could find out but a man 
To bear a poison, I would temper it ; 
That Romeo should, upon receipt thereof, 
Soon sleep in quiet.^ — O, how my heart abhors 
To hear him nam'd, — and cannot come to him, — 
To wreak the love I bore my cousin Tybalt 
Upon his body that hath slaughter'd him ! 

La, Cap, Find thou the means, and I'll find such a man* 
But now I'll tell thee joyful tidings, girl. 

Jul. And joy comes well in such a needful time : .; 

What are they, I beseech your ladyship ? 

La. Cap. Well, well, thou hast a careful father, child ; 
One, who, to put thee from thy heaviness. 
Hath sorted out a sudden day of joy, 
That thou expect'st not, nor I look'd not for. 

Jul, Madam, in happy time, what day is that ? 
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La, Cap. Marry, my child, early next Thursday morn, 
The gallant, young, and noble gentleman, 
The county Paris,^ at Saint Peter's church, ^ 

Shall happily make thee there a joyful bride. 

Jul, Now, by Saint Peter's church, and Peter too. 
He shall not make me there a joyful bride. 
I wonder at this haste ; that 1 must wed 
Ere he, that should be husband, comes to woo. 
1 pray you, tell my lord and father, madam, 
I will not marry yet ; and when I do, 1 swear. 
It shall be Romeo, whom you know I hate, 
Rather than Paris :■ — These are news indeed ! 

La, Cap, Here comes your father ; tell him so yourself. 
And see how he will take it at your hands; 

Enter Capulet and Nurse, 

Cap, When the sun sets, the air doth drizzle dew ; 
But for the sunset of my brother's son, 
It rains downright. — 

How now ? a conduit, girl ? what, still in tears ? 
Evermore showering ? In one little body 
Thou counterfeit'st a bark, a sea, a wind : 
For still thy eyes, which I may call the sea. 
Do ebb and flow with tears ; the bark thy body is, 
Sailing in this salt flood ; the winds^ thy sighs ; 
Who, — raging with thy tears, and they with them,-r- 
Without a sudden calm, will overset 
Thy tempest-tossed body. — How now, wife I 
Have you delivered to her our decree ? 

La, Cap, Ay, sir ; but she will none, she gives you 
thanks. 
I would, the fool were married to her grave ! 

Cap, Soft;, take me with you, take me with you, wife. 
How ! will she none ? doth she not give us thanks ? 
Is she not proud ? Doth she not count her bless'd, 
Unworthy as she is, that we have wrought 
So worthy a gentleman to be her bridegroom ? 

Jul, Not proud, you have ; hut thankful, that you have : 
Proud can 1 never be of what I, hate ; 
But thankful even for hate, that is meant love. 

L ■ L I I 11.11 - ■■ I I. - ■■ I- ■--! 1 TT^ 

[6] It is remarked, timt *^ Paris, though in one place called Etui, is most common- 
> ly styled the Countic in this play. Shalicspeare seems to have preferred^ for some 
^ reason orothfr, the Italian Comte ti/our Count: perhaps be took it from the old 
<' Englisk novel, from which he is said to have taken bis plot." He certainly did so 
Taris is there first styled a young Earle, and'afierwards CouTrtf, CoMnfe<,and Ctmht^ , 
according to the uni:(. ttlcd urthogi-apby of the tuue. FARMER. 
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Cap. How now ! how now, chop-logic ! What is thui ? 
Proud, — and, I thank you, — and, I thank you not ; — 
And yet not proud ; — Mistress minion, you, 
Thank me no thankings, nor proud me no pronds, 
But settle your fine joints 'gainst Thursday next, 
To go with Paris to Saint Peter's church. 
Or I will drag thee on a hurdle thither. 
Out, you green-sickness carrion ! Out, you hagg^ge \ 
You tallow-fiice !^ 

Lm, Cap, Fye, fye ! what, are you mad ? 

JuL Good father^ I beseech you on my knees. 
Hear me with patience but to speak a word. 

Cap. Hang thee, young baggage ! disobedient wretch 1 
I tell thee what, — get thee to church o' Thursday, 
Or never after look me in the face : 
Speak not, reply not, do not answer me ; 
My fingers itch. — Wife, we scarce thought us bless'd. 
That God had sent us but this only child ; 
But now I see this one is one too much, 
And that we have a curse in having her : 
Out on her, hilding ! 

Nurse, God in heaven bless her ! — 
You are to blame, my lord, to rate her so. 

Cap. And why, my lady wisdom ? hold your tonglM, 
Good prudence ; smatter with your gossips, go. 

Nurse, I speak no treason. 

Cap. O, God ye good den 1 

Nurse. May not one speak ? 

Cap. Peace, you mumbling fool l 
Utter your gravity o'er a gossip's bowl, 
For here we need it not. 

La, Cap, You are too hot. 

Cap, God's bread ! it makes me mad : Day, night, late, 
early. 
At home, abroad, alone, in company. 
Waking, or sleeping, still my care hath been 
To have her match'd : and having now provided 
A gentleman of princely parentage. 
Of fair demesnes, youthful, and nobly train'd, 
Stuff 'd (as they say) with honourable parts, 

[7] Such was the indelicacy of the ago of Sliakespeare, that authors wow apt 
contented only to employ these terras of abuse in their own original perfomuinoes. 
but even felt no reluctance to introduce them In their verstons of the idosC dmM» 
mad elegant of the Greek or Roman poets. Stanyhurst, the translator of Virgil 
in 1582, makes Dido call iEneas— Hedge-brat, caltion, and tar-breech, in Um wane 
•f one speech. STEEVEKS. 



ACT mU ROMKO AMD JULIET. 369 

Proportion^ as one's heart could wi^ a man,*- 

And then to have a wretched puling fool, 

A whining mammet, in her fortune's tender, 

To answer — Pll not wed, — I cannot Icroe, 

I am too young, — I pray you, pardon me ; — 

But, an you will not wed, I'll pardon you : 

Graze where you will, you shall not house with me ; 

Look to't, think on't, I dp not use to jest. 

Thursday is near ; lay hand on heart, advise : 

An yott be mine, I'll give you to my friend ; 

An you be not, hang, beg, starve, die i'the streets, 

For, by my soul, I'll ne'er acknowledge thee, 

Nor what is mine shall never do thee good : 

Trust to't, bethink you, I'll not be forsworn. [Exit 

Jul. Is there no {Mty sitting in the clouds. 
That sees into the bottom of my grief ? 
O, sweet my mother, cast me not away ! 
Delay this marriage for a month, a week ; , 

Or, u you do not, make the bHdal bed 
In that dim monument were Tybalt lies. 

La. Cap. Talk not to me, for I'll not speak a word ; 
Do as thou wilt, for I have done with thee. [Exit 

Jul. O God,! — O nurse !^ how, shall this be prevented ? 
My husband is on earth, my faith in heaven ; 
How shall that faith return again to earth, . 
Unless that husband send it Ve from heayen 
By leaving earth ?— comfort me, counsel me. — 
Arack, alack, that heaven should practise stratagems 
Upon so soft a subject as myself! — 
What say'st thou ? hast thou not a word of joy ? 
Some comfort, nurse. 

J^urse. 'Faith, here 'tis. Romeo 
Is banished ; and all th<? world to nothing, 
That he dares ne'er come back to challenge you ; . 
Or, if he do, it ne^ds mgst be by stealth. 
Then, since the case so stands as now it doth, 
I think it be«f you married with the county.* 
O, he's a lovely gentleman ! 
Romeo's a dishclout to him ; an eagle, madam, 
Hath not so green, so iquick, so fair an eye. 
As Paris hath. Beshrew my very heart, 

[8] The character of the Nurse exhibits a just picture of those wkose aetioni bKVjp 
no principles for their foundation. She lias been unfaithful to the tnut re^kiMMl i» 
her by Capolet, and is ready to embrane anv expedient that offers, to arert the CQik» 
Kquenees of her first inHdelity. STEE VENS. 

24 Vol. IX. Q.2 
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I think you are bappj in this second match^ 
For it excels your first : or if it did not, 
Your first is dead ; or 'twere as good he were. 
As living here and you no use of him. 

Jul. Speakest thou from thy heart ? ^.^\ 

Nurse. From my soul too ; 
Or else beshrew them both. . 

Jul. Amen i 

Nurse, To what ? 

JuL Well, thou hast comforted me marvellous much. 
Go in ; and tell my lady 1 am gone. 
Having displeasM my father, to Laurence' cefi„ 
To make confession, and to be absolv'd. . 

Nurse. Marry, I will ; ^and this is wisely done. [Exit. 

Jul. Ancient damnation \ O most wicked fiend ! 
Is it more sin— to wish me &us forsworn, 
Or to dispraise my lord with that same tongue 
Which she hath prais'd hioi with above compare 
So many thousand times ?— Go, counsellor ; 
Thou and my bosom henceforth shall be twain.— 
I'll to the friar, to know his remedy ; 
If all else ftfl, myself have power to die. /'' \ 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I.-T-FWar Laurence's Cell, Enter Friar Lau- 
rence and Paris. 

Friar. On Thursday, sir ? the time is very short. 

Par. My father Capulet will have it so ; 
And I am nothing slow, to slack his haste. 

Fri. You say, you do not knovr the lady's mind ; 
Uneven is the course, 1 Uke it not. 

Par. Immoderately she weeps for Tybalt's death. 
And therefore have 1 little talk'd of love , 
For Venus smiles not in a house of tears. . 
Now, sir, her father counts it dangerous. 
That she doth give her sorrow so much sway ; 
And, in his wisdom, hastes our marriage. 
To stop the inundation of her tears ; 
Which, too much minded by herself alone, 
May be put from^ her by society : 
Now do you know the reason of this haste. 

Fri. 1 would I knew not why it should be slow'd. [Atidt 
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— L<K>k, sir, here comes the lady towards my cell. 

Enter Juliet. 

Par, Happily met, my lady, and my wife F 

Jul. That may be, sir, when I may be a wife. 

Par. That may be, must be, love^ on Thursday next 

Jul. What must be shall be. 

Fri. That's a certain text. 

Par. Come you to make confession to this father ? 

Jul. To answer that, were to confess to you. 

Par. Do not deny to him, that you love me. 

Jul. I will confess to you, that I love him. 

Par. So will yjou, I am sure, that you love me. 

Jul. If I do so, it will be of more price. 
Being spoke behind your back, thap to your face. 

Par. Poor soul, thy face is much abusM with tears. 

Jul. The tears have got small yictory.by that ; 
For it was bad enough, before their spite. 

Par. Thou wrong'st it, more than tears, with that report. 

Jul. That is no slander, sir^ that is a truth ; 
And what I spake, 1 spake it to my face. 

Par. Thy face is mine, and thou hast slander'd it. j 

Jul. It may be so,, for it is not mine oWn.-^ 
Are you at leisure, holy father, now ; 
Or shall 1 come to you at evening mass ?^ 

Fri. My leisure serves me, pensive daughter, now :— 
My lord, we must entreat the time alone. 

Par. God shield, 1 should disturb devotion ! — 
Juhet, on Thursday early will I rouse you : 
Till then, adieu ! and keep this holy kiss. [Exit. 

Jul. O, shut the door ! and when thou hast done so, 
Come weep with me ; past hope, past cure, past help ! 

Fri. Ah, Juliet, 1 already know thy grief; 
It strains me past the compass of my wits : 
I hear thou must, and nothing must prorogue it, 
On Thursday next be married to this county. 

Jul. Tell me not, A*iar, that thou hear'st of this, 
Unless thou tell me how I may prevent it : 
If, in thy wisdom, thou canst give no help. 
Do thou but call my resolution wise. 
And with this knife I'll help it presently. 
God join'd my heart and Romeo's, thou our hands ; 

And ere this hand, by thee to Romeo seal'd, 

■ — ■ — ■ ■* > 

19] Juliet means •oes^ers. There is no such thing as evening man* '^Maeat^ vctk 
9Diy sang in the morning, and when the priests are fasting." RFTSON* 
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Shall be the label to another deed," 
Or mj true heart with treacherous revolt 
Turn to another, this shall slay them both. 
Therefore, out of thy long-experienc'd time, 
Give me spm^ present counsel ; or, behold, 
*Twixt my extremes and me this bloody knife 
Shall play the umpire ; arbitrating that 
Which the commission of thy years and art^ 
Could to no issue of true honour bring. 
Be not so long to speak ; liong to die. 
If what thou speak'st speak hot of remedy. 

Fri. Hold, daughter ; I do spy a kind of hope, 
Which craves as 'desperate- an' execution 
As that is desperate which we wpuld prevent 
If, rather than to marry county Pari^, 
Thou hast the strength of will to slay thyself ; 
Then is it likely, thou wilt undertake 
A thing like death to chide away this shame. 
That cop'st with death himself to scape from it ; 
And, if tiiou dar'st. Til give thee remedy. 

Jul. O, bid me leap^ rather than marry Paris, 
From off the battlements of yonder tower ; 
Or walk in thievish ways ; or bid me lurk 
Where serpents are ; chain me with roaring bean ; 
Or shut me nightly in a charnel-house, 
O'er-coverM quite with dead men's rattling bones, 
With reeky shanks, and yellow chapless skulls ; 
Or bid me go into a new-made grave. 
And hide me with a dead man in hijs shroud ; 
Things that, to hear them told, have made me tremble ; 
And I will do it without fear or doubt. 
To live an unstain'd wife to my sweet love. 

Fri. Hold, then ; go home, be merry, give consent 
To marry Paris : Wednesday is to-morrpw ; 
To-morrow night look that thou lie alone, 
Let not thy nurse lie with thee in thy chamber : 
Take thou this phial, being then in bed, 
And this distilled liquor drink thou off : 
When, presently, through all thy veins shall run 
A cold and drowsy humour, which shdl seize 

[1] The seals of deeds in our author's time were not impressed on the ptrck- 

ment itself on which the deed was written, but were appended on distinct •lin 

or labeb affixed to the deed. Hence in K. Richard II. the duke of York dis- 

coven a covenant which his son Aumerle had entered into by the depending teai.: 

« What seal is that which hangs without thy bosom ?" MALONE. 

[2\ CommUsion is for authority or power. JOHNSON. 
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Each Thai spirit ; for no pulse shall keep 
His natural progress, but surcease to beat : 
No warmth, no breath, shall testify thou liv'st ; 
The roses in thy lips and cheeks shall fade 
To paly ashes ; thy eyes' windows fall, 
Like death, when he shuts up the day of life ; 
Each part, depriv'd of supple government, 
Shall stiff, and stark, and cold, appear like death : 
And in this borrowM likeness of shrunk death 
Thou shalt remain full two and forty hours. 
And then awake as from a pleasant sleep. 
Now when the bridegroom in the morning comes 
To rouse thee from thy bed, there art thou dead . 
Then (as the manner of our country is,) 
In thy best robes uncover'd on the bier. 
Thou sbalt be borne to that same ancient yault„ 
Where all the kindred of the Capulets lie., 
In the mean time, against thou shalt awake» 
Shall Romeo by my letters know our drift ; 
And hither shall he come ; and he and I 
Will watch thy waking, and that very night 
Shall Romeo bear thee hence to Mantua. 
And this shall free tbee from this present shame : 
If no unconstant toy,* nor womanish fear, 
Abate thy valour in the acting it. 

Jul. Give me, Q give me ! tell me not of fear. 

Fn. Hold ; get you gone, be strong and prosperous 
In this resolve : Pll send a friar with speed 
To Mantua, with my letters to thy lord. [afford 

Jul. Love, give me strength I and strength shsdl help. 
Farewell, dear father ! [Exeunt 

SCENE II. 

A Room in Capulet's House. Enter CiruLtT, Lady Ca- 

PULET, Nurse^ and Servants. 

Cap. So many guests invite as here are writ. — 

[Eknt Servant. 
Sirrah, go hire me twenty cunning cooks.* 

2 Serv. You shall have none ill, sir ; for I'll try if they 
can hck their fingers. 

Cap. How canst thou try them so ? v^ 

I . — ' ' 

[4] If nojickle^eakno light capriUy no change offame^ hioder tbe performanct. 

JOHIvoOll* 
[1] Trveniy cooks for half a dozen guetU! Either Capiilet has altered hiB adnA 
Itiineely, or our author forgot what he had just made him tell us. ?• 96S. 
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2 Serv. Marry, tir» 'tis an ill cook that cannot lick his 
own fingers ; therefore he, that cannot lick his fingers 
goes not with me. 

Cap, Go, begone.— [Exit Servam, 

' We shall be much unfbmishM for this time. — 
What, is my daughter gone to friar Laurence ? 
Nurse, Ay, forsooth. 

Cap, Well, he may chance to do some good on her : 
A peevish self-will'd harlotry it is. 

ErUer Juliet. 
Nur, See where she comes from shrift with merry look. 
. Cap, How now, my head-strong ? wliere hayeyon beei. 
gadding ? 
J%d, Where I have learn'd me to repent the sin 
Of disobedient opposition 
To you, and your behests ; and am enjoin'd 
By holy Laurence to fall prostrate here. 
And beg your pardon : — Pardon, I beseech you ! 
Henceforward I am ever rul'd by you. 

Cap, Send for the county ; go tell- him of this ; 
I'll have this knot knit up to-morrow morning. . 

Jul, I met the youthful lord "at Laurence' cell ; 
And gave him what becomed love I might, 
Not stepping o'er the bounds of modesty. 

Cap, Why, I am glad on't ; this is well, — stand up : 
This is as't should be. — Let me see the cojunty ; 
Ay, marry, go, I say, and fetch him hither. — 
Now, afore God, this reverend holy friar. 
All our whole city is much bound to him. 

Jul, Nurse, will you go with me into my clo8et» 
To help me sort such needful ornaments 
As you think fit to furnish me to-morrow ? 
La, Cap, No, not till Thursday ; there is time enough. 
Cop. "Go, nurse, go with her:' — ^we'U to church to- 
morrow. [Exeunt Juliet and Aiir«e 
La, Cap, We shall be short in our provision ;' 
'Tis now near night. 

Cap, Tush! I wiir stir about. 
And all things shall be well, I warrant thee, wife : 
Go thou to Juliet, help to deck her up ; 
I'll not to bed to-night ; — let me alone ; 
I'll play the housewife for this once. — What, ho !— 

"' [3] We shall be defective, JOHNSON. 
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They are all forth : — ^Well, I will walk myself 

To county Paris, to prepare him up 

Against to-morrow : my heart is wondrous light, 

Since this same wayward girl is so reclaim^. [Exeunf. 

SCENE III. 

Juliet's Chamber: Enter Juliet and Nurse, 

Jul. Ay, those attires are hest :-r-6ut, gentle nurse^ 
I pray thee, leave me to myself to-night j 
For I have need of many orisons 
To move the heavens to smile upon my state. 
Which, well thou know'st, is cross and full of sin.^ 

Enter Lady Capulet. 

La. Cap, What, are you busy ? do you need my hek : 

Jul. No, madam ; we have cuU'd such necessarie*" 
As are behoveful for our state to-morrow : 
So please you, let me now be left alone, 
And let the nurse this night sit up with you ; 
For, I am sure, you have your hands full all, 
In this so sudden business. 

La. Cap. Good night ! 
Get thee to bed, and rest ; for thou hast need. 

[Exeunt Lady Cap. and JSurse^ 

JuL Farewell ! — God knows, when we shall meet again. 
I have a faint cold fear thrills through my veins, 
That almost freezes up the heat of life : 
I'll call them back again to comfort me ; — 
Nurse ! — What should she do here ? 
My dismal scene I needs must act alone.—- 
Come, phial. — 

What if this mixture do not work at all ? 
Must I of force be married to the county ? — 
No, no ; — this shall forbid it : — Lie thou there. — 

[Laying down a dagger. 
What if it be a poison, which the friar 
Subtly hath minister'd to have me dead ; 
Lest in this marriage he should be dishonoured, 
Because he married me before to Romeo ? 
I fear, it is : and yet, methinks, it should not, 
For he hath still been tried a holy man : 
I will not entertain so bad a thought. — 
How if, when I am laid into the tomb, 
I wake before the time that Romeo 
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Come to iredeem Hie ? there'd a fearful point ! 

^lall I npt then be stifled in the vault, ' 

To whose foal mouth no healthsome air breathes in, 

And there die strangled ere my Romeo comes ? 

Or, if I live, is it not very like, 

The horrible conceit of death and night, 

Together with the terror of the place, — 

As in a vault, an ancient receptacle,* 

Where, for these many hundred years, the bones 

Of all my buried ancestors are pack'd ; 

Where bloody Tybalt, yet but green in earth, 

Lies festering in his shroud ; where, as they say. 

At some hours in the night, spirits resort ;— 

Alack, alack! is it not like, that I,^ 

So early waking, — ^what with loathsome smells ; 

And shrieks, like mandrakes torn out of the earthy 

That living mortals, hearing them, run mad ;— ^ 

O ! if I wake, shall 1 not be distraught,^ 

Environed with all these hideous fears ? 

And madly play with my forefathers' joints ? 

And pluck the mangled Tybalt from his" shroud ? 

And, in this rage, with some great kinsman's bone, 

As with a club, dash out my desperate brains ? 

O, look ! methinks, I see my cousin's ghost 

Seeking out Romeo, that did spit his body 

Upon a rapier's point : — Stay, Tybalt, stay ! — 

Romeo, 1 come ! this do I drink to thee. 

[She throws herself on the bed 

SCENE IV, 

Capulet's /fo//. Enter Lady Capulet and Nurse, 

La. Cap. Hold, take thes6 keys, and fetch. more spices, 

nurse. 
JSrurse. They call for dates and quinces in the pastry. 

Enter Capulet. 

Cap. Come, stir, stir> stir ! the second cock hath crow'd» 



[4] This idea was probably suggested to our poet by his native pkeeu Tlift 
chamel at Stratford-upon-Avon is a very largpe one, and perhapt containt • flnat-' 
er number of bones timn are to tte found in any otlier repoatory of tht Mine 
kind in England. I was furnished with this observation by Mr. Mvrplqr, wkofe 
very elegant and spirited JeA-nce of Shakespeare against the criticisms of Vol- 
taire, is not one of th-.' lra.sl cousi<ienihIe nut of many favours which he has confor- 
red on the literary world. STiJKVEKS. 

[5] This speech is confuctf.^, aiu' Ivjconspouential, according to the disorder of Ja- 
net's mind. JOHNSON. [!<J Disiipcted. STEJEVENS^ 
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The curfeu bell hath niog,' 'tis three o'clock : — 
Look to the bakM meats, good Angelica : 
Spare oot for cost. 

Nurse. Go, go, you cot-quean, go, 
Get you to bed ; 'faith, you'll be sick to-morrow 
For this night's watching. 

Cap. No, not a whit ; What I I have watch'd ere now 
All night for lesser cause, and ne'er been sick. 

La, Cap, Ay, you have been a mouse-hunt in your timei.^ 
But I will watch you from such watching now. 

[Exeunt Lady Capulet and Nune/ 

Cap, A jealous-hood, a jealous-hood ! — ^Now, fellow, 
What's there ? 

• 

Enter Servants, with spits, logs, and baskets. 

1 Serv. Things for the cook, sir ; but I know not what. 
Cap, Make haste,* make haste. [Ex, 1 Serv,] Sirrah. 

fetch drier logs ; 
Call Peter, he will show thee where they are 

2 Serv, I have a head, sir, that will find out logs, 
And never trouble Peter for the matter. [Blxit. 

Cap, 'Mass, and well said ; a merry whoreson ! ha, 
Thou shalt be logger-head.— -Good faith, 'tis day : 
The county will be here with music straight 

[Music wiihdn 
For so he said he would. I hear him aear : — 
Nurse '.- Wife ! — ^what, ho ! — what, nurse, I say . 

Enter Nurse, 
Go, waken Juliet, so, and trim her up ; 
I'll go and chat with Paris : — Hie, maka haste» .^. ^ 

Make haste ! the bridegroom he is come alresidy : 
Make haste, I say ! [Exeunt, 

[7] The ewr/tu hell is univerMlIy rung^ at tight or nine o^dock at night ; generallv 
according to the season. The term is here used with peculiar improprie^, as it u 
not believed tint any bell was ever rung so early Its three la the morning. The de- 
rivation of mrfeu is well known, but it is a mere vulgar error that the institution 
was a bodge of slavery imposed by tlie Norman conoiieror. To nut eiut the Jire 
became necessary only liecnuKo it was time ta go to bed : And ir the ewrftu com- 
manded all fires to be extinguitfaed, tbe morning bell ordered them to be Ugfated 
again. In short, the ringing of those two liells was a manifest and essential ser- 
vice to people who bad scarcely any other means of measuring their time. 

RITSOK. 

[8] In Norfolk, and many other liarts of England, die cant term^ for a weaale 
if--a mmue^kvMt, The intrigues or this anima^ like those of the' cat kind, ar* 
usualhr eurried on daring tlie nieht Tbb Circumstance will account for the ap 
peUaUbo which Lady Capolet al&ws b«r busbaod to have /ormer^y deserved. 

"^ STEEVEN8, 
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SCENE V. 
Juliet's Chamber ; Juliet on the Bed, Enter Nurse* 

Nursei Mistress ! — ^what, mistress ! — Jaliet ! — ^fest. I 

warrant her, she : — 
Why, lamh ! — ^why, lady! — ^fye, you slug-a-bed ! — 
Why, love, I say ! — madam ! sweet-heart ! — why, 

bride ! — 
What, not a word ?— ^ou take your pennyworths now ; 
Sleep for a week ; for the next night, I warrant. 
The county Paris hath set up his rest, 
That you shall rest but little. — God forgive me, 

S Marry, and amen !) how sound is she asleep ! * 
needs must wake her :-^Madam, madam, madam ! 
Ay, let the county take you in your bed ; 
He'U fright you up, i'faith.— Will it not be ? 
What, drest ! and in your clothes ! and down again ! 
I must needs wake you : Lady ! lady ! lady ! 
Alas ! alas ! — Help ! help ! my lady's dead ! — 
O, well-a-day, that ever I was born ! — 
Some aqua-vitae, ho ! — my lord ! my lady ! 

Enter hady Capulet. 

La, Cap, What noise is here ? ' \ 

Nurse, O lamentable day t 

JjjL, Cap, What is the matter ? J 

Nurse, Look, look ! O heavy day ' 

La, Cap, O me, O me ! — my child, my only life. 
Revive, look up, or I will die with thee \ — 
Help, help {-—call help. 

Enter Capulet. 

Cop. For shame, bring Juliet forth ; her lord is come . 

Nur, She's dead, deceas'd-, she's dead ; alack the day ! 

La, Cap, Alack the day ! she's dead, ~she's dead, she's 
dead. 

Cap, Ha ! let me see her : — Out, alas ! she's cold ; 
Her blood, is settled, and her joints are stiff ; 
liife and these lips have long been separated : 
Death lies on her, like an untimely frost ; 

Upon the sweetest flower of all the field. 
Accursed time ! unfortunate old man ! 

Nurse, O lamentable day I 

La. Cap, O woful time ! 

Cup, Death, that hath ta'en her hence to make me wail» 
Ties upmy tongue, and will not let me speak. 
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Enter Friar Laurence and Paris, Ttnth Musicians. 

Fri. Come, is the bride ready to go to church ? 

Cap, Ready to go, but never to return : 
O son, the night before thy wedding-day 
Hath death lain with thy bride. — See, there she lies, 
Flower as she was, deflowered by him. 
Death is my son-in-law, death is my heir ; 
My daughter he hath wedded ! I will die, 
And leave him all ; life leaving, all is death's. 

Par, Have I thought long to see this morning's face, 
And doth it give me such a sight as this ? 

Ixt, Cap, Accurs'd, unhappy, wretched, hateful day ! 
Most miserable hour, that e'er time saw 
In lasting labour of his pilgrimage ! 
But one, poor one, one poor and loving child, 
But one thing to rejoice and solace in. 
And cruel death hath catch'd it from my sight. 

Nurse, O woe ! O woful, woful, woful day ! 
Most lamentable day ! most woful day, 
That ever, ever, I did yet behold ! 
O day ! O day ! O day ! O hateful day I 
Never was seen so black a day as this : 
O woful day ! O woful day ! 

Par, Beguil'd, divorced, wronged, spited, slain : 
Most detestable death, by thee beguil'd. 
By cruel cruel thee quite overthrown ! — 
O love ! O life ! — ^not life, but love in death ! 

Cap, Despis'd, distressed, hated, martyr'd, kill'd ! 
Uncomfortable time ! why cam'st thou now 
To murder murder our solemnity ? — 
O child ! O child ! — my snnl, and not my child !— 
Dead art thou, dead ! — alack ! my child is dead ; 
And, with my child, my joys are buried ! 

Fri, Peace, ho, for shame ! confusion's cure lives not 
In these confusions. Heaven and yourself 
Had part in this fair maid ; now heaven hath all. 
And all the better is it for the maid : 
Your part in her you could not keep from death ; 
But heaven keeps his part in eternal life. 
The most you sought was — her promotion-; 
For 'twas your heaven, she should be advanc'd : 
And weep ye now, seeing she is advanc'd. 
Above the clouds, as high as heaven itself? 
O, in this love, you love your child so ill, 
That you run mad, seeing that she is well : 
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She's not -well married, that lives marn ^- -g; 
But she's hest married, that dies married young. 
Dry up your tears, and stick your rosemary 
On this fair corse ; and, as the custom is. 
In all her hest array bear her to church : 
For though fond nature bids us all lament, 
Yet nature's tears are reason's merriment. 

Cap, All things, that we ordained festival, 
Turn from their office to black funeral : 
Our instruments, to melancholy bells ; 
Our wedding cheer, to a sad burial feast f 
Our solemn hymns to sullen dirges change ; 
Our bridal flowers serve for a buried corse. 
And all things change them to the contrary. 

Fri, Sir, go you in, — and, madam, go with him ; — 
And go, sir Paris ; — every one prepare 
To follow this fair corse unto her grave : 
The heavens do low'r upon you, for some ill ; 
Move them no more, by crossing their high will. 

[Exe, Capulet, Lady Cap. Paris, and Friar. ^ 

1 Mus. 'Faith, we may put up our pipes, and be gone. 

^urse. Honest good fellows, ah, put up, put up ; 
For, well you know, thi» is a pitiful case. [Exit, 

1 Mus. Ay, by my troth, the case may be amended. 

Enter Peter. 

Pet. Musicians, O^ musicians, Hearfs ease, hearfs ease ; 
O, an you will have me live, play — hearVs ease. 

1 Mus. Why hearfs ccwe ? 

Pet. O, musicians, because my heart itself plays, — My 
heart is full of woe : O, play me some merry dump,* to 
comfort me. 

2 Mus. Not a dump we ; 'tis no time to play now 
Pet. You will not then ? 

Mus. No. 

Pet. I will th*en give it you soundly, 
1 Mus. What will vou give us ? 

Pet. No money, on my faith ; but the gleek :* I will 
give you die minstrel. 

m See Hantlei, p. la 

[ij Dump$ were hcKwj mourBfid tvaes } pMsibly indeed any «erl of moveroente 
were once lo ctUled, as we loibetlDMi meet widi a mtrry dun^. Hence doUJkl. 
dmn ps , deep soirow, or g^evoos attnilnn, as la die next page, and in the 1^ an- 
cient ballad of Chtvu Ckaee, It is sliU said of a person uncommonly sad, that he is 
In the dumps. RITSON. 

[2] The use of this cant term is ao wliere . explained *, and in all probahility 
cannot at this distance of time, be recorered. To gltek however signified to pat a 
Joke or tridt upon a person, perhiqps Io/mC Mponihi|^ to the coarse numour of that 
Age* RITBON* 
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1 Mus, Then will I give you the serving-creature. 

Pet, Then will I lay the serving-creature's dagger on 
your pate. I will carry no crotchets. I'll re you, I'liya 
you ; Do you note me ? 

1 Mus. An you re us, and fa us, you note us. 

2 Mils. Pray you, put up your dagger, and put out 
your wit. 

Pet, Then have at you with my wit : I will dry-heat 
you with an iron wit, and put up my iron dagger : — ^An- 
swer me like men : 

When griping grief the heart doth wound. 

And doleful dumps the tndnd oppress. 
Then music, with her silver sound ; 
Why, silver sound ? why, mtm'c voith her sil^^ 'sound ?- 
What say you, Simon Catling ? 

1 Mus. Marry, sir, because silver hath a sweet sound. 
Pet, Pretty ! — What say you, |iugh Rebeck ?• 

2 Mus. I say — silver sound, because musicians sound 
for silver. 

Pet. Pretty too 1 -What say you, James Sound-post ' 

2 Mus. 'Faith, I know not what to say; 
Pet, O, I cry J'ou mercy ! you are the singer : I will 
say for you. It is^— music with her silver sound, because 
such fellows as you have seldom gold for sounding : 
Then music witk her silver sound. 
With speedy help doth lend redress. 

[Exit, singing. 
1 Mus. What a pestilent knave i^ this same ? 
2' Mus. Hang him. Jack } Come, we'll in here ; tarry 
« for the mourners, and stay dinner. [Exeunt, 



ACT V. 

SCENE I.— Mantua. A Street. Enter Romeo. 

Romeo. If I may trust the flattering eye of sleep,^ 
My dreams presage some joyful news at hand : 
*My bosom's lorfl sits lightly in his throne : 

[3] The fiddler is so called irdm an uutrumeBt with tfiree ftriiigs, viliicb is nuu 
ttoned by several of the uld writers. 8TEEVEN8. . 

[4] If I may confide in those delightful vtiiontwliich I have teen while as^lecp. 

MALONE. 

[S] The three foHowiug lines are very gay and ideasin|:. But why dues Sliake- 
speare give Romeo this involuntary dieerftdneas just before the extremity of uu 
bappintss f Perhaps to show the vanity of trusting to those uncertain and caiual 
•xamitiont or depressions, which wsBnj coaddar as certain foretokens of good ami 
fvii. JOHNSON. 
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And, all this day, an unaccustoin'd spirit 

Lifls me above the ground with cheerfol thoughtn. 

I dreamt, my lady came and found me dead ; 

rStrange dream ! that gives a dead man leave to think.) 

And breath'd such life with kisses in my lips, 

That I revivM, and was an emperor. 

Ah me ! how sweet is love itself possessed. 

When but love's shadows are so rich in joy ? 

Enter Balthasar. 

News from Verona ! — How now, Balthasar ? 
Dost thou not bring me letters from the friar ? 
How doth my lady ? Is my father well ? 
How fares my Juhet ? That I ask again ; 
For nothing can be ill, if she be wdU. 

Bod. Then she is well, and nothing can be ill ; 
Her body sleeps in Capels' monument. 
And her inmiortal part with angels lives. 
I saw her Imd low in her kindred's vault, 
And presently took post to tell it you : 

pv'don me for bringing these ill news. 
Since you did leave it for my office, sir. 

Rom* Is it even so ? then 1 defy you*, stars ! — 
Thou know 'st my lodging : get me ink and paper. 
And hire post horses ^ I will henc<e to-night. 

Bal, Pardon me, sir,. I will not leave you thus : 
Your looks are pale and wild, and do in^ort 
Some misadventure. 

Rom. Tush, thou art.deceiv'd ; ' 

Leave me, and do the thing I bid thee do : "^ 
Hast thou no leters to me from the friar ? 

Bal. No, my good lord. 

Rom. No matter : Get thee gone. 
And hire those horses ; riljt)e with thee straight. [Ex. Bal. 
— ^Well, Juliet, I will lie with thee to night. 
Let's see for means : O, mischief! thou art swift 
To enter in the thoughts of desperate men ! ' 

1 do remember an apothecary, — 

And hereabouts he dwel]s,^whom late 1 note4 
In tatter'd weeds, with overwhelming brows, 
Culling of simples ; meagre were his looks^ 
Sharp misery had worn him to the bones : 
And in his needy shop a tortoise hung, 
A^ alligator stufi''d, and other skins 

ihap'd fishes ; and about hii «hely«l 
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A beggarly account of empty boxes, 
Green earthen pots, bladders, and musty seeds, 
Remnants of packthread, and old cakes of roses, 
Were thinly scatterM, to make up a show. 
Noting this penury, to myself I said— 
An if a man did need a poison now. 
Whose sale is present death in Mantua, 
Here lives a caitiff wretch would sell it him. 
O, this same thought did but fore-run my need ; 
And this same needy man must sell it me. 
As I remember, this should be the house : 
Being holiday, the be^ar's shop i^ shuf.— - 
What, ho ! apothecary ! 

Enter Apolhecary, 

Ap, Who calls so loud ? 

Rom, Come hither, man. — I see, thai thou lurt poor : 
Hold, there is forty ducats : Let me have 
A dram of poison ; such soon-speeding geer 
As will disperse itself through all the veins, 
That the life-weary taker may fall dead ; 
And that the trunk may be d^charg'd of breath 
As violently, as hasty powder fir'd 
Doth hurry from the fatal cannon^s womb. 

Ap. Such mortad drugs I have ; but Mantua's law 
Is death, to any he that utters them. 

Rom, Art thou so bare, and full, of wretchedness^ 
And fear'st to die ? famine is in thy cheeks, 
Need and oppression, ^tarveth in ihy leyes. 
Upon thy back hangs ragged misery. 
The world is not thy friend, nor the world's law : 
The world affords no law to make thee rich ; 
Then be not poor, but break it, and take this. 

Ap. My poverty, but not my will, consents. 

R(mi. 1 pay thy poverty, and not thy will. 

Ap. Put tlus in any liquid thing you will. 
And drink it off \ and, if you had tiie strength 
Of twenty meo, it would despatch you straight. 

Rom. There is thy gold ; worse poison to men's souls. 
Doing more murders in this Idatl&some world. 
Than these poor compounds that thou may'st not sell : 
I sell thee poison, thou hast sold me none. 
Farewell ; buy food, and get thyself in flesh. — 
Come, cordial, and not poison ; go with me 
To Juliet's grave, for there must I use thee. [Sreunt, 
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SCENE II. 

Friar Laurejice's Cell, Enter Friar JoBlf. 
John. Holy Franciscan friar ! brother ! ho I 

Enter Friar Laurence. 

Lau. This same should be the voice of fiiar Jdhn.-— 
Welcome from Mantua : what says Romeo ? 
Or, if his mind be writ, give me his letter. 

John. Going to find a bare -foot brother out. 
One of our order, to associate me,* 
Here in this city visiting the sick, 
And finding him, the searchers of the town. 
Suspecting, that we both were in a house 
Where the infectious pestilence did reign, 
Seal'd up the doors, and would not let us forth ; 
So that my speed to Mantua there was stay'd. 

Laiu who bare my letter then to Romeo ? 

John, I could not send it, — here it is again,-— 
Nor get a messenger to bring it thee. 
So fearful were they of infection. 

Lau. Unhappy fortune ! by my brotherhood, 
The letter was not nice,''but full. of charge. 
Of dear import ; and the ne^ecting it 
May do much danger : Friar John^ go hence ; 
Get me an iron crow, and bring it straight 
Unto my eel).. 

John. Brother, I'll go and bring it thee. [Exit. 

Lau. Now must I to the monument alone ; 
Within this three hours will fair Juliet wake ; 
She will beshrew me much, that Romeo 
Hath had no notice of these accidents : 
But I will write again to Mantua, 
And keep her at my cell till Romeo come ; 
Poor living corse, clos'd in a dead man's tomb t [Exit. 

SCENE III. 

A churchyard ; in it, a Monument belonging to the Capulets. 
Enter Paris, and his Page, bearing Jlowers and a torch. 

Par. Give me thy torch, boy : Hence, and stand aloof ; — 
Yet put it out, for I would not be seen. 
Under yon yew-trees lay thee all along, 
Holding thine ear close lo the hollow ground ; 

re] Each friar has alwayi a companion as^gfoed him by the raperior wboi b« 
*ak» leave to go out *, and uua, says Baretti, they are a clieck upon each other. ■ 

fiTEEVEMFft 

MC written 4m a trivial or idle lubjeet. STEEVEK S. 
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So shall no foot upon the chnrchyard tread. 

Seeing loose, unfirm, with digging up of graves) 
at thou shdt hear it : whistle then to me, 
As signal that thou hear'st something approach. 
Give me those flowv^rs. Do as I bid thee, go. 

Page, I am almost afraid to stand alone 
Here in the churchyard ; yet 1 will adventure. [Retirei 
Par. Sweet flower, with flowers I strew thy bndajl bed 
Swec% :mb, that in thy circuit dost contain 
The perfect model of eternity , 
Fair Juhet, that with angeb dost remain^^ 
Accept this latest favour at my hands ; 
That living honour'd thee, and, being dead, 
With funeral praises do adorn thy tomb ! 

[7%e Boy whistles 
The boy gives warning, something doth approach. 
What cursed foot wanders this way to-night, 
To cross my obsequies, and true love's rites ? 
What, with a torch ! — muffle me, night, awhile. [Retires 
Enter Romeo and Balthasar, with a torch, mattock, 4*c. 
Rom. Give me that mattock, and the wrenching iron. 
Hold, take this letter ; early in the morning . 
See thou deliver it to my lord and father. 
Give me the light ; Upon thy Hfe, I charge thee, 
Whate'er thou hear'st or seest, stand all aloof, 
And do not interrupt me in my course. 
Why I descend into this bed of death, 
Is, partly, to behold my lady's face : 
But, chiefly, to take thence from her dead finger 
A precious ring ; a ring, that I must use 
In dear employment :^ therefore hence, begone :— 
But if thou, jealous, dost return to pry 
In what 1 further shall intend to do. 
By heaven, I will tear thee joint by joint, 
And strew this hungry churchyard with Uiy limbs : 
The time and my intents are savage-wild ; 
More fierce, and more inexorable far 

48] Thege four lines from the old edition. POPE. 

'lie folio has these lines : 

** Sweet flow'r, with flow'rs thj bridal bed I itrew, 

" O woe ! thy canopy is dust and stones, 
" Which with sweet water nightly I will dew, 

** Or, wanting that, with tears distiU'd by nooanf . 
« The obsequies that I for thee will keep, 

« Nightly shaU be, to strew thy grave and weep." JOHNSON. 

[9] ThMt is, adion of importtmu. Gems were suppoaed to have great powers oni 
vlrmet. JOHNSON. 

26 Vol. IX. R 
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Than empt^ tigen, or the roaring sea. 

Bal. I will be gone, sir, and not trouble you. 

Ram, So shalt thou show me friendahip.-Take thoa that: 
Live, and be prosperous ; and farewell, good fellow. 

Bal, For aU this same, I'll hide me hereabout ; 
His looks I fear, end his intents I doubt. [Retira 

Rom. Thou detestable maw, thou womb of death, 
Gorged with the dearest morsel of the earth, 
Thus I enforce thy rotten jaws to open, 

[Breaking open the door of the MonuTnent 
And, in despite, I'll cram thee with more food I 

Par. This is that banish'd haughty Montague, 
That murder'd my love's cousin ; — with which grief, 
It is supposed, the fair creature dy'd, — 
And here is come to do some villanous shame 
To the dead bodies : 1 will apprehend him. — [Advance$ 
Stop thy unhallow'd toil, vile Montague ; 
Can vengeance be pursu'd further than death ? 
Condemned villain, I do apprehend thee : 
Obey, and go with me, for thou must die. 

Rom. I must, indeed ; and therefore came I hither. — 
Good gentle youth, tempt not a desperate man. 
Fly hence and leave me ; think upon these gone ; 
Let them affright thee. — I beseech thee, youth, 
Heap not another sin upon my head, 
By urging me to fury : — O, be gone ! 
By heaven, I love thee better than myself; 
For I come hither arm'd against myself : 
Stay not, be gone ; — live, and hereafler say — 
A madman's mercy bade thee run away. 

Par. I do defy thy conjurations. 
And do attach thee as a felon here. 

Rom. Wilt thou provoke me ? then have at thee, boy. 

[llysyjight. 

Page. O lord, they fight : 1 will go call the watch. [Exit. 

Par. O, I am slain ! [Fa/Zs.J—If thou be merciful. 
Open the tomb, lay me with Juliet. [DieM 

Rom. In faith, I will : — Let me peruse this face ;-— 

Mercutio's kinsman, noble county Paris : — 

What said my man, when my betossed soul 

Did not attend him as we rode ? I think. 

He told me, Paris shouM have marry'd Juliet : 

Said he not so ? or did I dream it so ? 

Or am I mad, hearing him talk of Juhet, 
jn^ Av«_i_ .^ ^^g g^ J Q^ ^^^ ^^ ^j^y hand. 
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One writ with me in sour misfortune's book ! 
I'll bury thee in a triumphant grave, — 
K grave ? O no ; a lantern^ slaughtered youth, 
For here lies Juliet, and her beauty makes 
This vault a feasting presence' full of light. 
Death, lie thou there by a dead man iuterr'd. 

[Laying Paris in the Monumtnt, 
How oft, when men are at the point of death, 
Have they been merry ? which their keepers call 
A lightning before death : O, how may I 
Call this a lightning ? — O, my love ! my wife ! 
Death, that hath suck'd the honey of thy breath, 
Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty : 
Thou art not conquer'd ; beauty's ensign yet 
Is crimson in thy hps, and in thy cheeks, 
\nd death's pale flag is not advanced there.— 
Tybalt, liest thou there in thy bloody sheet ^ 
O, what more favour can 1 do to thee, 
Than with that hand that cut thy youth m twam> 
To sunder his that was thine enemy ? 
Forgive me, cousin ! — Ah, dear Juliet, 
Why art thou yet so fair ? shall I believe 
That unsubstantial death is amorous ; 
And that the letiii abhorred monster keeps 
Thee here in dark to be his paramour ? 
For fear of that, 1 will still stay with thee. 
And never from this palace of dim night 
Depart again : here, here will I remain 
With worms that are thy chambermaids ; O, here 
Will 1 set up my everlasting rest. 
And shake the yoke of inauspicious stars 
From this world-wearied flesh. — Eyes, look your last 
Arms, take your last embrace 1 and lips, O you 
The doors of breath, seal with a righteous kiss 
A dateless bargain to engrossing death ! — 
Come, bitter conduct, come, unsavoury guide ! 
ThOu desperate pilot, now at once run on 
The dashings rocks thy sea-sick weary bark ! 
Here's to my love ! [Drinks.] — O, true apothecary ! 
Thy drugs are quick. — Thus with a kiss I die. [Diet. 
Enter i at the other end of the Churchyard, Friar Laurence, 
Tvith a lantern, crow, and spade, 
Fri, Saint Francis be my speed ! how oft to-night 

[i] A prtstiux means a public room, which is at times the prttcnce-chtmher of th« 
sovereign M. MASON. 
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Have my old feet stumbled at graves ?*— Who's then? ? 
Who is it that consorts, so late, the dead ? 

BaL Here's one, a friend, and one that knows you will 

Fn. Bliss be upon you ! Tell me, good my friend, 
What torch is yond', Uiat vainly lends his light 
To grubs and eyeless sculls ? as I discern, 
It burneth in the Capels' monument. 

BaL It doth so, holy sir ; and there's my master, 
One that you love. 

Fri. Who is it ? 
~ Bal, Romeo. 

Fri, How long hath he been there ? 

Bal, Full half an hour. 

Fri, Go with me to the vault. 

Bal. I dare not, sir : 
My master knows not, but I am gone hence ; 
And fearfully did menace me with death. 
If I did stay to look on his intents. 

Fri. Stay then, I'll go alone : — Fear comes upon me ; 
O, much I fear some ill unlucky thing. 

Bal. As I did sleep under this yew-tree here, 
I dreamt my master and another fought, 
And that my master slew him.^ 

Fri. Romeo ? — [Advances, 

Alack, alack, what blood is this, which stains 
The stony entrance of this sepulchre ? — 
What mean these masterless and gory swords 
To lie discolour'd by this place of peace ? 

[Enters the Monument. 
Romeo I O, pale ! — Who else ? what, Paris too ? 
And steep'd in blood ? — Ah, what an unkind hour 
Is guilty of this lamentable chance ? — 
The lady stirs. [Juliet wakes find stirs. 

Jul. 6, comfortable friar ! where is my lord ? 
\ do remember well where I should be. 
And there I am : — Where is my Romeo ? [Noisi withdn. 

f2J Tbia accident was reckoned ominous. 80 in King Ihnry VI. port 3: 
** For nian^ men that stumble at thie threshold, 
Are well foretold that danger lurks within." 
Again, in Richard III. Hastings, going to execution, says ; 

» Three times to-day my footcloth horse did stumble." »STECVENS. - 

ISJ This is one of the touches of nature that would have escaped tlie luind of any 
punter less attentive to it than Shakespeare. Wiiat liappens to a person while 
he is under tlie manifest influence of fear, will seem to him, when h<e is recover- 
ed from it, like a dream. Homer, Book 8ih, represents Rhesus dyii||^ fast asleep, 
and as it were beholding his enemy in a dream plunging a sword in» his bosom. 
Eustathius and Dacier both applaud this image as very natural *, for a man in such 
a condition, says Mr. Pope, awakes no further than to see confusedly wwit environs 
bim^ and t« thhik it not a reality bat a vision. STEEVENS. 
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Fri. I hear some noise. — Lady, come from that nest 
death, contagion, and unnatural sleep ; 
greater Power than we can contradict 
ith thwarted our intents ; come, come away : 
\y husband in thy bosom there lies dead ; 
Paris too ; come, I'll dispose of thee 
Lmong a sisterhood of holy nuns : 

ly not to question, for the watch is coming ; 
/ome, go, good Juliet j — [Noise againJ] I dare stay no 
longer. [ExiU 

! JnL Go, get thee hence, for I will not away. — 
What's here ? a cup, clos'd in my true love's hand ? 
Poison, 1 see, hath been his timeless end : — 
churl ! drink all ; and leave no friendly drop. 
To help me after ? — I will kiss thy lips ; 
Haply, some poison yet doth hang on them, 
To make me die with a restorative. [Kisses him. 

Thy lips are warm ! 

1 Watch. [Within] Lead, boy :— Which way ? 
Jul. Yea, noise ? — ^then I'll be brief — O happy dagger 

[Snatching Romeo*8 dagger^ 

This is thy sheath ; [Stabs herself.] there rust, and let me 

die. [Falls on Romeo's hody^ and dies. 

Enter Watch, with the Page of Paris. 
Page. This is the place ; there, where the torch doth 
burn. 

1 Watch. The ground is bloody ; Search about the 

churchyard : 
Go, some of you, whoe'er you find, attach. [Exe. some. 
Pitiful sight ! here lies the county slain ; — 
And Juliet bleeding ; warm, and newly dead, 
Who here hath lain these two days buried. — 
Go, tell the prince, — run to the Capulets, — 
Raise up the Montagues, — some others search ; — 

[Exe. other Watchmen 
We see the ground whereon these woes do lie ; 
But the true ground of all these piteous woes, 
We cannot without circumstance descry. 

Enter some of the Watch, with Balthasar. 

2 Watch. Here's Romeo's man, we found him in the 

churchyard. 
1 Watch. Hold him in safety, till the prince come hither 

Enter another Watchman, with Friar Laurence. 

3 Wat. Here is a friar, that trembles, sighs, and weeps : 



i 
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We took this mattock and this spade from him, *Y 

As he was coming from this churchyard side. 
1 Watch, A great suspicion ; Stay the friar too. 

Enter the Prince and Attendants, \ 

Prince, What misadventure is so early up, j 

That calls our person from our morning's rest ? 

Enter Capllet, Lady Capulet, and others. 

Cap. What should it be, that they so shriek abroad ? 

La. Cap. The people in the street cry — Romeo, 
Some — Juliet, and some — Paris ; and all run, • 

With open outcry, toward our monument. 

Prince. What fear is this, which startles in our ears ? 

1 Watch. Sovereign, here lies the county Paris slain • 
And Romeo dead ; cind Juliet, dead before, c 

Warm and new killM. [comes 

Prince. Search, seek, and know how this foul murder 

1 Watch. Here is a friar, and slaughter'd Romeo's man j 
With instruments upon them, fit to open 
These dead men's tombs. [bleeds ! 

Cap. O, heavens ! — O, wife ! look how our daughter 
This dagger hath mistaken, — for, lo ! his house 
Is empty on the back of Montague, — 
And is mis-sheathed in my daughter's bosom. 

La. Cap. O me ! this sight of death is as a bell, 
That warns my old age to a sepulchre. 

Enter Montague and others. 

Prince. Come, Montague ; for thou art early up 
To see thy son and heir more early down. 

Mon. Alas, my liege, my wife is dead to-nig^t ; 
Grief of my son's exile hath stopp'd her breath : 
What further woe conspires against mine age ? 

Prince. Look, and thou shalt see. 

Mon. O thou untaught ! what manners is in this, 
To press before thy father to a grave ? 

Prince, Seal up the mouth of outrage for a while. 
Till we can clear these ambiguities. 
And know their spring, their head, their true descent ; 
And then will I be general of your woes. 
And lead you even to death : Mean time forbear. 
And let mischance be slave to patience. — 
Bring forth the parties of suspicion. 

Fri. I am the greatest, able to do least, - 
Yet most suspected, as the time and place 
"^oth make agains^ nie of this direful murder , 
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And here I stand, botL to impeach and purge 

Myself condemned, and myself excns'd. 

Prince, Then say at once what thou dost know in this* 
Fri, I will be brief, for my short date i>f breath 

Is not so long as is a tedious tale. 

Romeo, there dead, was husband to that Juliet ; 

^nd she, there dead, that Romeo's ^thful wife : 
married them ; and their stolen marriage-day 

Was Tybalt's dooms-day, whose untimely deaUi 

Banish'd the new-made bridegroom from this city ; 

For whom, and riot for Tybalt, Juliet pin'd. 

You — to remove that siege of grief from her, — 

Betroth'd, and would have married her perforce, 

To county Paris : — Then comes she to me. 

And, with wild looks, bid me devise some means 

To rid her from this second marriage. 

Or, in my cell there would she kill herself 

Then gave 1 her, so tutor'd by my art, 

A sleeping potion ; which so took effect 

As I intended ; for it wrought on her 

The form of death : meantime I writ to homeo, 

That he should hither come at this dire night, 

To help to take her from her borrow'd grave, 

Being the time the potion's force should cease. 

But he which bore my letter, friar John, 

Was staid by accident ; and yesternight 

Return'd my letter back ; Then all adone, 

At the prefixed hour of her waking. 

Came 1 to take her from her kindred's vault ; 

Meaning to keep her closely at my cell, 

Till I conveniently could send to Romeo : 

But, when I came, (some minute ere the time 

Of her awakening,) here untimely lay 

The noble Paris, and true Romeo, dead. 

She wakes ; and I entreated her come forth. 

And bear this work of heaven with patience : 

But then a noise did scare me from the tomb ; 

And she, too desperate, would not go with 

But (as it seems) did violence on herself. 

All this I know ; and to the marriage 

Her nurse is privy : And, if aught in this 

Miscarried by my fault, let my old life 

Be sacrificed, some hour before his time. 

Unto the rigour of severest law. 
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PrincA We still have known thee for a holy man. — 
Where's Romeo's man ? what can he say in this ? 

Bal, 1 brought my master news of Juliet's death ; 
And then io post he-«ame from Mantua, 
To this same place, to this same monument. 
This letter he early bid me give his father ; 
And threaten'd me with death, going in the vault, 
If 1 departed not, and left him there. 

Prince. Give me the letter, 1 will look on it. — 
Where is the county's page, that rais'd the watch ? — 
Sirrah, what made your master in this place ? 

Page, He came with flowers to strew his lady's grave 
And bid me stand aloof, and so I did : 
Anon, comes one with light to ope the tomb ; 
And, by and by, my master drew on him ; 
And then 1 ran away to call the watch. 

Prince, This letter doth make good the friar's words 
Their course of love, the tidings of her death : 
And here he writes — that he, did buy a poison 
Of a poor 'pothecary, and therewithal 
Came to this vault to die, and lie with Juhet. — 
Where be these enemies ? Capulet ! Montague ! — 
See, wl|||(^ scourge is laid upon your hate. 
That heavdii. finds means to lull your joys with love > 
And I, for winking at your discords too. 
Have lost a bmce of kinsmen : — all are punish'd. 

Cap. O, brother Montague, give me tiby hand 
This is my daughter's jointure, for no more 
Can I demand. 

Mon, But 1 can give thee more : 
For I will raise her statue in pure gold ; 
That, while Verona by that name is known, 
There shall no figure at such rate be set, 
As that of true and faithful Juliet. . 

Cap. As rich shall Romeo by his lady lie ; 
Poor sacrifices of our enmity ! 

Prince. A glooming peace this morning with it brings 
The sun, for sorrow, will not show his head - 
Go hence, to have more talk of these sad things ; 
Some shall be pardon'd, and some pmiished : 
For never was a story of more woe, 
Than this of Juliet and her Romeo. [Exeum 
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